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Abstract 

 This collection will have different effects on the reader. Up to three or four of my poems will 

give a sense of melancholy to the reader, while the others will be more content, sincere, not exactly 

joyous, but not negative either. This collection may also include references to media and pop culture, so 

keep a look out. The poems given are based on personal experiences and thoughts I have in my head. If 

I’m going to be completely honest, some people may find it confusing, but I see it crystal clear in my 

head. The poem that will go farthest back in time will be up to 2015-2016, where I was about 10-11 

years old. Around this time, it was about the period where I noticed my anxiety, and how I pushed 

forward from there. The latest of the poems will possibly take place around a few weeks ago, near the 

start of school.  

Note: Some poems will have links attached to the bottom, which will be related to the italicized words in 

the text. This helps set the mood in a way, or gives context to the situation. 

 

Almost Like Paradise (2016) 

The wind blew against my face, and the ocean splashed blue, 

To me, it was almost like paradise, with deep and vibrant hues 

I could feel the sand fly against my legs and feet, as I walked closer to the bench 

It was only that, all that was left was a rocky and sandy trench 

The ocean could almost reach the hotel, as the cold water kept spattering the cobblestone walkway and 

the rusted iron fence 

The clouds grew gray, and the blue sky, like a playful child, seemed to peek through the openings 

Nothing could hurt me in those moments, not my anxiety, not my stress, nothing. 

This was almost like paradise, delicious food, scenic view, an escape from reality 

Montego Bay was almost paradise. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Crimson Mist (2017-2021) 

I saw myself in the mirror, almost saddened and stressed 

It was like the Devil was took me over, I was possessed 

Those words sat in the back of my mind 

“You can’t do it. You’ll fail.” 

I looked in the mirror, and the red mist formed around me 

This doesn’t happen often, but when it does, I want to scream 

I knew this was my anxiety playing tricks in my head 

It’s the moments like these where I want to lie in bed 

It’s happened before, at the band concert and the cabin 

And again at leaving the South along with the new academic year 

I hate it when the crimson mist shows 

It will drag my mind to new lows 

All I have to do is breathe. 

Breathe 

Breathe 
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Odd One Out (2019-2021) 

I hate group projects, more specifically with those I don’t know 

I feel out, it’s hard to talk, and I feel low 

Socially anxious and introverted, not a good combination 

To me, it just feels like I’m in a whole other nation 

I can’t find myself talking, and when I do, I speak with the intensity of a mouse 

“Awesome”, I think sarcastically, I just want to go back to my house 

I smile on the outside, and wince on the inside 

They don’t know how I deal with the mental landslides 

Do you know how I deal with it? No? 

I don’t know either. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Strings (2020-2021) 

I wake up every morning, and I hear the strings, playing in a largo  

My mind drudges on, they slowly move to the adagio tempo 

The strings get louder, almost like an Opening Title Symphony in my head 

The beat goes higher, the cellos play stronger 

As the clock strikes 3, an allegro concerto accompanies my mind 

It’s all music I’ve heard before and some fully original 

I love them and hate them 

It sets the mood, whether it be adventurous or somber 

The drums make their way into the symphony of the mind 

The sun starts to set, and the strings go as fast as they go, prestissimo! 

The fingers fly across the strings! It brings a great sense of bravado! 

The finale is nearly over, and the cello slows its bass 

The moonlight cues the calming violins and the violas  

As my weary head lays on my pillow, the cello plays its last note, holding, holding, holding… 

Silence 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xy-lAMU_PZA  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xy-lAMU_PZA


A Good Day (Early 2021) 

Not today, anxiety! Take a long walk of a short pier! It’s been a good day today! 

No homework, no stress, nothing! 

If I wanted to, I’d dance in the rain! 

There is no pain! 

I leave the house, and what do you know! 

Chinese for dinner! You can’t go wrong with that! 

A nice, cold, refreshing Frappuccino for dessert. It’s almost like Christmas! 

These days don’t come around often, but when I reminisce, I can tell myself, 

That day was a good day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Walking (2021) 

Walking is easy. So you might think. 

For me, it can be a struggle, in which it feel like my legs sink 

My mind overthinks everything, and it feels like my legs break 

They twist and turn, like butter in a churn 

I could be thinking of something funny, or reminiscing 

And my legs could just lose control. 

I silently suffer, but triumphantly emerge stronger each day 

I’m not backing down to anxiety yet. 

I’m not giving up yet. Until then, 

I’ll just keep walking forward. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Survivor (2015-2021) 

I’m surviving. I’m not giving up.  

It takes so little to slip up 

I push forward, through the mental landscapes of the barren sands and frost-ridden wastelands 

I struggle, walking forward through the halls of school and the pits of Hell 

But I keep going, I don’t stop until I’m free of this mental spell 

Alongside friends and family, I still survive against the negative 

I walk forward, with movement tentative 

I still have passion, I still have life 

Day after day, I still endure the strife 

I keep surviving, I work harder, to keep going 

I’ve fought for years, and there’s no sign of slowing 

I keep fighting, I haven’t won yet, but neither has anxiety 

Only until I’ve won, will I feel some sense of gaiety 

Only until I’ve won, I’ll sit on a bench, next to a blue lake, overlooking the sunset 

I’m still surviving 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AQ2INW7PVwE  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fNFzfwLM72c  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AQ2INW7PVwE
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fNFzfwLM72c


Climb the Mountain (2015-2021) 

I hear a faint guitar in the background 

A mountain of treacherous height 

I set my foot on a stone mound 

And begin my ascent to the heavens, or somewhat close to it. 

I glance at the sunrise, a symphony of colors greets my eyes 

The vibrant blues and tawny grey clouds line with the fiery orange and intense yellow of the Sun 

I look away, then back at it one more time. I take a deep breath, and keep journeying forward. 

I knew what was coming. I then felt someone staring at me. 

Three figures emerged, wearing masks, engraved with these words each, stress, sadness and fear 

They began to attack, I dodged, and ran further up. In a quick sense of knowledge and bravado, I used a 

branch to dislodge a boulder, crashing down on the negatives 

I make it to the top, and there it is waiting for me. 

Anxiety, a taller figure, with the word carved in the mask with a demented smile on its face 

It picks me up to drop me off the side of the mountain, but stops 

As I look back along with it, everyone who’s supported me is there 

My parents, my sister, my friends, my teachers, my mentors, my family 

They stand behind me, locking eyes with the monster it has grown into 

I run towards it, fists clenched, and… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Oh, you want to find how out how this narrative ends? It leaves off on a battle. Between me and 

anxiety. It’s a battle I’m still fighting to this day. 



 


