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Blue Thunder



Get well soon-
From: me, To: me

Slipping letters in
my neighbors mail-
boxes- addressed to
myself
Maybe next I'll
send a self-help
book with the rest
of my cards and
Letters: addressed to
myself



I feel calm
I feel okay
Please
Don't take that away
And I know God said it
And I know I cursed it
But just bellow average
Isn't the worst yet
And if I'd rate myself
I would be two point five
Because for every fault
I have a reason to stay alive



Face down in the back of your mind
You make love to my body like you're telling a lie

With blood on the bathroom tile
You say 

"I haven't seen him smile in a while"



Small lights go off in my mind
Somewhere between sparkle and shine

Each note is a light
Each sound my sight

When I'm this way
Don't look at me

Listen for me
Like a spark in the night



Jagged edges 
Of a sharp object
Used one too many times
Just one more
I'll be sick soon
I'll be done soon
In a box in a pocket
Hide me away
The metallic taste of a sharp object
In a hand in a locket
Cut me open anyway
On the floor the color of vomit
Don't trust me, don't bother to stay

Lock me inside lock me away
The blood always escapes
Nothing is here to stay



What keeps your heart beating
If blood is what keeps you alive
I think the inside is bleeding
I think the outside has already died



Crushed bodies
Under the weight
Of your body
You'll never need a scale
You'll always have a girl
To tell you
How hard your crashing down

Your teeth are mountains
How can I climb each one
To get to your words?



Crossed out letter back home
Always afraid
I'm in the wrong

I can't go home
I don't have a heart


