
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

    
         Blood Trapped in my Veins 
 

 

 And me, 

 Trapped behind bars 

 

 One of us has to escape 

 The boiling rage 

 Rage with myself, 

 And him, 

 Abusing me 

 Year after year 

 Cutting myself gives relief 

 

 At least I have a choice 

 Of how deep I let it go 

 At least my boiling blood 

 Has freedom to go and flow 
 

 

 

 

                                    'Ruby', HMP EWP.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

    This poem was written from prison. It has been reprinted here by permission of the author. 

 Poems for… Self at Sea  

https://poemsforthewall.org 

Central London 
Clinical Commissioning Group 

Poems for…the wall is a Hyphen project. “Hyphen-21” is a company registered in Cardiff no.2925831. Registered Charity no.1040077. 


