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Do they think I’m annoying? 
Am I talking too much? 
 
Maybe I shouldn’t say hello. 
Maybe if I do say hello I should say it like they do. 
Maybe if I don’t say hello I should just pretend like I don’t care. 
Maybe I should just say hello. 
 
Do they think I’m ugly? 
Am I overthinking again?  
 
I don’t look as good as anybody here. 
I didn’t dress as well. 
I don’t have the body that they do. 
I didn’t think when I decided to come here. 
 
Do they think I’m uptight? 
Am I not talking enough? 
 
Can’t I just carry the conversation? 
Can’t I just be part of the moment? 
Can’t I stop my heart from racing and my stomach from clenching? 
Can’t I just be one of them? 
 
Do they wonder why I’m so guarded? 
Am I not cautious enough with my thoughts? 
 
I hope they don’t know how much time I spent deciding what to wear. 
I hope they never know how I curl into a ball in bathroom when I tell them I’m just going to pee. 
Am I crazy for not being able to control my own mind? 
Am I crazy for gripping the sink until I’m sure it will shatter beneath the weight of my tension. 
 
My teeth grind together, my face flushes, my hands shake and find my mouth to cover it, My lips part and a 
scream, that rises up from my stomach and makes my throat feel like it does when I try to swallow back a sob, 
enters my mouth and it is only stayed a moment for fear that they will hear me and finally know the crippling 
weight I am choked and crushed by. My jacket becomes a pillow to smother the inevitable.  
 
And I scream. 
 
 


