


I’ll just start: no matter what I do I never seem to be 

satisfied, the world spins around me, 

And I feel like I’m looking in from outside. I go get a donut, 

and I sit in my favorite part of the park, 

But that’s not the point: the point is that I feel socially 

awkward and seem to have trouble 

Making friends which makes me very sad and lonely indeed. 

I am way too sensitive and always feel like 

No one likes me. I don't know what to do, and I'm just super tired 

of feeling this way—I used to really like people

I wasn’t always imagining the Coney Island roller-coaster ride

as, you know, a metaphor for my life! I am happy 

In the morning, yet mad, angry, sad, and depressed in the night, 

and above all, I'm starting to feel like nobody cares

About me: I feel like everyone is selfish and mean. I don't want 

to be alone all my life; it's scary to think like that. 

I have a couple of personal problems, who doesn’t, that have been 

on my mind for the longest, all I want to do 

Is get this weight off my shoulders--it's starting to make me 

feel helpless. I went to Rome and felt homesick

I went to Greenwich Village and felt homesick, I saw that ridiculous

singing commercial about a car service and 

Felt homesick… all I ever really wanted was to belong somewhere.

     I can't stand staying at my friend’s tiny

Apartment for more than one day... all of that small, crappy,

     IKEA furniture, it just makes me sad and lonely.

Once upon a time I was super popular, I was the class clown, 

I was a riot, I got caught tossing our classroom 

Science books out the 2nd floor window! People loved me and 

I was happy and crazy but now I’m like a lonely flute. 

I used to blow off everyone who wanted to talk or hang out at school; 

now look at me, now I’m the one who nobody wants 

To talk to. Someone said: if you think reading poetry can be sad 

and lonely, just try writing it! 

 

It all started when I was a little boy—my father comes from 

     a very strict family and I guess 



That's why he's so strict himself. When I was about 8 or 9 

    years old, when I look back I didn’t

I didn't think that I was very good at sports, but I didn't think 

     that I was terrible at them either—I thought 

I was a normal. Once my father was annoyed with me,

     again, and he said something that 

Really hurt me: he said that I was weak, and that I wasn’t

any good at sports, and I wasn’t ever 

Going to be any good at sports. I don’t want to say 

that this is the only reason for my sadness

And loneliness, but it is a factor. Did you ever feel like 

if someone doesn’t come over and give 

You a hug that you’re going to kill yourself or something? 

Of course that’s a ridiculous question to 

Imagine and really even more stupid to imagine an answer,

even though I might imagine that we’re both 

In our rooms right now, this very moment, that doesn’t mean 

that tomorrow one of us won’t be here: one of us 

Might be on the beach or at the movies or something. Don’t kid 

yourself… from this anguish and utter hopelessness, 

People do not emerge to find a sense of peace. I started reading 

someone’s tumblr about feeling all lonely and, 

Whatever, it’s totally stupid sounding, but then I felt exactly the same 

way even though I know it sounds totally stupid 

And that’s what poetry is! Believe me, I'm not some happy-go-lucky 

person telling you things will get better—I’m one 

Lonely motherfucker! Fuck it! Do I have to decide whose version 

of sadness and whose version of loneliness is more 

Severe or worse or more legit or more real, and by real what do 

we mean anyway? Please. I’m at a gift shop holding 

A silver, brightly colored bag of freeze-dried astronaut ice cream, 

which is totally sad and depressing and ridiculous. 

Just because I’m lonely doesn’t mean I’m going to kill myself. 

I have nothing to smile about and I have zero 

To look forward to, I guess, which is pretty much the case 

for most people I know, too. Right now? 

Right this very minute? Nobody wants to hang out with me. 



I always call people and everyone is "busy"—

I don't even know why this is happening to me. Weekends are horrible: 

while everyone goes out to the movies, 

Dancing, eating at restaurants, I just stay home and feel sad. 

I'm tired of people rejecting me, I know people 

Don't hate me, but I guess I was just meant to be alone—I feel dead 

even though I'm alive: I'm at the end of my rope. 

I feel overwhelmingly sad and lonely and a sense of worthlessness 

overcomes me. First, I tried drowning myself, 

That didn't work for obvious reasons, and about three hours ago, 

I swallowed 4 or 5 of them and tried to drift out 

Of consciousness forever. I thought I was dead for a moment until 

I realized I was just dreaming—that sucked, and

Then I tried to eat pills but all I found was a near-empty bottle of Vitamin C. 

My self-esteem is super low because, finally,

I do believe that I suck and all of that other talk may work for you,

but for me it’s bullshit. I was going to kill myself 

Tonight at 1 AM and then I decided against it. When there are people around 

I still feel alone, even my room feels lonely—

All I have is my TV, MacBook, one set of Chester drawers, and a mattress 

on the floor… sad times. Maybe you have a physical 

image, a real person in mind, when you think of this level of sadness: 

maybe it’s someone who lives under a bridge 

And has no food, maybe it’s a child who is misunderstood or worse,

maybe it’s just someone working in an office, 

Maybe the guy sitting next who you think is so together. If I were in this 

kind of office, I would find a way to watch over people, 

But not hovering like from above, like a guard or creepy, but maybe 

from below, like curled under a desk, by the feet.

 

I feel lonely and sad more often than I feel any other emotion. Sometimes 

when I’m really angry, I just kick my pillow until 

I’m finally tired. I would like to end it all but not have anyone think 

ill of me for checking out early… then I thought 

To myself who am I kidding, I hate you all! Then I went outside and 

made it two whole blocks without wanting to kill myself!  



Summer's great you guys! The emptiness that these people feel, the loneliness, 

the darkness, the feeling of utter despair seems to stay 

With them day after day, week after week, month after month and before 

they know it, many years have passed by—a lot of the people

Out there are living in such darkness right now, I might be one of those people 

and I, too, would have to withstand your judgment. 

My hobbies include: being sad and lonely all the time, and my interests 

consist of people I can't have. Whenever I feel sad 

And lonely I go shopping, by myself of course. There is something 

specific about living in America right now 

That makes everyone prone to sadness and loneliness. 

After hearing that guy’s story yesterday, 

I feel completely depleted but I don’t even care--don’t we all 

have our own lives to live, and our own coping 

Mechanisms? The sun sets in the driveway and there’s a shadow 

of these small rose bushes or some other kind 

Of shrub (what do I know?), and they cast a sad and lonely look 

but like in a comic book or anime sort of way… 

Anyway, it is a kind of sad darkness and I see it in everything! 

Gloom, despair, agony, and loneliness own me

All the time. I’ve never really been overly happy, but could put on

the mask so no one would worry--started drinking 

And doing drugs to ease the pain, and here it is lots of years later 

and, yes, I have had some successes but I still 

Feel stuck. I have been trying very hard to stay positive and immerse 

myself in productive activities, or I could just let 

Myself slip into some really dark and lonely shit! That's the poem 

I wrote. I miss the old me… always laughing, 

Curious, just wanting to learn about everything and actually being 

interested in everything... but that hasn’t been me 

For a while and I am downright sick of it! I feel like I have to make 

the conscious decision to get the hell up out of bed, 

Get some help, step out of my comfort zone: baby steps first of course! 

I feel like killing myself! I feel like killing myself!

 I feel like killing myself! Right now I totally feel like killing myself! 

I’m going off on my friend about how bummed I am 



And then over the radio I hear this story about the return of 

black lung disease—I mean, Jesus, really?

Black lung disease? What do I have to complain about, but I am 

going to complain anyway because that’s the way 

These things go and who wants to have that conversation, anyway, 

about comparing my pain to the other guy—

I’ll tell you right now, it’ll get you nowhere, there’s no winners only losers,

we’re all losers in this—it’s all about degree.

 You heard Whiskey but the dog’s name is Lucy and she’s 

a major downer—she just mopes around all day 

And bums me out. I got to get out of the house more often. 

I said that if The Mets didn’t win tonight, 

I would kill myself... and I meant it too. The death of the heart 

is the saddest thing that can happen to you, 

Or to me—I didn’t write that myself, it’s a quote, and I only wish 

I could remember by whom. I don’t feel like 

Wasting my energy on all of the paint-less day-to-day bullshit of life. 

I keep trying to make art that has some real 

Meaning, I keep reaching for something big, but every time, 

all I find is a great void and an empty feeling

Of the impossible—it’s the saddest and loneliest feeling in the world, 

and if it isn’t then maybe you can tell me what is?

You’re ugly, you’re dumb, you’re not talented, you’re not smart, 

you suck, you dress like shit, your so-called 

Friends aren’t worth your time, you’re a failure, ok, you got it, that’s me.

No wait. Yep. Definitely still hate myself. 

When I see an old person eating alone at a restaurant, 

I just think to myself that that is so 

Incredibly sad… what if they're really lonely? But let’s be honest 

about it--it depresses me because I know, 

Some day, that’ll be me. When everyone's having a big night out, 

I feel sad and lonely and no one really cares; 

Now I'm having a big night and everyone's sad—what is this? 

I used to be bubbly and happy and didn't care 



What anybody said, but those days seem like lights years away. 

I always feel lonely and am always sitting 

In my room on the Internet trying to kill the time, and then I go 

to sleep, and days like this if I killed myself 

No one would even care. Some days the clock just ticks too slowly, 

and I wish away my time. I don't have any 

Super close friends, I don't have a future mapped out for myself, 

nothing interests me minus a few good shows 

I love watching, I also like sitting on my balcony late at night… 

but back to the point… I want to see what happens

When I die, where will I go? I feel like a zombie and sad. It's that time 

of the night when I crave singing to sad songs. 

Like many of you, I'm on the sad and lonely cruise and I don't feel like 

I'm ever going to get off. It is scary to feel this 

Alone but I'm even more scared of the prospect of this being just a glimpse 

of the rest of my life. Life is so unfair. I wonder why 

People like me exist, I wish I weren't here, yet there are others who are really 

sick and they would give anything to keep it going 

But that is not in their cards. I don't get it. I am lonely, lonely, lonely. 

I was born to be lonely, I am best so!  

Rob Fitterman [inédito]


