YOU HOLD ME IN BONDAGE

You hold me in bondage

Bound and chained and nearly gone

Hands tied behind me, you blind me

And leave me to suffer alone

Yes, you do mistreat me

I am helpless and unsewn

Love should be carried, not buried

You told me that long, long ago

Still, it dies not make me too confused

Seeing you picture in the daily news

Telling how you roam the town

Looking for me up and down . . .

I don’t really need you

Though you’d have me, I think so

Like all your others, my brothers 

And sisters all know it’s not so

So, here I’m sitting in my window seat

Ann Frank’s diary at my feet

Clench my fist and beat the air 

Wondering when I’ll find you there (come for me)
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