I wish them anger. 

I wish them despair.

I wish them the frustration 

of never feeling like you’re there.

Drifting,

floating,

you don’t belong.

Your body is there,

but your mind,

it’s gone.

You walk down the hall.

You can see the classroom door.

Just fifteen steps,

but it feels like a thousand more.

And what was that conversation,

the one you just had?

You remember speaking,

but what was said?  

I wish them the sorrow of never fitting in,

To walk into a crowded room

and still feel alone.

The cafeteria,

a party,

It all feels the same.

All those people 

suffocating you

driving you insane.

You feel others are staring at you.

You hear them talking.

They must be talking about you.

You shouldn’t be here, 

but then

where else could you go?

distorted thoughts,

they swarm inside your head,

blocking out logic

from clearing your dread.

I wish them the confusion of not knowing why.

Why do you have to try harder than everyone else?

Why do you use up every last bit of your effort?

Why do you work yourself over the top,

to the point 

where at the end of the day

you look,

and feel

like a walking corpse.

But most of all 

why after all this strain

you never seem to be on top,

you never seem to reach your goal,

you only,

just barely,

make the passing mark.

I wish them the curse of being silent,

yet their insides burn,

wanting to burst,

with the pressure of endless

bottled-up

screams.

I wish them emptiness.

Feeling useless and hopeless

when they see the wide world 

tortured with despair,

but are surrounded by people who never seem to care.

Let them finally accept,

this world is hell.

When they are shown the way out,

It’s far beyond their reach. 

