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Their words are bricks around us, words engraved “wrong” and “sin.”
They tried to tell us who to love, who to be to fit in.
But love, love doesn’t read the rulebook or a sign,
It just blooms where it’s planted, a wild, exquisite design.
A love that’s painted in hues, not just black and white,
they tried to erase our colors, and dim our light.
“Wrong” they whispered “just a phase, a sin”
building walls of judgement, trying to fence us in,
But how can love be so wrong when it feels so right?
Why must it be hidden, behind closed doors out of sight?
They built their walls, so rigid and high,
But we craved windows that opened to the sky.
We danced in the sunlight, unashamed and free, Living proof that love is a
rebellion decree.
Their glares were daggers, their sermons chains,
But love is a wildfire that breaks through the plains. Qur hearts are louder
than their laws or lies,
a chorus of courage that never dies.
We plant our stories in gardens they’ve burned,
From ashes to blossoms, the tides have turned. For every brick of hate, we
lay a stone of pride,
With every “no” our “yes” echos far and wide.




