
Wake 9 
 
Lately it feels like I am lost. My heart scrounges for hours in the day but I continue to float 
down and rot. I don’t want anything badly. I look forward to eat and sleep. My mind is 
always achatter with degrading thoughts. I obsess over people. 
 
I feel proud of myself for the day’s work before it’s over. I put myself under so much 
pressure—to be great, to be a good person, to express myself. Sometimes it feels like I’m 
going to crack. 
 
Am I leading a rigid, strict life or am I open to change? I cannot tell. On the one hand I feel 
like I am hiding from the world, on the other that I am plunging as deep into my passions as 
possible. Sometimes it feels like I’m being torn in half. 
 
I don’t want anyone to hold me back. I won’t let them. My job is to— 
 
Slip away from the world as spirit matter. My eyelids close, the pen writes a slow rhythm. I 
bake all that I write in sense but my tongue feels heavy all the time it feels like I’ll never get 
this world outside of me. 
 
My mind runs down strange avenues. Sometimes I question whether I am a man, woman, 
both; gay, straight, neither: nothing seems to fit how I feel. Nothing is right. Who am I? 
 
I’m shouting into a page but no one answers me. I can’t even hear my own voice. I dissolve 
between my letters like pieces of soup. When will 
 
When will I find out if we can be together? This is how it will be, each of us so happily busy 
we drift into one another’s lives every so often. It stings I cannot move a muscle in my body. 
 
I know I am in for a trial. I go to it smiling. I smile but my brain is always hell. It feels like I’m 
screaming out all history. I can’t remember a thing: I didn’t learn a goddamned thing all of 
those years. I wasted my life I coalesced and was ground through the years. 
 
No amount of study or practice will return time to me. I’ll rot in my present bones for the 
person I failed to be. For the person I failed to launch back then. 
 
Let it bleed out of me. How much more? What? What? 
 
Scorn for the idiots who speak in the library 
Discontent for seeing dirty homeless people 
Trapped within this hate 
Playing my song in my  
head. 
A molten leaf. 
 
Baby I’m not trying hard at all for you and you know it. The days slip backward. The days 
slip backward and I am stuck in the past what happens if I write in the future. Try. Try. 
 
I am wretched as my eyes begin to shut. The fire around me cools as the embers flicker out. 
The evening fades, nothing is working: nothing has worked for all of these 72 years. I have 



this rock slung to my back still. It drags me down into the mud. Mumbling to the mud always 
mumbling to the mood. 
 
I think I work hard when I do not. I have a grandma whose roof I live under and write all 
day, an ineffectual, remote artist, a town eccentric. I’m not known all over the world. I’m not 
even known in my hometown. The world swallows me. 
 
I am bones rotting in the grave. I am ash scattered into the water. I burn with anxious 
intensity to see the bottom of your feet 
 
What the fuck... 
 
My mind lapsed into dream for a moment. Why have I chained myself? It is not I who hides 
the world, I hide the world and nothing that I do is pleasant. 
 
I could write until my eyes fell off but still it does not get better. 
 
My Eyes Shut From Tiredness and Food. 
What Have I Done Today. 
 
I achieve nothing; I’m a joke. 
 
I’m lost in dreams; I will 
 
never change: I can’t focus 
 
I can’t leave 
 
I can’t leave I feel 
 
So fucking trapped  
 
I want to be  
 
fucking 
 
Free. 
 
I feel like I’m trapped. I broke jule with my friends. It nothing frees. I am always suffering. my 
brain feels like it’s pressed into a box. 
 
The young man was dreaming of lions. 
 
Nooooo. Why does this day slip away? Why does it feel as the chewy doughnuts. My body 
craves the junk, so I put some honey on my toast, she at least turns a tonic in my mind I need 
music. 
 
At least that makes the fire in my mind manageable the fear and terror that jumps through 
me I can’t help it. It feels like I am losing my color. I feel like a yellow-bellied coward. My 



eyes well with fear. I’ll never go, never arrive, my thoughts will never order all I do is rave 
and rage. It feels like my entire life is a struggle. Why have the happy days gone away? 
 
Why was I put on this earth to work? Why couldn’t everything have been as a heavenly stars. 
I can hardly keep my eyes open. No music plays for me. I am tired, lost, angry. 
 
I am tired, lost angry and nothing erases my hatred. I can’t stand to look in their faces. My 
mind recoils when I see other people. You want this entire world to be your toy. I am 
destroyed like a wreck on the bottom of the sea. 
 
I am stuck. I’ll never get out. Life is a struggle and I wish I could wake up dead. One of these 
days: One of these days I will be no more. All of the people I know will have gone away too, 
and the generations under us will not know what to do. 
 
I don’t know what to do anymore. 
 

I am cracked by the pressure 
It  

Burns me 
Out. 


