
 MOODSWINGS 

i look to the east and wait for the dawn 

 eyes wide open, i want to be blinded by probabilities, 

the possibility of maybe can burn my skin, 

 i want to feel hope in my bones 

making ash out of everything i wish i wasn’t  

everything I don’t want to be 

 because when the sun rises it rises anew 

and everything before is left behind and i open my eyes, i look to the east, i don’t want to be left 

behind. 

I want to have a now and a next time and I want to see the dawn more times than I can count. 

 How can I count the sunrise? 

the futures are unknowable, and I might be scared but I want to have one. I want to have them all. 

 I look to the east and wait for the dawn because the thing more blinding than it is in the 

west and 

I don’t want to see the sunset. I don’t want to see the sun set. 

… 

I am not one for growing old. 

I am trapped in a chrysalis and razors 

Of slicing skin just to feel anything other than fear, and because I like the scars. 

They make me permanent- I leave a mark on the world through my body 

Because my impact is negligible and I’m too scared to function. 

I am not one for change. 

I drift idle on an empty sea and sometimes 

 It gets too hard to float- 

I am young, a child, I haven’t lived- 

But I am still too tired to keep swimming. 

Time isn’t real but if it was I wouldn’t notice it 

Because everything stays the same. 

I am terrified by everything and I care about nothing and I drag my feet through progress and I don’t 

want to try, I can’t cry and I can’t wait until I die because 

 i am not one for living. 


