Mask
Don’t let my smile, my jovial nature fool you; 

I’m trapped in a box, looking out, feeling nothing

This room, this very place

Seems distant 
A foggy, misty dream 

I have many faces the world sees,
Skillfully hiding sorrow with a plastic façade

Masks deceive
Mine our superb
Creating a barrier between the world and my heart
“These masks are senseless,” you say

“I can tell when something is real or fake.”

Can you?

Would you know a rose from a demon,
A robin from a vulture?
