
Young Voices 
ISSN: 3049-4338 (Online) 

Vol. 1, No. 1, September 2026 

 

 

Afflatus Creations Peer-reviewed Multidisciplinary Journal 

                                                               ISS National Poetry & Short Story Writing Competition  
 

(Entry) 

Why blame me? 
 

I never had anything for myself, 

Not for everything I got. 

I never had perennial waters, 

Not for the edacious greed of a child. 

I never had the fertile receptacle, 

Not for the carnage of life. 

I never had the unbroken blue, 

Not to be smothered with filth. 

I never had the pristine veil, 

Not to suffocate the gaze. 

I never had the ineffable expanse, 

Not to be filled with dream debris. 

The waters are no longer perennial, 

The receptacle never pacifies,  

The blue is broken into pieces, 

The veil is no longer pristine, 

The dreams have turned into pipes. 

For my lullaby 

Not to soothe my child. 

Then why blame me? 
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