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Confined
Opened. Closed.
Eyes stripped of their senses.
Neither one has a different view.
Both have the same picture.
Dark.
Three holes in the top.
The ones the light trickles in through.

This. Is. My. Domain.

The light that shades the corners.
Defines the confines. 
That build around. 

This. Is. My. Place. 

Pinky finger.
Small as it is.
Stroking across the once soft lips.
Now rugged and arid as it traces.
Teeth catch.
Searching for the nail.
Pressure.
Pressure.
Pressure.
Tapping dully on what is left of a nail.
Hidden down the finger.
Delicate and invisible.

This. Is. My. Figure.

The sharp pain that tickles behind.
The one that the arms cannot reach.
Droning,
Or laughing.
Unforgiving, and irreplaceable. 

This. Is. Me.

Blind. Confined. On the edge. On Going.

That. Is. Me. 

Closed. Opened. 



Statement:
The poem came from the lingering feeling that follows me whenever I try to make any piece of art. When I heard about this opportunity, I immediately wanted to create something great, something worthy of your show, but making artwork is hard. Ideas bubble up in my head and fall apart on paper, and most of the time I keep them inside, no matter how dark or light they are, because at least in there they live and breathe. Trying to describe that feeling of confinement is difficult, because it’s different every time, but this poem is my attempt. I took the prompt and gave you me, right down to the wick of my nails and the darkness of not seeing. Ultimately, the poem is about recognizing the shape of yourself, even when that shape exists in the dark.
