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In the bustling crowd, | walk with intent,
Hoping for kindness, a moment well spent.
Yet words slip like shadows, unkind and unclear,
A name that doesn’t feel right, a truth that feels near.

With every wrong label, a fragment of me,
Unravelled in silence, longing to be free.
A “he” or a “she” that doesn’t align,

In an instant, the world can feel so malign.

The weight of a glance, the flicker of doubt,
A battle | fight, yet it lingers about.

In spaces that echo with laughter and light,

| search for acceptance, to feel fully right.

But there’s power in courage, in standing my ground,
In reclaiming my voice when it’s lost and unbound.
Each misstep in lanquage is a chance to explain,
To guide understanding through joy or pain.

I gather my strength, like armour | wear,
In spaces of struggle, I learn to declare.
This identity is mine, and | will not retreat,

For each little moment, | won’t face defeat.

A name and a pronoun, small words yet so grand,
They carry the weight of who | truly am.
Though misgendering stings, | won’t hide in despair,
| rise with resilience, and I’m willing to share.

So hear me, I’'m here, in my truth, I stand tall,
An echo of courage, a voice that won’t fall.
Together we’ll build a worldwide and kind,

Where identities are respected and all hearts are aligned.




