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{OUR MEMORY MAY GO POEM

10UR MEMORY MAY GO
AND MY NAME,
TELEVISION STATIC.

[HESE LONG DRIVES TWISTED INTO EVEN LONGER STORIES.

{OUR MEMORY MAY 60,

BUT TRE WEEKEND SLEEPOVERS,
AND CRIME TELEVISION,

WILL BE FOR OUR EYES ONLY.

T0UR MEMORY MAY 60,

(RANES SWINGING LIKE A PENDULUM,
NEON LIGHTS SURROUNDED BY CREAP PRIZES.
10U WERE THE REAL PRIZE.

LOKE CANS SCATTERED,
MINT CHIP IN STRIPED BLUE BOWLS.

0UR MEMORY MAY 60
BUT [LL RETELLOUR STORY IF YOU'LL LISTEN.
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EVERY INSTINGT.
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EVERY THOUGHT

JELS % N

LIKE RAINFALL I FLOOD.
HGHT T0 OVERCOME

WITQUMME

©  LIKE DECAYING BRICKS.

_FACING THE DREAD OF MIDLLFE AUTU

(OMPLEX
ND KNGTTED.
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LACK OF UNTTY

WOMEN"S RIGHTS ARE A DYING BREED.
INFLUENTIAL MEN TDENTIFY

AND SHARE SOLACE,

BUT RAPED GIRLS DON‘T.MATTER.

[ DON'T MATTER. RN
ROE PLUNGED INTO WADE. -
FUNDED BY THE CORRUPT AND UNEDUCATED.
FLFTY YEARSGF ACCEPTANICE,

DWINDLED INTQ aummmﬂns

STATE LAWS.OVER A WOMAN ‘S OVARIES.

MAYBE [°LL SHED RED-TAPED Aaumnw ACCESS
BIRTH CONTROLIS NEXT, =
PROTESTING AGAINST,

BUT 1T NEVERMAKES A SOUND
EVERY CASE RIDES.ON SEXISM.
MORALITY CASLZES LIKE THE TITANIC, N
WE'RE LEFT WITH A COUNTRY DIVIDED. |
fEMALE mrm AREA DTINL BREED.
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VENDING MACKIN

MY FATHER ONCE TOLD ME,
HE PUT A GUY THROUGH A VENDING MACHINE, o2

BECAUSE HIS BROTHER WAS BULLIED. o ¢~‘C 3
I GUESS THAT'S WHY HE HAD TO GRIT HIS TEETH AND SWING . ar
HIS HANDS.

[T WAS THE GUYS FAULT.

HE HAD MANY GIRLFRIENDS,
THE GUY MADE HIM CHEAT.
TOLD HIM HE COULDN'T DO T
50 HE SHOWED HIM,

MY MOTHER T00. v

THE GLASS FROM THE MACHINE MUST*VESTE
THAT'S WHY HE NEEDED STH{HES e
[T CUT TOO DEEP. A
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MISSING PIECE

HE NEVER LEFT VIETNAM,

BUT HE LIVED T0 SHARE THE THLE.

HIS HANDS,

DISOBEDIENT,

SOMETIMES

THEY TWITCH.

MY NAME,

SOMETIMES BURLED.

D\

LIKE IN THE MURKY SWAMS.

DISEASE SEREADS LIKE AGENT ORANGE .
PARA"S MIND 15 LIKE MISSING PIECES.
LOSING THE FAINT MEMORIES

[ WISH THERE WERE MORE .

BUIT HE STILL SLEEPS FIGHTING: S
SHOOTING ENEMIES, =\

AND DYING FREENDS. ™

WHEN I1°S TIME,
VIETNAM WILL ESCAPE HIM.



WEATHER

AGED BY WEATHER,

RAIN FLOODS THE ummsf

WEEPING WILLOW TREES

AND .

SPANISH MOSS, i

(RABH THICK OAK. e
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© O Twenwv-fook

TWENTY-FOUR YEARS.
MY HANDS ARE CRACKED,
FEETT00., |
THE SAME INDISTINGUISHABLE PATTERNS.
MY KNEES CARRY MY WEIGHT,
BUT SO DOES THE SHITCARTDRIVE
T0 THE TOB THAT WASN'T ON THE 2020 PLAMNFF
GURGLING STOMACH,

HALF FROM (OLITIS,

THE REST 15 DISAFPEARING MONEY.
Y0U"VE SEEN T

MY EYES SOFTEN.

THEY BLUR THE LINES. e
DISAPPOINTMENT UNDERNEATH. LT
ANXIETY STREAMING IN BLOOD,
202570 BE MET, =
BUT TWENTY- fnunmsmoauwmrﬂamw |
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SWEH WFDRDS

- STRUGGLING TO WHISPER SYLLABLES.
& STLLABL&HEM BRING ON A SING SONGY PIFCH,
BN
THATTT IEN ‘TASONG,
BUT A PRRASE.
SLOWLY,
CARRIED QUT. -
LACH PART,
TRIPPING OVER
ONE ANOTHER,
[T SLITHERS BETWEEN TWO TEETH.
WHEN THE PUDDLES OF WATER RUSH WORDS,
YOU CAN HEAR A MUFFLED EXPLANATION .
 LIKE BITS AND PIECES STUCK BERIND THE GUMS,
UE[ FooD,

mﬂ THE FINAL ENDINGS COME,
 WHERE THE LIPS MEET,

0 THE SWEET SILENCE
GLUES TTSELF LIKE THE TONGUE T THE ROOF OF A MOUTH.
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* TOLERANCE 15N T Bl

TOLERANCE IS BITTER ON THE TONGUE.
IMPERFECTION,
ONLY APPLIES TO THOSE WHO LET o

© AT WHAT MY DADDY SAYS

EACH NEW mﬂs%,
ORSCRATCH, )
15 POUNDED INID AEWITH L0V
DADDY'S LOVE T .
CLENCHED FISTS ALF-DRAMN,

UNTLLTHEYRENOT
AND YOU' IE’ Nty T.,
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[FISTAYSILL, A
THEN. THE RUSHING WATERS WILL BEWINDLE
[FIsLow IJDIEN’ /eyt oodl IF
THEN MY'LUNGS WILLFOLLOW. =
BARGAINING WITH DECEITFUL ACCEPTANCE. oy

(RAVING CHANGE, i f

IF ONLY. A
AND NEIT TIME. | $"
WHEN SPARKS LY FROM SALTY TEAS,
AND LONG NIGHTS g

| PERS{INALHT

ON EDGE:.
(OMMITING T0FAL
PMTINE E".
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[ AM ENOUGH.

[ AM WILLING.

[ AM DESERVING.

YOU DIDNTTRY.

YOU DIDN T SACRIFICE .
YOU HAVEN T WON.

[ AM BEAUTIFUL.

[ AM INTELLIGENT.

[ AM WORTH IT.

YOU ARE UGLY.

YOU WERE DUMB.

YOU WEREN T WORTH IT.
SO WHY AM I THE ONE TO SUFFER]



CRNKLES TN THE OVARIES,
SQUARE |
INSTEAD OF ROUND.
SLIME BULLDING AT THE RIDGES.
A MOTHER'S EGGS, _
POUNDING THE BROKEN WALLS,
UNTIL BLOOD SEEPS THROUGH
KNIFE-LIKE PAINS,

PUNCHING AT HER INSIDES.
CARVING IT5 SIGNATURE. -
CURSIVE LETTERS INSCRIBED ON EACH.
BROKEN FGG.
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- LEVTHE DAY FALL

B ™=

SODA (AP CRU :iB ’una um

RH] SN ?”-I*!,'.‘.,\ .E 2y . - /r—ﬁ'

BEAT HDIINE
BROKEN TONGUE.
FOLLOW THE ALLEYWAY,

A BRIDGE TEN FEET HIGH. s

TWICE IN DIAMETER.
AK"4] ROUNDS BLASTING,
HEADLESS BODY,

BRITILE NALLS,

LET THE DAY FALL.

WITHEDAYFALL.  °
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- PAPER -y
10U“RE PAPER THIN. 25
WEAK AND USELESS. |
STICKING TO ME LIKE 5 DOLLAR NATL .
GLUE MADE OF CHEAP PLASTIC. :
[F YOU WERE A CANDLE -
THE FLAME WOULD BURN SMALL, .
AND LAST LIKE A MAN'S DRGASM. |
DO NOT ASSUME MY ROLE.
DO NOT ASSUME | AM COMPLACENT.
[ AM NOT.

FUCK YOUR DICTATOR RRYMES,
AND YOUR SQUANDERING GAMES.
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MOTHER DUCK

MOTHER DUCK WAS HER Iﬁ&

NOW T 15 #264 ON A PRISON SLATE.
BLUE FEATHERS,

LIKE HER CYANDSIS SKIN .

NN PALE GEEN FIOM MEDICHTONS.
bEoIn,

OfF,

OR HENNESSY.

SMILE,

\ ___wm
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PENGUINSSLIDE,
~ AROUND THE DYING YOUTH.
/ SNOWFLAKES BECOME SOUR
© VINEGM-LIKE, -

10 MATCH THE TASTE OF UNWELCOME EVENTS.
“ THE BLACK TCE CONTINUES TO CRACK.
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-~ AS 1 LAM BORN AGAIN,
MARK ME.

| «
THE [HUNKT sua ON MY RIGHT KNEE IS FROM THE FIRST
~ TIMELSHAVED,
-~ BECOMING A WOMAN,
AND ACTING LIKE ONE WERE TWO DIFFERENT THINGS:

NOW MY STRETCH MARKS CLAW U? M STOMACH, !
TRYING T0 TOUCH MY BREASTS, | 1
BUT JUST \\ﬂ g
BARELY i R ARt R
REACHING. e A

MARK ME.
AT NIGHT, BN
THE SCABS ON MY CHEST REOPEN. = 3¢

FICEPT WITH MORE BLODD.

1AM INOT THE SAME PERSON,
AND YET TAM.

S -



 TIME CONSTRAINTS

NOTHING MATTERS LIKE THE PRESENT.
WHAT ABOUT WHEN THE PRESENT
SEEMS LIKE THE FUTURE, . >,
AND THE PAST
BLENDED.
LIKE AN ART PLECE,
YOU STUDY T0 DECIPHER.
-.i BRETHHUMH =4

um D OVER
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JUNE BUGS

HUMIDTTY CLAMPS DOWN ON THE SKIN.
STICKING LIKE TACKY GLUE. ~
GNATS SWIM,

AND LINGER IN SODA CANS.
TREES HANG FORWARD,
SHADOWING THE BURNING RAYS.
RIVERS FLOW LAZILY,

fOR FEET TO BE DIPPED IN.
DANDELIONS GATHER,
REMAINING UNPLUCKED.

JUNE HAS COME.

S






PETER PAN

PETER PAN WAS NOT A LOST 0%
AE NEVER WAS.
NEVERLAND'S ADVENTURES
WERE LONELY. |
15 DAYS BLENDED, 4
(HASING SPECIAL MOMENTS.
TIME BEGAN TO (REEP, By
I[‘J[N IF PETER PAN NEVER GREW

DID

PETER PAN WAS NDT AIﬁ’ﬂ
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MY NEXT L1FE

RE-ANCARNATION WOULD BE BETTER,

DIFF ERENT.
~ SOCIETY T00.

FICEPT HELL'S RAGING WATERS,

-

N\

. SLOSH AROUND A RUMAN S INSIDES. ‘.

SEVEN LEVELS OF SIN,
FQUAL
REAL CHORCES OF SELF

HEAVENS DOVES DO NOT SWIFTLY FLT

BECAUSE THEY ARE CAGED.

CAPTURED BY TRE INABILLTY OF SELF-POWER.

LEFT WLTH SELF-REFLECTT

ON,

BARRIERS BETWEEN THE TWO.
1S IT THE WILL TO CHANGE,

xgmwmnmmf
~ 10END!?

MGAIN S
AND AGAIN.

MY SPIRTTUALITY [M\Tﬂ'ﬂ FITINTO A BOX, =2
IT 15 EVER SPREADING,

LIKE AN UNCHECKED PRE
NO DEGREE OF SEPARATLD
(HANGE ThAT.

Hggmnmwua

4"“‘ %

D CONFORMED E[HEIDN (AN,



PERCHED ON Awnmumi
EMPTY.
COVERED BY DUST, \
EACH SIDE,
RAYED, - \
*SOTOMMATED.
,rrmgnswﬁmm
“« : H}‘[ﬁ ; *-.'.‘:I""-ff';_-.r'
TOREBUTLD.
: Mmuwsmﬁmm
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(ROWS NEST, .J







OF THE BEACHY SAND.

[ AM ENVELOPED BY SUSPENSE.
SENSBLLITLES

DEMENTED.

MY TAP IS DRIED OUT.

NO BALANCE.

CHADS IS ME.
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YISTER, SISTER

SISTER IS MUDDLED,

(ORRUPTED EVEN.

MOVEON,

fORGIVE,

BUT SHE NEVER WANTED IT.
DOESN'T DESERVE IT.

JISTER WALKS THE BROKEN lIN[.
DRUGS, £

THEIT, |

AND MANTPULATION.

~ SHECUTS TOO DEEP.

30

L0ST 100 MUCH. Z
YET T WAS NOTHING BUT AN EMPTY BUCKET OF LOVE T0 BEGIN
WITH.




FALSE ]USTI[[

IUST[(E"HASN | FRUEHSSID

=i RIGHTS DF MANY DENIED. «

POORARE PUNISHED,
_PTHEICH BENEFTTS.
".{_/_.-

/ﬁ.

UNWANTED CHILDREN, <=+ ©+ 7+
MAYBE THEY'D HAVE WANTED ThE Anﬂwnw
[NSTEAD OF A BROKEN SYSTEM.
* CRIMINALS WALK,
IH[ INNOCENT LOCKED IN (AGES.
¢ IVISN'T BALANCED.
. IH[ ROLES OF SOCLETY CHANGE,
GEOGRAPHICALLY. -

“TMMIGRANTS ARE ALWAYS THE FERSTTO BE HELD
ACCOUNTABLE. :
ARE WE REALLY FREE]
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WAING ONTHEWALL
THERE'S WRITING ON THE WALl \\
(URSIVE LETTERS, oo |

BLOODY WORDS. [
EVERY SYLLABLE CONGEALED. .
ASTORY UNFINISHED.,  ~ &%
SOMEONE'S LAST WORDS,

LEFTT0 ROT. :



FIRE AND WATER,

DO NOT MIX.

BUT WE DO.
BUBBLING WATES,
SMOKY FIRE.
ALMOST DESTRUCTIVE,
JUT NOT THE END.
WHEN WE TOUCH,

WE MELT.

MY FLAMES NO LONGER 100 GREAT,
YOUR WATER,

STEAMING.

THEY SAD WE WERE UNTOUCHABLE .
THEY SALD WE DON'T MIX.
UNTIL WE DO.

THEY SAID YOU'D EVARORATE,

AND L'D DISAPREAR Y
MAYBE THEY"RE THE UNTOUCHABLE ONE'S.
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SEVEN DAYS, SEVEN LINES

DAY ONE,
DISAPPEARED INTO MYSELF, |
LURKED TN THE BACKGROUND OF PEOPLE.
DAY TWo,
HID AS A STOWAWAY,
ON MY OWN ISLAND.
DAY THREE, -
STARTED COUNTING TIME,
WITH A BROKEN WATCH.
DAY FOUR,
TAPPED MY FOOT,
10 MY OWN OFF BEAT.
DAY FIVE,
~ SMILED AT MEMORIES,
Al ETTSMN 10 MEET MY EYES.
e e DAY 511,
& THOSE SAME MEMONIES,
. WASHED BY A FLOOD.
DAY SEvew,
< SEVEN DAYS,

SEVEN LINES.

TRACED THEM,

UNTIL TREASURE WAS REVEALED.

—~
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S URE smfm STTTING,
"H‘AL‘F'ﬁﬂHEM SING
HALF OF THEM WITH THE LIGHTS OFF.
nﬁ m : swaama IIIEM

ooEwnE -
Hﬂ'ﬁD‘ﬂ’fﬁU SM !
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TURTLES ALL THE WAY DOWN

TURTLES ALLTHE WAY DOWN5:
ALARMS BLASTING FULL VOLUME.
AN EAGER YEARNING FOR SERENITY.
NO STOP SIGN IN SIGHT.

COLD SWEATS,
PUT THE WIND UP SHAKES.

DISQUIET IHFAL[S APART LATE AT NIGHT.
OVERREACTING AGITATION THAT BREWS. [
MISGIVINGS RIDETHE TENSION.

CHARGING HEADSTRONG, .

10 PRESERVE, N

10 PROTECT, "
FROM UNSETTLING WOUNDS. %\



A RAUNTING

SONGS THAT BURRDW TN THE CHEST CAVITY.
LOW SPIRITED MOTIVATION
SLOWLY ROTTING.

CASCADING TEARS,

FLOWING BLUE.

DRINKING DEFLATING LUMPS.
OUT OF SORTS THOUGHTS,

MAKE YOU CRAWL

THAN

STAND.

DOWNCAST JUST LLKE THE WEATHER.
OBSESSIVE LOVER STORIES,

LOCK ON

10 TRAUMA.

DISNEY RECOGNIZES 1T BEST.
GRIEVING FOR THE ABSTRACT,
"AND EVERYTHING IN BETWEEN .
JB0 MANY SORRYS.

zamm IN A PRIVATE NOTEBOOK.
“ - KNOCK SIDEWAYS PLANS,

DEVALUE DAYS LOST.

39
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Au.na NOTHING,
tﬁt;S ALL TN THE BASKET.
}?;mll}mé{ﬁf 10 ADD.
ODERATION JS THE SECRET.
BT MAONLY ALL
ﬂi rﬁtgfamu. .
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DAY AT THE ER

STTTING IN SOMEONE'S LEFTOVER SHEETS,
TABLESIDE SCATTERED WITH BROKEN NEEDLES.
AN mm ROOM,

ki 10, 1200
e .}U-
ABSENT. e 44 R S
HoRS PASSED. T 4
NO NEW NOTES,
LEAVING EMPTY-HANDED,
QUIT WITH BRUISES.
HAD 10 DO A tm,mauw
NEVER COMING: _;
10 SOMEONE'S LEFTOVER SHEETS
&
7 41






SHATTERED 6LASS,
T0 MAMA'S IMAGE.
RISKY BUSINESS,

o o |
MAMA DL AWEED T0BE LETED.
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Jaxyn is a 24-vear-old college A
graduate with a Bachelor’s in ' E
Professional Writing, and an 4 "-i
associates in Creative Writing. Her ,f
work has been featured in Common
Ground, Dreaming of Ink, Small

Talk, Ke’Lab, and was a finalist for

the Gina Nutt Publication. Jaxyn

has a passion for creative writing

and is an avid reader. NG

/’ - The shades define the intricacies of human emotion
and connection. Each poem was crafted to connect
frauma and personal hardships with an audience.

Some accounts are based on real life, and others are

metaphorical in meaning.



