
     Freedom’s an interesting word 
because it kinda shapeshifts depending on who says it. 
 
     A revolutionary soldier yelling freedom 
sounds like swords clashing during war in medieval times— 
loud, strong, frightening, 
like they’re trying to punch a tragedy in history. 
 
     A civil rights marcher saying freedom 
feels slower, feels heavier, 
like a wave in a crowd that refuses to sit down, 
even when their legs are shaking. 
 
     But when a teenager in 2026 says freedom, 
it’s softer—own rules, having privacy, 
shutting the door to breathe 
without anyone judging you. 
 
     Same word, totally different meanings 
shouting echoes through time, 
still always growing forward in heart. 
It’s wild how freedom keeps changing its shape 
but still hits you hard every time someone shows it. 


