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[ROTTEN]

[written and illustrated] 
by Jerica Griffin
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Ihave never lived the life of a recluse
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Ihave never lived the life of a recluse
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I openly peruse the wonders of my world
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and though the borders of my country refuse
to let me travel far
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my spiritual wanderlust finds me at home
no matter where my mind takes me
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this will always be my home
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but now i am afraid i must take refuge
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for the borders of my country 
are swelling with turmoil
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i’m unsure if the battle 
is for land or for oil
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but i know that the tensions will boil 
over
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until every neighboring border
is embroiled in a war 
that is never really over
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until every neighboring border
is embroiled in a war 
that is never really over
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i have fled

i feel at war inside my head
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for my wanton heart is tacked to my nation
but my head is racked 
with the ever-climbing

toll of the dead
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so i must flee
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even though freedom seems so futile
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i must leave
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for every man, woman, and child
who didn’t make it out
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at night my dreams are screaming at me
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how can i sleep

when the images looping 
through my memories

snapshots flickering from 
weeks ago

make me weep

and reap my soul
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where do i go from here?
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i wish to be a voyager
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where my destination is 
unclear
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the journey would make us persevere
trekking over mountains
and sailing oceans, seas so clear



30

but these wishes ebb and disappear
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so many of us relocating

the few of us that remain

yet no place will take us in for long

as if we’ll leave a stain
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a blot on their ethnic cloth
as if helping others 

will turn that nation soft
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i float between seven wharfs

trying to form them into something familiar

finding traits that remind me of home

but is it not the same



34

it’s harder to adapt

to several pinpoints on a map

connecting the dots on paths of 
refugees
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Like constellations
whose home might as well be 
the night sky
the darkness 
when you close your eyes
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that brief moment of peace
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we only ever taste defeat
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even high moments are so bittersweet
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screami
ng

“don’t bite the apple, eve”
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but that’s all we have to eat
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there’s an old saying:
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don’t bite the hand that feeds you
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but what if the hand that feeds you
has venom pumping through its veins
that food is poison on a plate
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yet they still wear a smile on their face
as they spoon-feed you your dark fate



45 [FIN]

What do you do

when there’s not much longer
you can wait?




