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I note the obvious differences
Between pressure and personal choice
From ones who did it to themselves
And others with no voice 
Some declare it’s a benefit
And they’re not gonna stop
Others claim it ruined them
And they can never come out on top
The problems in our neighborhood are never unique
And we blame the impressionables with no new
techniques
The ones who hook others on
The ones who can’t change their views
The ones who can't stop
No matter how hard they try
And fail
And fail
And fail
Are always destined to lose

"Pressure"

Jackson Miller
by



"Is it up to you?"
-jackson miller



Poet Bio: Ocean Vuong
Ocean Vuong was born in
Saigon, Vietnam but raised in
Hartford, Connecticut.
Vuong’s father left the
family soon after their
move. Only learning to read
at age eleven, he attended
high school Glatonsbury
and only achieved as high as
a 1.7 GPA. His teachers did
many drugs and actively 
encouraged substance abuse. He once said he was at one point,
“addicted to anything you could crush into a white powder or
sprinkle over a blunt.” His poems talk about the hardships of

addiction as well as self-improvement and discovery.

Some of Vuong’s work relating to addiction includes “On Earth
We’re Briefly Gorgeous”  and “Rise and Shine”.



"On Earth We're Briefly
Gorgeous"

Tell me it was for the hunger
& nothing less. For hunger is to give
the body what it knows
it cannot keep. That this amber light
whittled down by another war
is all that pins my hand
to your chest.
You, drowning
between my arms —
stay.
You, pushing your body
into the river
only to be left
with yourself —
stay.

Say surrender. Say alabaster. Switchblade.
Honeysuckle. Goldenrod. Say autumn.
Say autumn despite the green
in your eyes. Beauty despite
daylight. Say you’d kill for it. Unbreakable
dawn
mounting in your throat.
My thrashing beneath you
like a sparrow stunned
with falling.
Say amen. Say amend.
Say yes. Say yes
anyway



"On Earth We're Briefly
Gorgeous"
In the shower, sweating under cold water, I scrubbed

& scrubbed.
 

Some days I am still inside the pickup.
Some days I keep waiting.

 
It’s not too late. Our heads haloed

with gnats & summer too early
to leave any marks.

Your hand under my shirt as static
intensifies on the radio.

Your other hand pointing
your daddy’s revolver

to the sky. Stars falling one
by one in the cross hairs.

This means I won’t be
afraid if we’re already

here. Already more
than skin can hold. That a body

beside a body
must make a field

full of ticking. That your name
is only the sound of clocks

being set back another hour
& morning

finds our clothes
on your mother’s front porch, shed

like week-old lilies.



"Rise and Shine"

Scraped the last $8.48
from the glass jar.

Your day’s worth of tips
 at the nail salon. Enough

for one hit. Enough
to be good

 till noon but
these hands already

blurring. The money a weird
 hummingbird caught

in my fingers. I take out
the carton of eggs. Crack

 four yolks into a sky
-blue bowl, spoon

the shells. Scallions hiss
 in oil. A flick

of fish sauce, garlic crushed
the way you

 taught me. The pan bubbling
into a small possible

sun. 



Artist's Statement
For  my poem, I emulated the

style of Maya Angelou's
"Human Family poem, in order

to show the differences
between people who are
aware of the dangers of

substance abuse, and those
who are blinded by it.

 
the central theme for my

artwork is how the
complications of peer

pressure often lead teens
down dark paths, and how

they have the choice to go in
the right direction.



Contributions
All my life I had been told to
stay away from any and all
drugs, and the mere mention

of them was taboo. It was
only until I grew into

adolescence that I heard
these things being talked

about much more
nonchalantly online and in-
person. Thankfully I haven't

become a victim to drug abuse
or peer pressure, but I know
some people who are much

less fortunate than me. Maybe
this zine will catch the eye of

someone who really needs
guidance. Maybe not. But if it

can make a positive difference
in someone's life, then it

would have achieved its goal.






















