To have two L

(body parts)
Would bestow upon )
[emotion) (abstract noun_}
¢ for those who their __
Sy : [verb) (phiral noun)
n the of forgotten SR e
(adjective) (Num’ noun) {ﬂum] noun)
But you — __ o
[verb, past tense)
Q to alone,
fbody part) foerb) .
its rhythm echoing e
(emotion) (adjective) . (mun}
T have o
(number) @’um? noun)
s to share the we:};}zt of
[alrstmct noun} T
and balanced, e
(abstract noun} (a])stmct naun}
the __ lightened,
(noun)
Jike retreating from a
(plural noun) (ool
I Iondd b ,
(adjective)
That I would Jeave this S
With no __{_,___ of me left adrift,
noun) Al

L would o5 50 unwilling to
fverh) —_—

therr e

(body part) -

M'ﬁm temre}.




self portait of my shado

to share your paint with a cheek,
you re grey and velvet,

standing, sm;?mg, or so I'd assume,
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quessing
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how you want to be seen,
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me portraying you?
would even I know me
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I would , unwilling to
(verb) (verd)

bound me to my

(adjective) (noun)

But sty'”, I am —

[acgject:be}
my s twin the _, thewr
(body part) (verb, present tense) (place)
searching,

(noun)

therr rismg m , to what was
(body part) (emotion) (verd)
by their past
(verb, past tense) (noun)
Yy VS s

W [ .



smolae ‘.

L 5‘.\"- ..‘,.'_

J Gt
nediintop s %
Y e T ok b 3
e T B S wd g _M;;—
3 7 o 24 vhlj m‘ _‘:; ". a - .
- 3 - » S-S cwom
. I

- Lob vl
TR .
;‘ w“* > -I—.r;aiu-l

Horence, . y rememZ)er

s A ¥

L
47750 ¥
§ ; _ai_m

. 3 ; 4% 1 lu--, ]
, "_7ycs’oncefcarvecz onto t}te Z)at}t om; sta”s,

WG e mme gy, :

ot B SR SO
3 s 2> ¥ - " _,‘ﬂ Jm

£ WA A
it 3 |5 W+ S WSY B RGE o S S Q’liw -
ﬂ*lﬁl TE LN GEN oo “I-.Bl

% nmy ;mmmmg once 793t t_o t}w blast m Tenax : l

”q -:'t;ley ;iie!
. A

',?Horenceﬁf new me.

EE B

-‘*ﬁ |

111‘\1 i

d d y re.
- -ot;lers try and return as oﬁen as t)tey J 71ke, I)ut none: ofﬁu&a

“anymore.

L
e .
LA r
N
e sae
)







. Silent for a mere hour, I watch frmn a s]ze]f where dust c?;'ngs to my casing.

cking, steady yet futile, 7s the one thing I cannot betray. Time is my master,
stenance, my tormentor—one I cannot escape. I envy those whose faces glance

fear, as though I hold the power to steal their moments. Do they hear the

Is 7t just me? A relentless rhythm that neither rest nor neglect can hak.
ic in the corner, marking an end I cannot predict. My arm raises every

» @ warning, signaling to the empty room that the day 7s nearing 7ts close.

s uncontrollable—a pulse of its own, mechanical and unfeeling. Still, I

s the quiet they seem to enjoy mean freedom, or are they too, bound by a

cannot name?

wough people come in that they call themseles “requlars, ” those I've come

so well without ever seeing their faces. I get to listen, declarations of love

: -.')t?kﬁers,' their words collecting dust. I histen to the whispers of the shop

-

7 plans, their betrayals. I envy their tongues, though they use them
.. 1 had someway to show them what I've tﬁoug]zt, what I ve heard,

hidden in my gears.

y and speak, words replaced with a clang. Once again, I am the reason
, rush, and panic. Do their lives revolve around my hands as cruelly

? But I only mark what they give me—seconds, hours, lves. They

room grows darker, their voices fade, but my pulse remaims. For as

e, SO must I.

the ghost of my comrades who hung before me. Their shattered faces
! gears wb'sﬁer warnngs I cannot Jec;'ﬁ}ler, reminders that my own end
But so be 5¢. I do not hve, yet I mark 71fe. I do not fee?, yet I count -

t, every sigh, every tear. What 1s 1t to mark what one cannot know:

. . 9
/ the gnore me—-because I cannot tru}y umzerstancz them




Traffic Jam

d against its ridges,

s my heel graze

my brakes screamed a
be working but not a thing seen past 1

the beams claiming to

are they even working? 1 ask, squinting and

I gasp as the hands of fate strangling my neck,
pinky twirling around my mother’s locket,

resting on my collar bone.
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