
Memory 
 
 Hands held down, bound and tied 
 struggling makes them tighter 
 ankles too tied and spread 
 safer not to be a fighter 
 pain in places I shouldn’t hurt 
 things inside me I don’t know 
 flashbulb goes and cameras roll 
 trophies for them to show 
 wooden box in the corner waits 
 its horrors kept for me 
 straps and gags and leather ties 
 and the hood so I cant see. 
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