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Spiral 
He’s not answering his phone 
So I scroll on mine
I see a post that says he’s not yours 
And my mind starts to race. 
I close the app and open another one
I see a news post about a girl jumping off a bridge 
It is vivid. 
It is colorful 
My eyes focus on her face 
The hopelessness in her eyes 
And I’m reminded of the same hopelessness in mine 
I scroll past the posts 
And start to watch videos,
Of rich kids playing with their expensive toys
And of course I feel envious
Because I could always be more. 
I could work to get my expensive toys,
But instead I’m stuck in a 4 wall cell
Day in and day out 
Not making anything of my life
and struggle isn’t shown on social media. 
Not in the way it should be 
It doesn’t show the endless amount of hours on your feet 
Nor the disrespect from feisty humans everyday.
It doesn’t show the tears streaming down your face 
when your all doesn’t seem like enough 
The spiral of the mind is what it causes. 
A true hurricane of thoughts 
and my phone is the eye of the storm. 
