JUXTAPOSITION
FOUND & LOST IN YBK

Scarching thnough the pages of Time
[ see Wj;ey and smile,

/a/» when | /ZML Wyseym,
betreen eme and /o(;p,

| know al |, oo, matlen,

tat |, oo, belong

Searching hrough the pages of Fime

I see everyone except myself and shutter,

for when 1 cannot find muself there,

between theme and folo,

1 know that T am too ugly fo malter,

that 1 am oo uncool fo belong,

tat |, Too, was an intigpal past | Thetam loo unpogular fo be a parl
of Do place That | called schooo,

a place where | learneod andl dreameol andl

of the place that 1 called school,
the place where T crumpled and vanished and
JM(/JZ—ML ey w@hﬁty Wz—a/ Tone inls d“(‘j/ smashed my idenfity info smithereens,
into a sﬁﬁfu substance,
macle pliable by The hanols of Time.
S&&t;hﬂ Wj.re,}fﬁ(m——
moy nane giggling in Oaramond,

into a harder subsfance,

made fragile by the knuckles of fime.
Seeing myself missing from there—
my name whispering in transparency,

oy candidd JFW(,;“ﬂ achoss e (juZZ-U\, o my candid swepl into the quffer . . .

Sm‘hﬂ moyself There——

mallins more To me

an | ever Thought & wowld.

Wheo knews Tl | wouled foel such o,
Such nelief

omer such. a simple Thing as

fincling mogself in The AJWAM/J

Seeing muself missing from there—
malfers more fo me

than 1 ever thought i would.

Who knew That 1 would feel such agony,
such loneliness

over such a simple hing as

nof finding myself in the yearbook?
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