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Poetry is written by the survivors

Trying to mend themselves

Without speaking a word to another.

They learn to cope with the pain,
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|t’s hard tonhear myseTf thlnk at all; I m S|tt|ng onimybed’ agamst thewall just starmg
atithe opp05|te one thmkmg about{sorrow and itssmany,qualities.
The'onejthingithatiseemsito mvade 11)7 'mind atitimes like-this is simply;the'awell feel *
with peoplelwholcan show S0 much painjtoranother person and not even think twice
about it. 4

How can they do that and notimmediately afterward feel the embarrassment creep up
on them until it consumes every though and every action they possess?

When I'm sitting in my room whllg‘t'l‘l_e rain pours effortlessly outside, | wonder why l
shut myself off from every feelmg Lve everjhad just.to'save myself from bemg weak
Call me crazy, but | don’t complalnltofmy frlends and famlly about stupld I|ttIe nothlngs
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If we stretched enough

The water falling between us was growing
But | ignored my cold toes

And how you refused to step closer.

The water was freezing,
And we had to jump

In different directions.

You chose left, | chose right.
The drifting had already begun so long ago,

But | could still catch your smile if | squinted. -_—

— And w.ﬁen | looked back,




S T B EPT LT I  E  TT
A A o : . i l. n '.

' 'driene Brobkstein ‘18
Lost Gurl

She keeps slipping away

Back into that same dark abyss.

That swallows her whole,

And grabs her wrists and forces her to stay.

1 want to save her,

But how can you save someone that doesn’t
want to be saved.

She’s addicted to the whispers

Within the shadows.

She gets i

And she doesn’t want to find a way out.
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Untitted

The barrier I built was so strong that sometimes I struggled to get into

myself

Anonymous

“Boy in the Black Aerosmith Muscle Tee”

He takes my hand, smiling, “You can trust me, it’s okay.” That is exactly what he said to me earlier that day.
And, | decided to take his word for it because | fell in love with the boy in the black Aerosmith muscle tee
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Govgue Gied

He asked her what her pretty little mind was thinking

As the storm within her continued fo rage.

Her doubt, her pain, her voice-

Tied up and drowned

(n the depths of her soul.

His manipulative eyes twisted her into a docile being,
Who hid her wounds because he was tired of seeing them.
Her fire continued to burn without his recognition,

And she simply smiled and said nothing, nothing af all.
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Somedays I wish we could just start over.
I wish our history wasn’t vandahized with sadness and confusion.
I wish we never broke each other’s hearts, and I'm sorry that we did.

I wish we never let it happen.
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The Woman with Wings

This world is rotten

It should all be forgotten

| hate these things, except for the woman with wings
When she fell from the sky | loved her

Little did | know of the hell that was going to happen
My love for her drove me to madness

| didn’t know madness had so much sadness

| drove away my friends

They all met their ends

My obsession with her drove her away

| felt so much pain in only one day

If only | were more sane

Then she might feel the same
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Love in the Stars

He's Uike Hre swun
Lowed by everyone, held by nowne.

He shvines bright fov tie world to see,
Yet he'll buwrn you when you hang arownd too long.

He's toxic fo tire touncit,
But he'll keep you close enouglhh fo watch Hie flames.

[ was ke the moon .
Duappesring within the stars,
And funding comfort un tire gudiet.

| watchh everytiving from a for,
And | see Hivings
For how they really ave.

'm cold to Hre tonci,
Yet | glow
When 'm witie you.
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Not the Truth

| wonder how many people really stop and think about the hard-
ships many just like you and | go through.

Times when all we feel inside are total destruction.

| don’t mean hardships as in moving away from friends and family
or forgetting your project on a presentation day. | mean the hard-
ships no one understands because they have never really been
that unlucky.

I hate peoplie like that.

Granted, for those that have gone through something terrible like
me, they shouldn’t dump all over the lucky ones. We should all just
smile and go on with our miserable lives just to save ourselves and
others from having to pity us and say those dreaded and frankly
overused words “I'm sorry”. If anyone came up to me and asked if
I'd pardon the people who don’t fathom real paln; real agony...I'd
say yes in a heartbeat.

But if I'm to be completely honest?
It’s just not the truth.
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