


STUCK
[ FEAR BEING TRAPPED
STUCK IS A BETTER TERM
NOT, PHYSICALLY, BUT ALL OTHER WAYS
EMOTIONALLY, SOCIALLY, PSYCHOLOGY
STUCK
STUCK IN A SUIT
STUCK IN A CAR
STUCK IN AN OFFICE
STUCK IN A JOB
STUCK IN A CAREER
STUCK IN A HOUSE
STUCK IN A TOWN
STUCK IN A STATE
STUCK IN A COUNTRY
STUCK IN A MARRIAGE
STUCK IN A ROLE
STUCK IN AN IDENTITY
STUCK IN A LIFE
[T'S TOO BINDING
TOO RESTRICTIVE
HE STAKES ARE TOO HIGH
IT'S TOO MUCH
| CAN'T DO IT
NON'T DC

ohn Mahoney'19




ANXIETY: A PARTY OF ONE

She holds herself accountable
For the state that she 15 1n.

It 1s no surprise, she has been here before.

She looks at the clock 1n earnest
Worries her teeth against her lips.
She’ll pull herself together in the short ime she has.

She has no one else to blame

She feels the shame rise up her throat.
It tastes like bile and cigarette smoke and regret.

She holds herself accountable

For the state that she 1s 1n.

She’s been here before, but this itme she will escape.

Cy Kerchner 19
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Behind the Glass

Busy feet on a sidewalk
Umbrellas of black and green and orange and purple
Faces hidden under a veil of color and metal to de-
fend from the storm.
I've built more than walls.
| can see the feet and the umbrellas from behind the
glass, but the faces are a mystery
The voices drowned in the rain
The people looking on, not in.
The world has not turned its back on me.
I've turned my back on it.
Amanda Edelmaver *22

The void gets bigger. Its empty eyes consume me as it envelops victim

after victim. Oh how it surrounds my heart and lungs. It's like a blan-
ket a muffler. Where my heart m: 11 a sound an emotion an anj ything it
squeezes real tight. Suffocates it II]Jt l nothing comes out of my eyes my
mouth my brain. . The touch HH||||* less real as if this were m 1u1a~ up. This

life s0 empty and void as if it weren't for me. The words sink into mn
skin. The words woven together as more fabric is ad .1~1 to this bl: I.]Jl-l:' ._.f

mine. Loud booming voices in and out words more words sinking. Until

nothing. Droopy eyes and droopy '|'|I'IIIH|-'1 “You loo t|*~1 ” “You look
older.” —-||1r||-1 the grasp of asleep for eternity presses harder. Stepping
on excitement, ||1_I_I|ln-' 3, love. For an empty blanket of nothing. No

more hurt, betrayal, cold shoulders, cold weather, droopy sleepiness, and
can hear herself singing

misery. The dream girl’s eyes close slowly as she
as the dream she the *I|*|| llf.llll before w lu-'IH-RIH*.P plo ‘1n—ﬁnl|t ’r[H] 1
her back majestically as she f flew aw ay free. Alone still and always.

Anonymous But iree.
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Moore
Y am mefze[y a moon
A small celestial bo /y
Kiddled with mazinas and lakes
A cratered creatuse who C()ﬂ[.lff"luf}uﬁlg
And %igﬂ%r}m:{g cevolves around a f}'[ﬂf’lef
So [i»“:fg, SO [’Jeﬁ.uf%i[, SO [ﬁigm
%’7@#?6 a miniscule mivior q/ the suns [igll[
s all 9 pf-‘:stf:ruig/e, and yel,
An Echo to my Nazeissus.
B! give all the [iglll Y am able to guwe.

Cy Kerchner “19
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il oo caul crilace ot an jeeting f g and Ty fo flakt these wee
it o I A geedeied

4 = ;
r M - ' 3 o e _ L .
Te's just do fainfut Sack time they get dighen and degger

And wn constantly grasping (o aéx But im alling fight it and get back up

Ceels tike w got wasked uf from the sca a‘”’“f“*’mmwﬂmw




This slab of life
This unsanded coffin
I lean on 1t as I sip my
brew
I joust with Living
ghouls, men long ago gone
Robust drivel comes from
the back ground
A billion-dollar game
dissected
I wonder why I venture to
this conversation
Why don’t I just go home
Or skip this place all
together
But I always come back
Like clockwork
amvmeere 1 1ME tO get happy
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Pain that would only build from the sins, apologies were pointless, they were never even
be considered.

I had perceived that the victims would be filled with hatred for the actions.

Then I received the omni ocular, my eyes becoming all seeing. With these new eyes 1
saw that their perceived hatred.

Was actually fear.
And they warned others of my crimes, not out of hatred, but out of fear.
This created the turn from friends to foes, causing pain.
Too much pain, I didn't like it. I didn't want it.

'This home of mine, was actually hell.

Even though the consequences already took place, the ominous feeling that the sins
were not finished being paid for sat on my shoulder for what felt like an eternity.

An eternity until I set the city on fire, I flammables everywhere that I could in the dead
of the night and traced it to a long line that ran all the way to the top of the mountain.

With a lighter, I ran the flame along the line and watched as a small blue flame ran
through It like a little car on the road.
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2, partly from the fact that
- younger days has faded,

we my office building
be the ground itself

at the figure
closes, I can see
r his face, he had
‘ponytail, while the
b the side, in front of
when I was his age.

1 scowl.

you have, I've seen

I was a little kid. I had

e nightmare started. Hell
lay with would turn on me,
. He convinced the whole
joy within me and left me
deeper and every year I

2re swallowed up by this

ten years because of this
love someone with ha-

Continued on Next Page




hile you work in

1 of hatred. Even
owl like yours, I am
you. I just simply
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