The Size Zero Debate

The reflection in the mirror that I see,
Strangely seems to rain down on me
The eyes that I hold are blind

Everything halting to a tantamount grind.
The images that we portray,
Must have some affect don't they?
Confine us all to imperfection,
Enabling us all to feel disconnection.
They say that it's culturally relevant,
But somehow I feel dependent,
On the notion that I see,
How I wish I could be free.
Unable to be original,
I spend my life being cynical.
Despairing at the lack of hope,

Wash my face with an endless amount of soap.
How can I ever be good enough?
In a society which thinks like this.
Surely there is somewhere that I can go,
Where I can belong - who knows?
