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.
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