STOLID

Silent stolid creatures
Destitute of feelings
Entirely immovable

Stubbornly rigid
Unbending and obdurate
Vacant-eyed lunatics
Spaced out, blank stares
Forlorn, isolated

The sounds of the nurses
And Seroquel-induced nightmares
Gasping for air
Then sweet sleep again
Suicidal ideation
Screaming and punching the walls
Sedating and restraining
All stolid residents

Breaking down and sobbing
And racing to night meds
A big happy family
Lights out
Groaning in disdain
Medicated slumber
Life is good
For all stolid wrecks
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