Depression								Nina Herron
Once again tears stream down my face.
Others look at me like I’m from outer space.

They say, “what’s wrong?”, “did you have a bad day?”.
I slowly shake my head, not knowing what to say.

How do I describe my pain?
Without them thinking I’m insane.

I have aching without a source…
No visible scars to see of course.

You see my brain; it has a glitch.
Causing my mood to randomly switch.

I try my best to remain beguiling…
Telling lots of jokes and frequently smiling.

Some people don’t notice and can never tell.
However, my friends and family, they know me too well.

They try their best to be of assistance…
While I try to ponder my very existence.



Each new day brings hurdles to pass…
How many years will this pain last?

I’ll try to stay brave and “soldier on” …
Praying daily that my heart will stay strong.
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