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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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not great, but it’s… It’s a poem.” Fucking asshole. Is that what he calls constructive

criticism? That comment makes your blood boil.
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So, yes, you borrow your mom’s computer to finish writing this something that

you’ve been working on for the past month or so. All of these have been slowly

collecting in your notebook, like dust on a window still, and it’s time you organise

your thoughts. Your mom asks you what you’re writing about. You don’t really know

what to answer, yet. This something, it’s about writing, but also about the time

passing, and failure. You haven’t even found a title yet. The placeholder title is Bad

Brain Blunder, because you liked the alliteration, and because you’ve written most of

it when your brain was “being bad” and also because writing sometimes feels like a

mistake to you. Anyways, instead of explaining to your mom what it’s about, you

make her read it. She laughs at the line about “popcorn ceiling” and asbestos. You ask

her questions about what she thought like “What’s a passage that marked you? What

do you think of the title? What would you change?”, but she doesn’t really answer

them. She tells you she’s not an expert, that it’s been a long time since she read or

analysed anything, that she’s not as fluent in English as you are.

You text your friend Lea “Hey, I’m working on something to submit for the QWF

writing stuff, would you be willing to take a quick look at it before I submit it?” She

answers with an enthusiastic “Yeah sure!” You wonder how she’s going to react when

she sees you mentioned this. If she’s going to chortle or get embarrassed. You two

once had a conversation about where your love of writing came from; for her, it was

from creating with her best friend, making up stories and characters and giving them

life on the page, both with words and illustration. You’re glad that her love of writing

came from such a beautiful, pure place. It’s such a rare thing, especially in a world

that believes artists must be inherently tortured to be good. You hope she knows how

much you respect her as a writer, and how much you cherish her as a friend. She

presented her essay The Metamorphosis of a Disney Princess: An Analysis of The

Princess and the Frog and Mulan at the literary conference
5
, and in your humble

opinion, she was one of, if not the best goddamn presenter. You even said so in the

conference review you wrote for that class. You hope you don’t lose sight of each

other after you graduate and when she leaves for university.

5
Now that time has passed, and that you’re not drowning in school assignments and fucking essays,

you don’t really care much that you weren’t chosen to present at the conference. You’re just genuinely

glad that your friends got the credit they deserved, and that you’re all done with that class.
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You look up your friend Eden’s work Misremembering, which won last year’s College

Writers award. You always enjoy reading Eden’s writing, essays or poems or news

features. You’re not surprised she won last year. Her essay was also chosen for the

conference, which was also not a surprise because, just like Lea, she’s extremely

competent and knowledgeable. You respect her opinion a lot; how honest she is

about what she likes/dislikes, and what she thinks would make your writing even

better. You hesitate a while before asking Eden if she wants to take a look at what you

want to submit; you don’t know if she’s busy, and it’s a bit last minute, and you don’t

want to bother her or put her in an awkward situation. You also don’t want her to

think that you only value her friendship because of what guidance she can provide

you. But you trust her, and she told you she’d love to give you pointers and take a

look at it, so you send her the same text you sent Lea. A few hours later, she tells you

that although she’s busy, she’ll do her best to find some time, and that she’s excited

you decided to submit something. You’re relieved. You want her to know that the fact

she did it before you gave you the courage to at least try. You want her to know that

you read the word she left in your yearbook and that you agree; it’s not the last time

you both make magic in the same room.

I'm suddenly very aware of how meta this is all getting. I want to apologize to the

reader: this is what I feared would happen by being too vulnerable – that it would

become too real. The clock pendulums are crashing into one another, andhotree wAdu�
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