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Welcome to Carpe Diem 2017!

The 2017 edition of Carpe Diem is a literary magazine full of original creative work by the students of Wood-
stock High School. Inside this magazine, you’ll find unique poetry, thought-provoking short stories and creative 
nonfiction, and stunning visual art.
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by Thai Tolentino

Tu amor es tan hermoso como un   

 ruiseñor cantando mi nombre.

El horizonte no se compara a 

la hermosura de tu amor y cariño.

 Cuando te enojas conmigo estás

 cómo un alacrán y tu amor y cariño

 se siente como un ciempiés pequeño.

 Cuando estamos enojadas siento que me

encajaron un sable en mi corazón

Y cuando tenemos nuestras

 diferencias ciento que me cortan mis

 dedos poco

a poco con un puñal.

 Pero para reconciliamos,

nos tomamos una taza de mirto. 

Joan:
 When I lay in bed, late at night, I ignore my phone flashing with an unread message, I ignore my mom 
laughing downstairs at her favorite French talk show, and I ignore the shower running while my brother takes a 
shower at 11:39. My mind almost leaves my body and forces me to remember events I’d tried to bury from as 
far as 5 years ago. 
 I don’t know why I think of him today. Maybe it’s because I was joking to Lia that they would be perfect 
together when I know she can’t stand him, or because Mr. Larson assigned new seats today and by some small 
chance we ended up next to each other, or that he seems so quiet, but at times he makes me laugh so hard. I find 
myself silently thinking about him in our psychology class. Ryan is full of contradictions- closed off, but vul-
nerable; analytical, but spontaneous; awkward, but intense; crazy, crazy smart, but incredibly humble. I try and 
predict how he’ll answer the questions our psychology teacher asks him, but I’m never right. 
 My mind brings me back to last year. I shake my head, imagining the thoughts disappearing, but in-
stead they continue to linger. Memories flip through my head, balloons popping, releasing regret every time the 
needle hits them. Pop - I remember how Ryan would talk and walk with me in the hallway, but I’d go to great 
lengths to avoid him. Pop - I remember us fighting and yelling when we had to be chemistry lab partners. Pop - 
I remember Hanna and me, heads bent over in laughter, gossiping about how terrible he was. Ryan is a different 
person now. I am a different person now. 
 But can past words and actions ever be thrown to the wind, forgotten, or will they blow up in our faces? 

Ryan:
 Joan turned towards me when Mr. Larson told us to find a partner for a class activity. It’s 11:39 and I’m 
supposed to be studying for a test later this week, but instead I find my mind turning over and over, and not 
about which demographic is least likely to have voted for FDR. I see the small details of everything and I don’t 
know why it’s bothering me that Joan wanted to be my partner and didn’t cross the room to sit by her friend Lia. 
 I shouldn’t care. 
 I shouldn’t have noticed that in the first place. 
 I shouldn’t have listened to the song by her favorite musician on repeat just because she asked me to. 
I’m being stupid. I bury my thoughts deep and flip the page of my textbook, noting that everyone but but big 
businesses loved FDR. 

by Thai Tolentino

You with your fair skin and light golden hair --

unlike me with caramel skin and coffee hair. 

Nothing in appearance that may compare, not even the 

windows to our souls.

 They come in different shades.

Yours are blue,

the blue that does not compare to the sky.

Everyone sees the sky as a beautiful thing, 

although your eyes are not always seen as the same 

thing. 

Sometimes your blue eyes are scandalous in ways 

that can make someone understand how wild you can 

get. 

But they’re also sweet and tender like a curious mind 

lost at sea. 

My eyes are as dark brown as wood.

 They aren’t seen the same as yours. 

Mine are hard to distinguish and understand,

and they can also be shy with command 

like a special tree hiding within an enchanted forest.

But if you could see my dark brown eyes with more 

detail, 

you could say that the windows to my soul are open to 

lend a helping hand. 
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by Jerelyn Jones

Some would bury their emotions. 

Some wear them on their sleeves. 

Some can scratch the surface 

and spill out all your secrets. Some dig for years to find truth and lies.

 

The mind, so interesting, shows you your dreams, goals, and love,

but can reveal your nightmares, failures, and lost. 

Being chained to the mind is a job. Never know what could happen next, 

choosing good or bad.

Facing difficult problems, decisions, and looking at all the perspectives. 

The strength of the mind can be weakened by pain and time. 

But the healing process recreates a person and makes them at peace with themselves.

Are we prisoners to the mind or merely acquaintances learning more about each other?

by Micah Muhlenfeld

 What kind of world do we live in, where love is divided by hate? We lose control of our feelings and 
waste our lives away inside this cold world. How much must one sacrifice in order to satisfy what they think is 
required and wanted? Most of humanity might think they know it when no one truly does - not me or even your-
self. Humanity is a small community out of all the galaxies and possible infinite universes, yet we see ourselves 
as high and mighty, making kings and queens to rule over all. We have taken freedom and forced weighted 
chains to be dragged along beside our lives. Granted, we do need someone to rule over us. 
 However, a human commanding over other humans can make anyone think, “What is this world truly?” 
Every single soul on this planet struggles with these questions, creating a battlefield inside their mind with mul-
tiple sides. 
 Every day is a choice, and our lives are changing differently every time we choose a different path to 
walk. With all of our desires and needs, we never understand the difference between these two concepts. There 
is an answer to this, and it relates to anyone. We are human. We are selfish, greedy, grotesque, warped, despised, 
backstabbing, cruel, and detestable animals. 
 However, since we are human, we have other qualities which equalize our mindset and separate the 
good from the evil. We are also gentle, caring, affectionate, selfless, passionate, forgiving, and grateful crea-
tures. These characteristics are in each and every one of us, and they fight for our attention every day. 
 You are always in a constant, never-ending war inside your brain. The deciding factor of who shall win 
is which side will you aid to help overcome the other? Will you go against the evil and destroy the darkness 
with light? Or perhaps envelope the good in an endless pit of darkness? This war never ends, no matter how 
much we don’t realize that fact. You can always switch sides, but depending on which one you assist the most, 
that is the personality you will be identified by others and yourself. 
 Choices are an important factor for how we decide to view this world. They are what drive us to become 
who we are today and what we are tomorrow. There is no right or wrong choice, because it all depends on how 
we view these choices. If you are on the good side, you most likely think that anything the other side says or 
does is completely incorrect and vice versa for the evil side. 
 The choice of doing anything is always there, making us do things we wouldn't normally do. This is 
what drives our humanity. Choices do everything for us -- good or evil. 
It all depends on which side you choose.
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by Andrea Freeman
 Self-isolated in her room, Katie blankly stared outside her fairly clean, open window. She breathed in 
the early June air. The soft morning sun was shining brightly on her front lawn. The view of the neighborhood 
wasn't bad at all, for her room was on the second floor of her house. She sighed. Katie always sighed ever since 
her brother, Hunter, was born stillborn.  
 At this point, Kaitie was used to feeling this way. It’s been two years. But since then, it only got worse. 
It started out as mourning her baby brother that she never really got to meet. Now, it’s constant isolation, loss of 
appetite, stress headaches that lead to almost constant sleep, and zero motivation to do anything. 
 For some reason, she felt as though it was her fault that Hunter had passed. Even though she had no logi-
cal reasoning, in her mind, it had to have been her fault. Maybe it was because after the loss, Dad was distant 
and Mom wouldn’t stop crying for days, almost weeks. Katie was deprived of the reassurance she needed that 
things were going to be okay. After the first year, Mom and Dad were okay again. They are almost perfectly fine 
now, at least as far as Katie can tell; but as for Katie, she isn’t okay. She hasn’t been okay. Her parents are aware 
of what’s going on with Katie, but they don’t want to force her to talk to anybody or have the doctor prescribe 
her Prozac. Her parents wanted her to go to them when she needs help. Until then, they support her and make 
sure she has all she needs. 
 One rainy day, Katie looked at herself in the bathroom mirror after a cleansing shower. Holding her 
towel in place with her left hand, she wiped the condensation off the mirror with her right hand. Her brown hair, 
almost black, was dripping wet. It was once to her collarbone and was now down to her ribcage. Her skin was 
porcelain; she hadn’t been outside in ages. Katie's nails were bitten down to the point where her fingertips were 
scabbed. Finally, she looked at her eyes. Although she always slept, due to refusal to eat, her eyes were dark and 
sunken in.
 For the longest time, Katie hadn’t done anything except water her plants in her room to keep something, 
anything alive. She had forgotten to eat regularly. She had forgotten to cut or even brush her hair. She never 
went outside. She had neglected to care for herself properly. With shock on her face and tears in her eyes, she 
thought to herself, who am I?
 As soon as she dressed, she ran downstairs to her parents. She had almost forgotten what stairs felt like. 
She never went downstairs. Everything she needed was on the second floor - the bathroom and her room. Her 
parents would usually call Katie down for meals, but she never went down; so, they would dine together and 
then bring her plate of food up to her room. She would barely touch it, but she usually drank at least the half 
glass of water that they’d bring her. At least she would stay somewhat hydrated. 

 Katie reached the bottom of the stairs where her parents were eating pancakes and bacon and drinking 
coffee at the breakfast nook. When they looked up from their plates, they were stunned to see Katie crying, let 
alone see her downstairs in the kitchen. Katie’s mom sprang up and from the table.
 “What’s wrong?” she asked frantically. She rushed to Katie thinking she had gotten hurt or that some-
thing horrible had happened to her. Katie’s father went by the phone just in case he needed to call anyone, yet 
he didn’t know who or why. 
 Facing the floor, Katie weeped and said, “I think I need help.” 
 At that moment, her father knew exactly who to call. 

 Doctor Maple gave Katie many options such as seeing a therapist or drug therapy, but her doctor also 
mentioned other therapies like music therapy, aromatherapy, and massage therapy. Nothing interested Katie 
until her doctor mentioned pet therapy. This would involve Katie owning some sort of pet and caring for it. The 
most common pet for this type of therapy is a dog. Katie glanced at her mother and father who were already 
looking at her.
 “Is this what you’d like to try, sweetie?” her mother asked. 
For the first time in a long while, Katie smiled. It was a faint smile, but it settled the decision.
 It was a foggy morning due to the previous night's thunderstorm. Katie was fast asleep in her room. Her 
bedroom door was slightly open due to her almost unconscious trip to the bathroom a few hours after midnight. 
As Katie peacefully slept, something crashed through her bedroom door. A creature immediately jumped on the 
bed. With its back feet still hanging off the bed, it struggled to make its way fully onto the bed. Katie moaned 
and rolled over, still unconscious. The creature pounced to Katie peaceful face and started licking her lips, the 
inside of her nostrils, her cheeks, and her forehead. Katie almost jumped up, startled. What was shock soon 
turned into excitement as she pet the leaping puppy. The puppy was a Husky. Its furry coat was white with a 
subtle caramel back. This puppy looked altogether like a lightly toasted marshmallow. 
 Katie’s parents were watching this playful introduction from the bedroom door. Holding each other, they 
smiled and giggled, knowing that things were going to change and get better for Katie. 
With joyful tears in her eyes and the widest smile ever, Katie pet the puppy, looked him in his arctic blue eyes 
and said, “Hi, Hunter.”

by Nilda Rivas-Aguliera

 These people are not your fate. They are lessons. You are not what they have done to you. You are not 
years of rejected date invitations, not their attempts at your sanity, or the words they have tried to brand you 
with. You are a living, breathing, being, a child of nature and Earth. In the same breath that the Universe de-
manded the moon and the sun, it called for you. 
 Yes, life has been a little cruel, but you cannot learn to love the light without first being immersed in 
darkness. Remember that through all of this chaos, you were strengthened. You sobbed and contemplated what 
it would be like to live amongst the angels again, and yet, you remain. 
 Know that someday, these people will be nothing but cautionary tales. That someday, you will meet 
someone that shows you that the stars in his eyes were merely warning lights. Someone that will not flinch at 
your sudden bursts of sorrow, but pull you closer still. 
 Your life is still in its infancy. Soon, you'll find yourself in a foreign place with your best friend and 
you'll come to realize that you are finally alright. You’ll find yourself in a field of flowers, or maybe catching a 
train to Paris, and you'll come to find your heartache could not compare with the joy that you have found. 
 This world is a blossoming place, and it is calling you. Do not let the whispers of loves lost drown its 
voice. You have much to do. 
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by Fiona Frawley

One glance into your eyes and our souls interlock, spiraling up into the colorful unkown, an adventure being 

had with a goal to make the colorful unknown known. Or leave it be unknown, because unveiling the truth 

means the adventure has come to a halt, the denouement unsatisfactory. So let our souls spiral into the colorful 

unknown, without a purpose or goal. Let the light explode from our veins; synced hearts pulsing in a rhythm all 

our own, so infectious you must spiral with it. 

This is not modern love, no, not the overused, meaningless phrase of apathy repeated today. This is a deeper 

connection, more ancient than the Redwoods or Great Barrier Reef, older and wiser than the universe itself. Our 

spark defying all laws of nature. Our treasure is the grass beneath our feet, because its delicate touch whispers to 

my skin pleading, “don't float away.” Though its whispers are tempting lullabies, your eyes tell a more moving 

tale of a passion for existence on another plane. 

We are spiraling up into the colorful unknown for only one glance and never meet again. Now but a memory 

lost in the wind. 

by Isaac Thayer
Everytime I hear our song on the radio I feel enraged. 

Someone who had been a whole book for me,
 but to you I was merely a page. 

So then, why do I stay?
Certainly not for the love and support I get from you.

It’s as if you think my body is a vase for you to throw your pent up anger and aggression into.
Because I have these voices in my brain, and I hate them, but I ask them to stay. 

They keep me calm when I see everything I missed and what you are and wanted me to be. 
So why is it after being in a relationship for three years, the only one putting forth the effort is me?

It would be easy to say you were the worst and I hated you, 
but that's a lie because you were my best friend who I told my secrets to.

And it's funny to think of what your family had asked of me,
that after a few years of being apart, they called to say,

 “would you give her eulogy?”  

I am the info you explore;
You’re on your knees begging for more.
I mess your brain, corrupt your mind,
I bring you pain, and claim your eyes.

You know I am your only friend,
And so you click again, again.
I am your gateway to the world,
I leave your social life unfurled.

For every truth there are ten lies,
And you believe in my disguise!
You give me data and I feed them,
But they feed your whole data stem.

I am your everyday leisure,
You try to use me to ease hurt.
I take you here, I take you there,
But you’re not going anywhere.

I am known as Internet;
Lies are my life, I digress.
I’ll never die; you keep me alive,
With every click, with every eye.

I am a beach: You know I’m bad,
But warmth I bring you makes you glad.
You surf my waves and waves of fraud,
Never thinking far abroad.

You worship me, I am your God,
So nothing I say could be odd!
You’d follow me without a question;
You could use some indigestion.

I am the info you digest,
I am the resource that you trust.
I am your greatest overlord,
I am your best when you are bored.

I am this planet’s slavemaster,
You obey as I grow faster.
I am the trap that lures you,
A subtle pain where blood won’t spew.

I am known as Internet;
Lies are my life, I digress.
I’ll never die; you keep me alive,
With every click, with every eye.

I am known as Internet,
And I am yet your biggest threat:
The downfall of society;
You can’t escape my viral heed.

by Madison Martinez

by Tamerah Deramus

You can't judge what you don't know
You can't enter where you can't go
You can't love when there is no one
You're left with a weight that weighs a ton

You want to end it but you don't know how
It's too big of a mess to use a towel
You can't get them to comprehend 
Trying to care when you don't should be a sin

It won't leave when you want it to 
It's a burden that follows you
They say you need it (you doubt that)
You never needed it (that's a fact)

It finally passes 
You're at ease 
They call it wrath
You call it peace 
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by Jax Obenchain

Your phone slips off the seat and onto the floor.

You reach down to get it while trying to hold onto the wheel.

Why didn’t you just leave it be?

You don’t feel the subtle shift in direction.

You’re still reaching down trying to reach it and hold the wheel.

Now the tires slowly cross that yellow line.

You still don’t feel the subtle shift in direction.

Your fingers brush the screen.

The tires slowly cross that yellow line.

There’s a semi coming, but you don’t see it.

You feel your fingers brush the screen--

The semi moves quickly closer.

There’s a semi coming, but you don’t see it.

Your phone slipped off the seat and onto the floor.

The semi moves quickly closer.

Why didn’t you just leave it be?

by Kellam Welsch

Too long lingering in the shadows. Too long 

gasping for breath. 

I have suffered in the darkness

For as long as time. 

It has kept me there.

I fight. I battle. I claw my way out.

The dark hole keeps me trapped. 

Scraping away at blackened earth,

I pull myself out. 

My fingertips torn and bloodied.

My arms aching and burning. 

Hair damp with sweat

And eyes full of tears.

With hope and determination, I break the sur-

face.

Today I will not perish.

Today I will not surrender. 

Is the fire of rebellion

Burning in my soul.

Too long in the shadows. Too long gasping for 

breath.



1413



1615



18

by Lauryn Stewartby Jerelyn Jones

17

Long ago, a rebellion happened.

They wanted to be free of everything, 

but while they were yelling “freedom,”

they were imprisoning slaves.

They fought long and hard to build a new country, a better country,

but forgot the war that they had planted on their own soil.

Whips, chain, blood, and savagery, 

yet loyalty to the ones who oppressed them.

They treated the ones who were forced to helped them build a beautiful nation

like wild beasts in a cage.

They taught their children to hate a person just by the color of skin,

and they still believed in a God that loves everyone.

Long after, another rebellion started by the ones that were treated like beasts.

A man with a dream opened some eyes, 

but the hatred was instilled deep into their souls. 

Now, the ones who yelled “freedom” are still putting them in cages.

 

Even killing them in front of millions -- nothing really happens. 

It's as if Justice was on a vacation. 

The future is already written since history repeats itself,

but many are drenched in aspiration.

 Ten minutes, that was all I had left. All anyone had left. Two days ago, it was discovered, or allowed to 

be known, that the world was coming to an end. I’m sure there was extensive research in the asteroid that was 

to seal our fate months ago, but whatever contingency plan was established either failed or was only available to 

those considered elite. It was all trivial now anyway; this wasn’t Hollywood, so no sparkly-toothed hero would 

save us.

 No matter how hard I tried to suppress my thoughts, I still couldn’t help but to think about how wasted 

my life was. Three years of law school, thinking I was going to make a difference, to just end up working for 

corporations. I was so concerned with money just to end up dying like anyone on the street. 

 I’ve spent the last twenty years utterly depressed, just living because my heart still pumped. My mar-

riage was a mistake. I didn’t love him; I loved her. It was her who I chose to spend these final minutes with - not 

my husband, not my God-fearing family.  We were embracing our death together, entangled in one another, 

cloaked in the chill of night air. 

 “I love you,”She whispered.

 I turned towards her, gazing into the deep brown eyes that I should have woken up to every morning. I 

felt overwhelmed by regret. We had known each other since college. She always knew and always loved me, but 

I was too blinded by tradition to acknowledge my feelings. I had to be the prized daughter, the kind that mothers 

brag about at their luncheons. It all sounds so ridiculous now. My single comfort before I disappear in oblivion 

is that I figured it out in the end. 

 It took the inevitable annihilation of a planet for me to realize how superficial acceptance is. Here, right 

next to her, is where I should have been from the first time I got that tingling feeling in my gut. But this was my 

redemption - my only genuine moment.

 We refused to look away from each other, even as the sky was burning up, even as a monstrous tsunami 

of debris came roaring towards us, even as we were enveloped by flame. Nothing, not even heaven, could be as 

endearing as the love in her eyes.           
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by Stephanie Nuñez
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by Sean Holland

 Hunter! Come here boy!” An old man stays in the grassy plains outside a dark forest with a rifle in hand. 

His large grey beard covers all but his eyes and nose, and his voice is rough and deep. He waits half a minute 

for his companion to return to his side, but it never comes. “Blasted dog. Always getting itself into trouble.” 

 The old man walks into the dark and cold forest in search for his pet. The deeper he goes, the more the 

light is absorbed and darkness is left. He takes a oil lantern from his bag and ignites the fuel inside. He holds it 

in front of him with his spare hand. “Hunter! Come here!” 

 He looks all around before looking back. The spot he came from had vanished. All he could see was the 

dim yellow light a few feet forward from the lantern. The man attaches the handle of the lantern to a hook pro-

truding from his pack, over his shoulder and in front of him on his left side.

 “Looking for something?” A strange voice arose from behind him. He turned around quickly to face it, 

but nothing was there.

 “Where are you? Who are you?” The man searches around for the source of the voice but finds nothing. 

“Have you seen my dog?”

 “I have seen all things in this forest, from the past to the future. I have seen your dog meet it’s fate. And 

you will meet the same.”

 “What do you mean? Where is Hunter?” The man looks all around before gazing upon a set of colossal 

eyes watching him. He stumbles back and readies his weapon, pointing it at the creature. 

 The voice chuckles, “Even if you were to run, it would be pointless, old man.” The creature steps for-

ward and snarls at him. The man runs as fast as he could, the beast close behind. It growls and snarls as it moves 

through the dense forest. The man sees an old watermill and rushes to get inside. He opens the door and quickly 

slams it shut behind him. “I will get you in time old man. You cannot stay in there forever.” The man sits down, 

blocking the door from the inside with his body. He checks his lantern and supplies in his bag as he sighs. 

 “You’re quite right. I can’t. But I will stay for as long as I can.”

As a kid, everyone dreams and stares
At the sky, wondering what is waiting
Or hiding from them in the big outside
World. They dream of becoming superstars,
Doctors, firefighters, cowboys, or lawyers.
So many kids each day that stare out at the sky
And can’t wait to grow up and be like their
Parents. When they look out their windows, they
Stop looking up at the sky and start to
Glance down at the real world, at their future.

But what about those kids who don’t want to 
Stop looking up? They prefer to never stop
Looking up, for each star they glance at is
A dream just waiting to be wished upon.
Their dreams are what keep them from looking down,
Down, not into a rabbit hole, but to 
A brave new world that destroys their hopes and
Dreams. They dream of flying and seeing each
And every star the sky has to offer,
As they fly with Peter and Tink, dreaming.

While these are two different sides on the
Same coin, some kids still think they can do both.
Live a life of fantasy and wonder,
While still making sure their parents see them
Fitting into society and to
Show that they can be successful. This task
Is impossible, for each day is spent 
Working hard only to get distracted 
By something curious at the window
That makes them wonder about their lives.

Sure, everyone dreams, even adults, but
Only kids have the power to truly 
Believe that those dreams can come true. They must
Only remember to pick the right dreams,
Whether they are dreams of being a doctor
Or a lawyer, or dreaming of flying 
And disappearing into the night sky
With your favorite characters. You can 
Only pick once, so make it a good choice.
No matter your choice, let it be yours.
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by Kellam Welsch
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by Fiona Frawley

maroon - you were strong and a constant i always knew i would have. you are someone i could never thank 
enough and never forget.

purple - you were my first friend and someone i always looked up to. even though we acted like we hated each 
other, you have shaped me more than anyone else.

soft yellow - you taught me how to love platonically, that hugs and cuddles and holding hands aren’t reserved 
for one person. you make me want to be better.

faded red - you have shown me another side of myself by being yourself. talking to you can be so easy and so 
hard.

pink - you are so often overlooked and everyone knows it, including you. you always speak your mind and are 
always right. don't forget you're loved. 

green - you have reminded me how to laugh until i cry and notice when i don't laugh. your acceptance has never 
been taken for granted, i promise. you are a pure light. 

light silver - you have always been there and will never go away. one day i will need you more than anything, 
but today is not that day.

orange - your highs are pure bliss, and your lows are unforgiving. please take care of yourself, because everyone 
you have ever met loves and cherishes you. 

Me
Alone 
Standing
At the very top
Of these tall stairs.
I don't want to fall down,
For to fall would cost my life.
I have too many people counting
On me to stay alive, so falling down
All these stairs, would lead of course to…

Oh look. I’ve fallen. 
So maybe a short fall,

Was not a danger at all. 
Because here I stand

With my head held high. 
I have conquered those 

Very quite beastly stairs. 
To those who thought

That a fall would finish me,
Here I stand.

Two feet on the ground. 
Ready for the next challenge. 

by Sophia Rogers

Maybe you don’t like me 
because of who I am. 

Because my wide hips sway more, 
my large arms chafe more, 

or my extended stomach, 
fat fingers

are undesirable. 
Maybe it’s the lack 
of flat abdominals

and a tiny silhouette. 
Or maybe it’s my quarter-handful breasts. 

Maybe it’s the stretchmarks,
and weight in wrong places. 

Or the lack of facial symmetry, 
permanent scars of acne.

Myopia eyes.
Uneven eyebrows. 

Lack of collarbones. 
A lonely spider vein on my left leg. 

Unshaved legs.
Scar on forehead. 

Legs too thick.
Ears too small.

Hair too unruly.
Voice too loud. 

Maybe I’m not enough, 
and maybe I will never be.

Maybe I’m too much,
and always will be.

Maybe you don’t like me 
or maybe it’s just 

society. 




