


sounds like a personal problem is inspired by one of my big

sisters. it is a phrase that she has used for as long as i

can remember. the phrase may sound harsh but it never

offended me. i took it as a reminder that no one is a

responsible for my shit. i can ask for help or suffer in

silence but either way it’s my problem to do something

about.

this mentality does not apply to societal issues that

affect my life or the lives of others on a regular basis.

living in a white supremacist cis-hetero patriarchal

capitalist society is exhausting. that alone accounts for

my base level of anxiety as a person navigating many

marginalized identities. 

with that in mind, my brain is a mess. welcome to the first

issue of sounds like a personal problem, a zine all about

anxiety. this first issue is just feelings -shrugs- 

about the zine



Sometimes I get so in my head that I forget to care about

other people. The world is tuned out and when I come back to

reality I feel anxious again then feel guilty for centering my

own thoughts & feelings then...

I can’t even finish writing that sentence, it was starting to

nauseate me. It may be a fun mess, but it can get lonely in my

head sometimes.



I’ve heard many times before that it's no

surprise so many people with anxiety identify

as artists; people who can think of every

possible thing that could potentially go wrong

have to be pretty darn creative.

i’d prefer my sanity if i could use one over the other. we don’t have
to choose but sometimes i get caught up in trying to feel normal
that i forgot to create. i just want to use my brain to make art

instead of shielding it from others. from now on i will make room for
my creativity and messiness. maybe it makes sense. maybe it doesn’t. 
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The annoying part about anxiety is how it

tricks me into forgetting that I have anxiety.

Sometimes I go through severe periods of

anxiety that last weeks or months. Then I have

to spend more time recovering from the

exhaustion of it all. The moments between

anxious and not anxious are far and few in

between. 

But thanks to therapy, I can identify the

levels of my anxiety and know that I don’t

necessarily have to fall into a spiral and

shouldn’t guide myself into that direction. 

I remind myself: Feel the waves of

uncertainty, doubt, and fear. Know that you

can wave move through them with ease. You have

made it onto the other side many times before,

you’ll do it again and again. 
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