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About the artist
When I close my eyes, I see nothing. I cannot see, in my minds eye anything except the darkness
behind my eyelids. Ask me to imagine a pink elephant, I cannot. Ask me to forget the pink
elephant, I already did; I have Aphantasia. For some this is hard to imagine (Ho! The irony) and
the inability to visualise anything is often
countered with disbelief, especially because I
am an artist. It is what it is, I have Aphantasia
and I am an artist - it just goes to show how
amazing and exible the brain is.
For many the idea of a blind mind's eye would
be an impairment. True I cannot see my
daughter's face when I close my eyes but
simply recalling her name brings a whole world
of meaning and essence - mine is a world of
sound, of mental description. The power of the
word, spoken or thought for conjouring
essences and meaning makes my world very
loud, very vibrant and vivid. My creative
practice, in whatever form, takes this noise and gives it form outside of myself. In a world where
for most, imagination and seeing is entirely bound to what one can see in their mind's eye, I am
free of that. Because I have not prior image of what my art will look like, I work from a place of
essence and this is liberating. That my work is not limited to one discipline is a re ection of this
freedom.
Within this freedom I have my methods. The words and the music are written at the same time.
How the words feel in my mouth, the rhythm, meter and harmony all worked over and again until
I capture the essence I am seeking. The artwork has a tactile quality; I am fascinated by seeing
how things work; having stories literally unfold before the eyes,
My work also tells the story of what it is to be a mother, a parent as well as a creative. While song
writing / recording and childcare rarely mix well, the visual aspects of my work enable me to still
‘parent’ and be present while nourishing my own creativity. When I’m sewing puppets, I am at the
same time literally teaching my daughter to make puppets – putting her stitches right and
starting her off. When I'm painting, she too is painting. Sometimes it's frustrating, but mostly it's
the best of best worlds.
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Exhibitionist
There is an argument that women do not become irrational, unpredictable harpies at the rst
stroke of the menopause, rather the diminishing oestrogen that previously provided a sugarcoated veil to the injustices of their life reveals stark and brutal truths. This resonates with me.
I'm tired of the facade that masquerades for equality , the rampant consumerism that is killing
us as a species in so many ways and the constant messages telling us all, regardless of how we
identify, that we are somehow 'less than' and need xing in some way.
Exhibitionist brings together my creative processes and is a departure from my previous work.
It is an inquiry into what it means to be human and a thumb to the nose to the culture that
requires women and girls to be silently perfect, to excel in everything, but never shout about it,
never celebrate it because that would be too pushy, too full of themselves.
As a musician and visual storyteller, Exhibitionist uses song writing and 3D arts to create a
strong narrative and a
transformative journey. My work
requires you, the audience, to stop
and pay attention, to re ect and
question, to listen again, to
experience more each time. It also is
entirely transparent. There is no
sleight of hand. Each of the visual
elements was speci cally created to
be performed in real time, you see
exactly what I am seeing. This I nd
just as exciting as the alternative
and virtual realities that are possible with technology - the gloriously analogue manipulation of
real objects where the passing of time, while at sometimes manipulated, is not interrupted.
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Space to Create
David Bowie said that each of his albums re ected the essence of the places they were recorded,
and I too believe in the transformative power of place. In our woods I have a long wheel base,
high-top transit van dug into a bank. It is a short walk down from our truck looking out over the
estuary in the winter, hidden under a canopy of trees in the summer. This is my Woodland
Makery, entirely off grid with a wood stove and basic lighting. It's my artistic space where I
create things that exist only in myself.
For many reasons it is far from
ideal as a recording space. Trains
run every 10 -15 minutes at
certain times of the day on the
track less than 200m away. More
often than not they honk as they
go by. There are birds, and a
beastie that has made its’ home
underneath the van. In the
summer there are jet-skis and
other power boats on the estuary
and cars racing each other up and
down the road to the beach. Every
now and then the owners of the
woods next to ours host raves
that go on for several days.
Added to this there are other
factors; school runs, exercise
classes to teach, shopping and
swimming lessons; all of this
creating a rhythm to the space
and the work ow. The walk itself
down to my Makery is like
pressing a reset button providing
a transition from a state of doing to a state of being. For all of its imperfections, without it I
wouldn’t have been able to create this work and the essence of this space is felt (and sometimes
heard) in the recordings. The freedom, the stripping things down to reveal what is there, the
closeness to nature, the noise of nature, it’s all there. To be able to close the door and come back
to everything as I left it. – it truly is a room of my own and I feel blessed.
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Borrowing Trouble
I am a worrier. Also, despite my aphantasia, I am able to concoct all manner of disasters in my
mind that for the most part have never come to pass. My most creative time for this act of
invention is usually around 3am. This piece is intended to be a lullaby to soothe the 3am horrors.
Not by saying 'everything's going to be
alright' as in truth, sometimes it's not. Just
that worrying has yet to improve any
situation. Worrying simply robs you of peace
of mind and the head space to come up with
any really useful solutions.

The waterfall mechanism enables the images
to unfold almost effortlessly, like the letting
go of such thoughts and worries and is
inspired by the paper cut work of Muriel
Jeanmond of Le Petit Coup de Scalpel, Daria
Alyoshkins and Ruth Watt.
The illustrations are also in uenced by the
lines and the power of 'The Great Wave of
Kanagawa'. Although the work does not use
paper cut, the discipline of the single
connected line is present in each drawing.
The chords used in this piece are very restful
for me on a physical and aural level. They fall easily under the ngers and also resonate with
peacefulness. The space between the lyrics enbales the ideas to penetrate and land - hopefully
bringing with them peace.

Guitar, voices and other instruments - Louise Hart
Trumpet -Jerri Hart
Field recordings - Bees
Permanent marker on card
Applique bees and trumpet player

Page 6

Page 7

Verse 1
When your soul is tired,
But your brain is wired
Carrying the weight of the world on your shoulders
Let it go.
When everything feels wrong
And the night stretches out like a long winding road
And your heart's recalling every single blow
Let it go, Let it go.
Chorus
Because in a few months from now
Will it matter that much anyhow?
I know looking back on my life
All the worries that I had
They changed nothing
Just Borrowing Touble.
Borrowing Trouble
Mid section
Though your heart may. be broken still yet
And the future's too dark to consider
And the past stretches out like a map of regret
And the fear in your heart
Is you don't have the strength to deliver
Well the problems that you dwell on just get bigger
Verse 2
When you're weighted down with shame
Cos you know in your heart that you carry the blame
And your woes are from the seeds that you have sown
Let it go.
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Borrowing Trouble
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What If You Knew
Matchbox Twenty’s ‘How Far We’ve Come’ would be one of my Desert Island Disks. During a
challenging period in my life, it was a track in the Body Combat tness class I was teaching and
around that time I took my life in an entirely different direction. I have not looked back since.
So in 2021, when looking for inspiration I took time out for a work-out; this was on my playlist.
'What If You Knew' is my take on the themes of this song. For me the people who I choose to
spend my time with give my life meaning and everything else is just smoke and mirrors. It is
signi cant that my husband has created the artwork for this piece. Not only is he a better pop-up
artist than me, he is also my soul mate who sees my control freakery and other BS and loves me
anyway - there is not one I'd rather be with at the end of time!
We worked closely on the development of the pop-up work and then he worked his magic. I am
blown away by his work and attention to detail.
The lyric writing applies a technique used in the works of Gibbons and Dowland, where themes
are embellished by divisions; such that ideas are developed further each time they are revisited.
Guitar, voices and other instruments – Louise Hart
Drums – Andrew Marshall
Pop up artwork – Jerri Hart
Oil pastels on card
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Chorus 1
What if you knew that the world was ending soon?
What would you take to that nal resting place
What decisions would you make
And how would you spend your time?
Would you stand in line
As the hours ticked by?
Or would you question why?
Verse 1
Where would you go to
Where would you spend the last few moments
As the world came crashing down
And the lights went out?
Whose hand would be in yours at the end
And would you trust the bonds of love
Would sustain you with no doubt?
Chorus 2
What if you knew that the world was ending soon; what would you say?
Who would you hold and not want to let go,
cos you’ve loved them always but thought you would have more time?
Still the hours tick by so dry your eyes, there’s no time to cry.
Verse 2
Cos nothing else matters but love in the end
When all is said and done.
Speak of your love and say it loud.
Whatever possessions, whatever you have
Will only burn to the ground and there's no pockets in your shroud.
Chorus 3
What if you knew that the world was ending soon;
Could you be strong?
Or would you stall, be frozen by it all?
Be frightened and broken unable and hostage to your regrets.
Did you do your best?
Is it too late to try as the hours slip by
There is only love

Page 12

What if you knew
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Sweeter Now
Many years ago, I watched Billy Elliot. The scene where he shares the letter from his mother was
extremely moving, not least because it made me wonder why my mother had not left something
for my sister and I as, by all accounts, her death was inevitable and we were just 3 and 6 years
old.. As a mother I can see that she might not have been able to face the reality that she was not
going to see her children grow up; as a mother, I wanted to make sure my daughter knew that
she was loved whatever might happen to me. This is a love song for my daughter, it is
unashamedly sentimental.
I am probably one of the oldest mothers at the school gates and acutely aware that she will have
to cope without me sooner than I would like. I also frequently fall short of the parent I would like
to be – I don’t imagine for one moment that I am alone in this. Teaching a small person to be a
kind and good person, one’s own behaviour is brought into sharp focus and that’s how it should
be. Parenting then can be seen as a practice rather than an outcome, an imperfect study of
human nature. As such, the image is not a polished and perfected nished piece, rather a study,
an ongoing development of ideas and mark making.
After some experimentation, I chose gessoed cartridge paper and oil pastels as the medium. The
gesso provides texture and the colours sit on top rather than soaking in once the white spirit is
applied. As well as applying the pastels directly to the paper, I also use them like a paint on a
palate and mixing with the white spirit. In doing so it is possible to create a wash with the pastels
enabling a layering and a
density of colour The eld
recordings are from our days
in lockdown when I was trying
to get work done and home
school and the weather was
wet. So much rain. In the
background you can hear the
‘Muddy Waterfall’ we made by
digging a channel in the track
to let out a deep puddle.
Guitar, Voice and other
instruments - Louise Hart
Field recordings - rain and
argument,
muddy waterfall, birds
Oil Pastels on gesssoed paper

Page 14

Page 15

Chorus
Life is different now, so much sweeter now
And it's all because of you.
Life is different now, so much deeper now
And it is all because of you.
Verse 1
From the rst moment and right from the start
The rst blurry image, the rst beating heart
All of things I thought my life could be
This I didn't see.
I did not think my life, it could be so changed
Like my DNA has become rearranged
All of the things that I once held as true
Are changed because of you
Chorus
Verse 2
I’m often quite crabby, I’m always dead tired
If this was my job sometimes I would be red.
My boundaries are weaker than double dipped tea
Go on and shoot me.
Despite what you think there’s no book there’s no guide
We’re all of us interns with nowhere to hide
But this is the best life that I’ve ever had and I am so glad
Chorus
Some people seem to have some secret knack,
Me, all I’ve made is a rod for my back
That’s what they say, I believe they are wrong
It’s the rod that keeps me strong.
Cos you are the one who keeps me inspired
To keep doing better to keep aiming higher
I couldn’t be more proud of all that you are
You are my shining star.

Page 16

VERSE 3

Sweeter Now
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When Did This Occur?
I must have a trustworthy face as people con de in me. I’m a good listener. I don’t give advice
unless asked, I don’t talk about my problems when people are telling me about theirs. Sometimes
people are sad and broken and can’t give to a relationship even though they love the person
they’re with. Other times they’ve just had enough but don’t want to be the bad guy and end it.
This piece is about the latter, an aural collage of the shared experience of not being loved. How
does it happen – this falling out of love with someone –a slow drip, unnoticed until the day you
realise the love is gone, or that there’s someone ‘better’ on the horizon or in their bed? Most of us
will have been in this situation on one side or the other – there are no heroes or villains, just
unhappy people, unhappy for different reasons. Rather like a Russian Doll – when you think
you’ve gotten under the surface of something there is simply more surface; words are
inadequate or too
cutting to be useful,
more and more gets
buried in layers of
misery until it’s time,
nally to move on.
The line drawing
draws on motifs
that are found in
every bullet journal,
note pad and old
envelope I’ve taken
a pen to. Russian
Dolls, Octopus
Flowers and
Daisies. They are the meditation for someone who cannot imagine lying on a beach with the
warm sand beneath them. And as an aphant, I never know what the drawing will look like until I
start drawing, with my favourite pen, a Pentel Flair medium tip, any colour. It’s what I do when I’m
thinking – trying to quieten my very noisy mind to nd answers. That the pattern repeats is no
accident, like so many of our lived patterns, somewhere, there is an intention.
Guitar, Voice and other instruments – Louise Hart
Time Lapse photography – Louise Hart
Flair felt tip pen on cartridge paper.
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Stanza 1
When did this Occur?
I’m stung by the cold of your winter
Chilled by the weight of your sigh
Trying to nd the right words whereby
I might become the navigator of the ocean
Between you and I
2
Still trying to nd the right words
To bring back the joy in your smile
To bring back those lines round your eyes
Trying to nd the right words whereby
I might become the mediator or the difference
Between you and I.
3
What else can I do?
I’ve hoped so many times that I might touch you
You’re lost to me but heaven knows I’ve tried.
How long can this go on?
As silence wraps around your broken heart
And leads you through another closing door.
(Developement)
But what of me?
When you touch me I nd I can barely breathe
When you hold me in your arms
I can’t conceive a time when I might nd myself without you
I want to believe
That you’re there for me and I am not a fool
That the words you speak are grounded in the truth
And that you care for me
And I will be the one that you turn to
Not a stranger's arms nor lips to quell your cries
No con dence betrayed and please no lies.
Just look me in the eyes and tell me straight
As I keep my distance giving you your space
Laying my emotions there to waste
Just look me in the eye and tell me straight
Is it me or merely circumstance that binds?
Or a fear of being alone that leaves you paralysed at my side
Colder that a statue, hewn from stone and somehow rendered blind.
Did the beauty you once perceived become then lies
Because when you look at me babe I only feel despised
And the dreams and plans we made have all been cast aside.
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Stanza 4
When did this occur?
I’m stung by the cold of your winter
Chilled by the weight of your sigh
Trying to nd the right words whereby
I might become the navigator of the distance between you and I
5
Still trying to nd the right words
To sift out the truth from the lies
To describe our untimely demise
Trying to nd the right words
And the courage to begin the conversation
That will end things between you and I.
6
But what else can I do?
I watch as you recoil each time I touch you
And I’m sickened by how hard I have to try
How long can this go on?
Your silence is like poison to my heart
And brings another dark night of the soul.
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When Did This Occur?
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Free : Are We?
In the 1960’s a house was affordable on a single income. By 2020, this was no longer the case;.
even households where both parties are working struggle to buy a property. This is further
compounded by the gender pay gap; It could be argued that the largest bene ciary of moves
towards gender equality in the workplace has been capitalism, with it's sole aim of nding things
for us to spend our money on by constructing narratives around what it means to have and not
have.
As a child of the 70’s, I grew up hopeful, believing that there would be equality. As a child of the
70’s I also grew up knowing that my life would be easier if I wasn’t a girl. A whole lifetime of being
‘Pushy’, “Aggressive’ and being held to a higher account than the men around me is as tedious as
it is tiring. I have no interest in attacking men, no one changes their opinions or behaviour when
they are being insulted and moreover, try as I might I can never really know what it is like to be a
man in this world. Still, I
look around me it seems
so little has changed;
women are still walking
home with keys in their
knuckles, that as a
mother I will be
encouraging my daughter
to be who she wants to be
and yet still caution her
against being out on her
own at night.. This lack of
change is facilitated and
reinforced by the people
who stand to gain the
most by it continuing and once again capitalism is there. If in the 60’s, instead of women entering
the workplace to work full time hours in a bid for equality they had shared the workload so that
men could have worked less, where would we be now?
The imagery re ects the comic book tradition and is rendered in coloured pencil to re ect this
child-like simplicity while drawing on cultural ideas such as the Vagina Dentata, the insatiable
plant in the Little Shop of Horrors and the oppression of Big Brother in Orwell's 1984. The work
literally unfolds in front of you
Guitar, Voices and other instruments – Louise Hart
Trumpet – Jerri Hart
Field recordings - dry leaves and holly
Coloured pencil on layout paper
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Verse 1
We did it to ourselves each time we looked into a looking glass
And wished that we were someone else
And took it as a thought we had created for ourselves
Instead of a weed that planted as a seed when we were very young.
We’ve trod a rut so deep and wide
With bricks of blame on every side
While sirens cried
With a voice that sounded much like mine.
And where was I?
Ship-wrecked on the rocks of this so called life
Catching all the straws that were given me.
Chorus 1
Are we free? Are we? Are we free?
Verse 2
Our expectations were too high
Equality was oversold
And opportunities to reconcile
And share some common ground just didn’t take hold.
With the shifting sands of promised lands
The Oligarchy played their hand and drove another wedge between us.
Chours 2
When everything’s broken our heart whispers our despair.
Is anyone there.
Did anyone care?
When everything’s broken and there’s nothing left to lose
Could you walk a mile in my shoes could you
Choose a third way to unpack this mess we’re in
And begin again
Verse 3
In a world where empathy is running cold
And we’ve stilled our beating hearts in fear
And all that we hear are the same old voices
Offering the same old choices.
If instead we seek humanity
In the hearts of those with whom we disagree,
Would we. Could we be free.
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Free
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Gaslight
Half a lifetime ago I became friends with a woman who had gone to great lengths to leave a
violent relationship. What I learned from her was that the violence was only part of it. The larger
part was the reason she stayed. Once said, words can leave a stain. Over time, he made her
believe that she was a terrible person, unworthy of love. Over time she lost touch with the friends
who could tell her otherwise.
Some years later I found myself in a similar situation and were it not for her I might have stayed.
Nobody chooses to be in an
abusive relationship, abusers don’t
advertise their intentions. It
happens in a slow slide and before
you know it, the once perfectly
charming partner is your chief
critic. So much in life is about
owning our demons and striving to
do better in spite of them or
because of them – abusers seem to
have a knack of seeing our demons,
magnifying them and de ning us
by them and that’s where their
power lies. There is nothing anyone
can do to ‘make it right’, to ‘keep the
peace’, abusers, for whatever
reason need that power play – you
will never be enough – walk away.
This work is shadows and darkness, the façade of maintaining appearances to the outside
world, the tension behind closed doors. The instrumentation is sparce with the drums providing
a stark, combative feel to the piece.
Guitar, voices and other instruments – Louise Hart
Drums – Andrew Marshall
Shadow Puppet – Louise Hart
Oil pastel on untreated paper, cardboard and wire

Page 28

Page 29

Verse 1
If you could read my mind heart like an open book, would you?
'Cos you analyse every word I say but don’t understand so what good does it do you?
I don’t want to start a row,
'Cos I know I can be cruel
But you keep telling me how bright you are but you’re acting like a fool
And if it’s so important to be better than me babe,
Good luck to you.

Verse 2
If you could read my heart like an open book, would you?
'Cos you analyse every move I make but don’t understand so what good does it do you?
Do I need to spell it out,
'Cos I don't know if you know?
It’s not normal to be following me everywhere I go.
I don’t know what you expect to nd inside your twisted mind,
But it's not ne.
Pre Chorus 1
I am sure that there is someone who will might be
Your perfect partner out there baby but it sure as hell ain't me
And I’ve tried.
But I’ve tried so hard the sparks died.
Chorus
So, let’s call it a day and walk away
Let’s call it a day and walk away
Let’s call it a day and walk away,
With our dignity intact.
'Cos you know I’m no good at lying
Any my eyes are raw from all of this crying
And I’m sick and tired of trying
And I’m sure you’ll second that.
Verse 3
If you could read my heart like open book, would you?
'Cos you analyse every word I say but don’t understand so what good does it do you?
I don't know when it started
And I don't know where to begin
I just know that my resilience is wearing very thin
And a choice between being single
Or with you as company
I choose me.
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Pre Chours 2
And you will say that there is no one except. you
Who will be willing to put up with me
But even if that's true
I'll take the risk
Cos I can't take much more of this

Gaslight
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Cars
If the advertising is to be believed, our cars say something about us – how intelligent / powerful /
rich we are. I don’t subscribe, my choice in cars only says I don’t care about cars. we need to stop
allowing our possessions to talk for us. I am curious why so many people sell large portions of
their lives to pay for something, that they will never own and are told how to look after until they
trade it in for the next one. And then I remember…. Ah! Capitalism.
I am where cars go to die. I have no interest in them other than their ability to drive a dirt track,
get me from A – B and carry lots of stuff. I am really not fussy what colour it is or what the seats
are made of and by the time I get to drive them, things like air-con and electric sunroofs are
simply a liability. I buy cheap cars, they make 1 or 2 MOT’s and then they get scrapped –
someone has to drive them and I happily take that mantle.
I’ve been lucky – like the Merc that was so quiet I had to turn the stereo down to check it was
idling, and I’ve been less lucky, like the Skoda where, by the end, the only working door was the
offside rear. My current car is on the decline and for someone who doesn’t care about cars I
seem to spend too much time looking at car ads wondering what’s wrong with them. So here I
am, singing songs about something I say I don’t care about. Life is full of contradictions.
From the outset I wanted a puppet to
perform this song and so 'Lola' was
created, hand sewn using traditional
muppet-making techniques. She’s my
better-looking alter ego who likes
performing a whole bunch more than
me. After considering a variety of
methods of puppeteering, I decided to
bring some American Gothic to
Avenue Q, it suited both of us.
Guitar, Voices and Other instruments
– Louise Hart
Lola – Louise Hart
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Chorus 1
I’m gonna kick me some tyres and buy myself somebody else’s misery
I’m gonna kick me some tyres another rust bucket tragedy.

Verse 1
Well there is no one I know who’s gonna let their car go
With everything just working ne and no advisories.
And I don’t go for HP
That monthly payment duty
And when you read the ne print It says it never belongs to me.
Chorus 2
I’m gonna kick me some tyres and buy myself somebody else’s misery
I’m gonna kick me some tyres another rust bucket tragedy,
Another money pit that’s gonna break down on me.
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Verse 2
I don’t ask for too much
A solid engine and good clutch
And I can even deal with rust but not the whole chassis.
So why not quit pretending
Just tell me what needs mending
Cos I don’t want to drive around the block, give me the key.
Chorus 3
I’m gonna kick me some tyres and buy myself somebody else’s misery
I’m gonna kick me some tyres another rust bucket tragedy, Another money pit that’s gone break
down on me.
Another heap of junk that fails it's MOT.
Oh lord have mercy…

Cars
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Look Away
Almost everyone I've ever known has felt like they don't t it in some aspect of their lives. I"m not
quite sure then how a clique is formed but nevertheless they exist along with all the exclusionary
behaviours that sustain them. Maybe I've been in a clique and never realised, maybe people have
felt excluded by me - I would hope
not, but it's hard to tell - how would
you ever know?
I no longer try and t in, if there is a
clique I make no efforts to join it, I
have no interest in spending time
with people who go to such efforts
to exclude others. This con dence
is hard won and the self portrait
carved out of paper re ects this
effort, the image is stark and
unsmiling; re ecting that the smile,
a prerequisite for femininity has
been ignored. The meter of the song
never allows the listener to settle
into a comfortable rhythm
The eld recording is from our
woodland, a place where I can feel peaceful and calm. In amongst the songbirds there are the
crows, their call setting them apart from the others and reminding me of the second movement
of Steve Reich's 'Different Trains' which never fails to make me cry. For me it was essential that
the crows got to perform in this piece. This piece is best listened to with headphones to get the
most out of the binaural recordings
Guitar and Voices - Louise Hart
Field Recording - Song of the woodland
Paper cut on card and chalk
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Look away is played with a capo on the 4th fret using these chord shapes.
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Verse 1
I know that many people feel
That they are somehow on the outside,
Looking inside wanting in. I
know that many people feel
That they don’t t in with the right crowd
Yeah the tight crowd
And no matter how hard they try they never will
Oh welcome to my life
Chorus
I see you look I see you stare,
I feel the judgement in the air
I notice the conversation stop when I come near.
I just want to say I didn’t want to join the conversation anyway
Cos you bore me
And if you don’t like what you see just look away.
Verse 2
I know that sometimes it might feel
that life would just be that bit easier
If you just tried more to t in.
But every action has it's price,
It's not OK, it's not alright
Not everyone wants you to shine, not everyone deserves your time?
And you don't deserve mine.
Mid section
Cos these are the days that plans are made
And risks are for the taking The days when I am dead afraid
Mistakes I will be making
And there will days when I will shine
And there will be days when I will touch the sky
And those days are mine
And there will be days when I am hard
Made up of broken pieces and of battle scars
And yet still those days are mine
And I walk that path with pride.
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Verse 3
I know I'm brittle, I am awed
Sometimes I'm wrong and self assured
Sometimes I'm right but I'm dismayed
But I will not make myself small,
I claim my space I take it all
I live my truth and I won't hide
From those who try to break my stride
So step out of my light

:

Look Away
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