Depression – A One Syllable Word Poem (Adam Johnson) 
Description 
Each verse is the mind, one is the depressive side, the other is a response to that, much like how, you can think something positive, then depression can snuff it out. Each time we switch between the depressive side and the responsive and more logical side of the brain, a new verse begins 

Depression 
“It’s all in your head is what they like to say, 
As if one can just grab it and throw it away,
It sticks and clings, 
Like a leech on the brain,  
It twists and turns, 
It sows heart ache and pain,
It kills your hope, 
Some even open their veins.” 

“I am in your head, 
It’s true what they say, 
You are just too weak,
To keep me at bay, 
You grit your teeth, 
Try to close your mind, 
But the truth is that I’m in a bind, 
I’m here to stay, 
To always dwell, 
To make every hour, 
Your own god damn hell.”  

“Please don’t do this, 
Not right now, 
I have many a flaw, 
I know that by now, 
I don’t need abuse, 
Nor cruel dark words, 
I need to work hard, 
I must focus my brain, 
But the fire you spout, 
Burns into my life doubt after doubt.” 

“You stupid piece of shit, 
I’ll never be done, 
Your flaws are a flood, 
They will make you draw blood, 
For some your flaws bring on a frown, 
Your mates they cause them to drown,
You should feel like you’ve been left at sea,
The seeds of doubt are growing, 
And they were put in place by me.”

“Do you ever shut the fuck up? 
Can you just let me be? 
My life is up on the edge of a knife,
Do you want me to end it and see? 
I can’t live like this much more, 
It feels like death has sent a call for me, 
That he waits at my front door, 
Please just make it stop, 
I can’t live with this voice in my head, 
I’d have a new life rather than this constant one of dread.” 

“You should end it, 
You would not be a miss, 
A good idea at last, 
And I’m not one to take the piss, 
A gun, a pull, a piece of lead in the skull, 
Or you could dine on rat bane until you are full,
And if you’re really brave, 
You could gut yourself with a blade,
Then the others could enjoy your death, 
With an epic rave!” 

“You know what, 
I think I won’t try today, 
It will feel good to ruin your day, 
Cause you got one thing so damn wrong, 
From what you’ve said today, 
I may be broke, 
But I am not meek, 
And so I shall not give you,
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“Well then… I’ll try again next week.” 
  
 
 

 

 
  
 
 

 

 

 



