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still distracted, but at least it feels good. Now, it can be the truth when you tell your

therapist that yes, you’ve been taking care of yourself. Or at least, half the truth. It is

much better to be distracted by the cute dogs in the park and the roars of the

leaf-blowers than by meaningless papers or those rogue memories clinging to your

brain like a film of sweat under your breast on a hot day. And you might be calling

yourself distracted, but this is the most you’ve written for yourself in the past two

weeks. Twenty lines in a row! A record!

Don’t throw yourself flowers yet

You’re writing a completely different poem

Than the one you intended to write today

Why are you even writing this poem?

This isn’t The Poem you want to write

This is like

Scratching your face when it’s your back

That itches.

You got something beautiful within you.

Why can’t you just put it into words?

*

When you were younger, you often found refuge in the school’s library. Your parents

had just divorced, and both got bankrupt at the same time, and you were given up on

by most people – your family, your friends, your teachers… But there was that one

secretary, who was also the school librarian, who noticed you. She saw you, alone,

waiting outside the school in the middle of winter, with no gloves and your eyes full

of sleep. She opened the door for you, and let you inside. It was so
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Your mind is like a library; Understaffed, underfunded, under siege, but wonderful

and filled with knowledge and memories and stories. And safe, for broken little girls

and other lost souls. It’s a bit backward, but you think “If my body and mind align,

maybe I can get through this one stanza?” So, you go to the library. Time slows down

when you’re there. You scout the aisles, looking for something. Maybe a book that a

friend once recommended to you, maybe a book you’ve heard of, maybe a book with

a unique and eye-catching cover? You walk up the grandiose staircases, stare out the

prismatic stained-glass window. You run your fingers against the smooth wooden

bookshelves. You follow the smell of petrichor and amber. There’s an old grandfather

clock ticking somewhere.

You don’t find anything, but the beast within you has been appeased. You let yourself

fall into a vintage leather sofa, and breathe out. You take out your notebook and your

trusty pen pencil.

You search through songs and sonnets

You scratch off sentences from the pages

Why is it so complicated to live up to the expectations

Of your predecessors?

Couldn’t they have put the bar a bit lower?

You don’t find the heart of the ocean at the surface

So go and dive deeper, and deeper

*

You attend the literary program academic conference. Not as a presenter, but to

support your fellow classmates, and also because you need to attend it to get a decent

grade. It’s almost some sort of academic walk of shame – to be forced to celebrate

your classmate’s successes while also having to ignore your own failures. You don’t

think you’re the only one who thinks like that. Our bodies are there, but nobody’s

home; our eyes stare at nothing, our limbs limp on the sides and our expressions

remain unchanging. The room is colder than the rest of the school. There’s a clock

ticking, because of fucking course there is.
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You feel inadequate. You’ve worked so hard on your own research paper, and yet you

weren’t chosen to present. Not that you necessarily wanted to, because you dislike

public speaking, but it still stings. Deep down you wanted your essay to be chosen,

and to be told that your writing was good enough, that you were good enough. You

want to smack yourself for being so self-centred. This isn’t about you.

You’ve had your fair share of failures recently. You submit your best poem to the

school journal. It’s titled The Eye, and it’s about trauma, and hypervigilance and

paranoia. You’re pretty proud of it, but maybe you shouldn’t be. It goes something

like this…

You should know, I have defeated W֘K֙H֛ ֗(֛\֙H֗ ̶, before;
I locked it away behind a tightly sealed door
Made my allies promise to never open it again
And then fled like a deserter runs from the war

Even my own eye does not dare look up and meet
The glare from the shadow I see across the street
Beyond the trenches�
my
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