
Soft Boy
Ronan Harkins

You pray at night to gods thought long dead
One day, they will answer but you don’t know when
In the morning, 
In the afternoon, they teach you grace on your feet 

You wish to walk the earth with no fear and the gods behind you

You are a rabid wolf  trapped in the body of  a child

This skin is too tight

This skin is an unrelenting snake with endless coils of  muscle

No, I will be a man worth fearing
You are as a rose, they say

Yes, but that does not make me weak
I am not what you make me
Only I know me
Only the gods can make me          


