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Bathroom Sink
There they are, right in front of me 
Choosing their next victim 
I see them scanning the area 
Yikes, they chose the new girl 
Poor thing it’s her first day 
They fan in on her 
They won’t let her pass

They soon notice her lowered eyes 
Giving them the signal that she’s afraid 
About to punish her where it hurts 
I can see her trying to psych herself up 
Preparing herself for what is about to come 

She is about to be tormented, made fun of
Everyone sees her, standing alone
But they do nothing, knowing they will be next 
Everyone living in fear 

They’ve started, everyone trying to listen in, 
You can almost see her esteem getting chipped away, 
Like Michelangelo intently working on his master piece 
Figuring out which part to peel away next 
Chipping away, bits and pieces at a time 

But then, something strange happened 
The girl looked up 
Her glare was so sharp it looked as if she could cut glass 
She stared as they were tormenting her, 
Doing whatever they could do to bring her down

When they were finished she said, “I don’t care what you think”
And walked away 
I then followed her to the bathroom 
To tell her how brave she was, 
How confident she was, 
How fearless she was


I walk in to find her crying over the sink 
Words can hurt anyone 
No matter how hard you try to forget them 
They stick with you 

Words are like toothpaste 
Once you squeeze something out, 
You can’t get it back in 
If you can get it back in, it won’t be the same 

To see her crying over the bathroom sink 
To see how those words brought this on her 
She seemed as if those words were meaningless 
But they weren’t 

I approached her 
Scared of what I might say 
I ended up just giving her a hug 
Telling her that it was okay 
“Those words aren’t true”

But next time, I won’t let this happen 
I will stand up for that innocent person
I would want the same if that ever happened to me 
No one should be treated like that, ever

