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to the s=d people and the
lovers of the moon









or
black blood?







p2in turned into blood,
blood turned into ink, ink
turned into poetry.

and with poetry,
the p=in wes finslly soothed.






























i need it to hurt
and 1 need
the p=in to end.



at what age

did we stert feeling

this pein?

when 4id we start feeling

worthless and enpty

and who ma~de us feel such things,
who t=aught us

that we were not enough

by simply being ourselves?

when did we start to think

that the onlv way to be besutiful
is by covering our faces with ms=keup
and starving ourselves

until our bones are clesrly visible
through our skin?

who made us stop thinking

and only csre about our appearsnce?
at what age

did our soul start to rot

and why?

we were not pretty enough,

not perfect enough.

so we started to dress zll in black,
turning up the volumne

of our music far too loud.

we started to burn down our bodies,
slizing them up

like pathologists

who sesrch for



a cause of de~th

we sesrch for besuty

in the depths of our flesh

like it w=s something

that once went missing,

like maybe it’s still lying there

under l=svers of flesh, muscle and skin

that we heve been taught to misteke for f=t.

we don’t understand

that the damage that h=s been done
is in our br=ains.

in our soft and impressionsble minds
there has been planted hatred

and a false ide= of besuty,

of life,



there is
too much s=dness
inside me,



1 am de~th.

the way 1 can’t keep my plants alive,
how i forget to feed my guiner~ pigs.
the rope around my neck,

the blade kissing my skin.

i am misery.

the way 1 mske my parents sad,
how i can’t keep friendships.

i destroy evervthing,

just look at my body.

i am pein.

my dull and dre=sry eves
mirroring my withering soul.
my thirst for blood,

my longing for p=in,

my craving to join the de~d.



i wish

jov was as easy

to find,

to keep

as sadness and p=in



mavbe “lost”
is just a steate of mind.



this dsrkness
is eating me

the monster inside my brain
is feasting on me

till nothing,

nothing

is left

and emptiness

fills the empty space.



an 1 more myself

or less myself

when 2 white band~ge
is wrepped

around my arm?

an 1 more myself

or less myself

when a white band=ge
is wrapped

around my arm?



