
(im)perfection
Perfect  is  a  word  that  has  haunted  me  for  years,
A  quiet  accusation  and  the  root  of  all  my  fears.
Every  slip  up  and  misstep  is  ice  cold  terror  in  my  veins ;
With  these  standards  that  I ’ve  set,  I  have  wrapped  myself  in  chains.

I ’m  afraid  that  if  I ’m  not  flawless,  then  I  am  only  less,
And  my  view  of  myself  is  highly  based  on  my  success.
I ’m  frozen  in  terror  every  time  I  nearly  fall ,
Convinced  that  if  I ’m  less  than  perfect,  no  one  will  care  for  me  at  all.

And  still  beyond  my  achievements,  I  know  that  I  do  not  belong,
The  ways  that  I  look,  act  and  speak  are  all  wrong.
Caught  in  the  gaze  of  others,  I  only  want  to  run  away,
Ashamed  of  the  differences  and  flaws  that  I  display.

I  spend  my  time  lost  in  thoughts  of  what  else  I  could  be,
Believing  that  there  must  be  something  better  than  being  me.
In  my  dreams  I  inhabit  a  body  l ighter  than  air,
But  when  I  wake  up,  every  inch  of  me ’s  still  there.

Though  I  have  many  things  to  say,  I  cannot  find  the  words  to  speak.
I  have  become  a  chameleon,  my  courage  far  too  weak.
I ’m  the  empty,  silent  place  between  the  stars  in  the  sky,
A  body  wrapped  in  shadows,  but  still  no  way  to  hide.

And  yet  there ’s  nothing  I  would  trade  for  myself,  as  I  am  now,
Even  though  there ’s  much  that  I  would  change  if  I  knew  how.
I  may  not  be  perfect,  but  I  am  entirely  unique ;
My  individuality  is  not  something  I  have  to  seek.
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There  is  beauty  in  imperfection,  in  the  cracks  in  a  smooth  facade,
Crumbling  walls  growing  with  ivy,  and  the  character  they  cannot  shade.
There  is  loveliness  in  things  broken,  put  together  into  something  new,
In  the  way  their  faults  and  flaws  cannot  hide  what  is  true.

Perfect  is  not  something  that  can  ever  be  attained,
And  imperfections  are  not  something  to  be  changed.
I  don ’t  want  to  imagine  a  world  in  which  we ’re  all  the  same ;
If  I  lost  what  makes  me  different,  I ’d  lose  myself,  I ’d  lose  my  name.

Human  beings  are  not  static,  we ’re  always  in  motion,  ever  new.
We ’re  shifting  and  growing,  and  change  is  something  we  pursue.
There ’s  something  innately  perfect  in  the  way  that  we ’re  always  unique,
One  of  a  kind,  unparalleled,  our  flaws  are  what  speak.

There  will  be  time  for  victories,  and  time  for  defeat,
But  neither  one  of  these  are  what  makes  a  l ife  complete.
My  worth  should  not  be  based  on  everything  that  I  achieve,
Or  anything  about  me  that  others  may  believe.

I  am  not  perfect,  far  from  it ,  in  fact,  but  I  am  free,
And  this  version  of  myself  is  better  than  anything  else  I ’ve  tried  to  be.
I  am  still  in  progress,  an  unfinished  work  of  art,
Beautifully  imperfect  in  each  uncommon  part.


