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SUNSETS OVER THIS HAVF!\%‘
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I THINK YOU KILLED ME IN AN ABANDONED BUILDING
SITTING IN'A HAYFIELD

"THE COMBINES TURNED AND SPAT MY BLOOD BACK AT YOU
STILLWARM WITH HATE

I $STAINED. YOUR PURE WHITE SKIN

I couLp NEVER FORGIVE YOU FOR WHAT YOU DID TO ME
BECAUSE I’LL NEVER BE ABLE TO FORGET IT

T’LL NEVER BE ABLE TO SAY GOODBYE

BECAUSE PART OF ME IS STILL IN THAT HAYFIELD

I WILL NEVER STOP SEARCHING

FOR THE PART YOU RIPPED OUT OF ME

AND BURIED UNDER THE DRY STALKS AND EARTH

I cAN’T FORGET HOW YOUR HANDS CLASPED AROUND THAT PART
As YOU LAID IT IN THE GROUND

So I KEEP SEARCHING
EvERY HOUR I WALK THROUGH THESE FIELDS
EACH $sO FILLED WITH EMPTINESS

AND I WONDER HOW YOU EVER EXPECTED MY BODY TO FILL THE SPACE



YoU ARE THE GOD AND I AM THE USED

Ay

BUT IN THE END IT’S YOU I WILL ACCUSE, . sy

& : e ' ' BRrREAK MY KNEE CAEf
' * . You know I’LL ALWAYS LOVE THE BRUISES YOU LEAVE
I1’s THE ONLY THING TO REMEMBER YOU BY IN THE MORNING
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I caN’T THINK

I canN’T sPEAK

YOUR SICKNESS CLOSED MY THROAT
I caN’T sPEAK




\CLOSED MY EYES AS IT REACHED INTO ME SO DEEPLY I couLpN’T FE

N ERS ANYMORE
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¥ "HE HOLE WAS MORE THAN A HOLE

'.",‘
\ “, AN ORIFICE OF LOVE

EDING AGONY AND HATRED FOR THE ONE WHO PUT IT THERE

BODY SO LONG THEY ROTTED AWAY

FT WAS A MEMORY OF LOVE AND AN ACHE O

EVER GO AWAY
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YOUR FINGERS f{EACH INSIDE ME ¢ - ,

EVERY PART OF ME IS BLEEDING 6UT FOR YOU
I can?T BELIEVE YOU WERE LYING

 BuT I.GUESS ﬁaﬁ ALL.WE EVER DO

; My VOICE 15 sM‘HL p——
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. XOUR FINGE
Q’M NOT ALIVE! * -

Neca ii&:&grm I was
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£ You’i RE ]ERKING' OFF ]
MY BLOOD MIXING w;_niiglvk cuzﬁ. .
mﬂ%ouw YOU EVER IS 1S LOVE?

- MY BRAIN WON’T THINK »\
My LIPS WON’T SPEAK i
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My BLOOD, YOUR NAILS *
IT’s UNDERNEATH
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YOUR HANDS, MY SHEETS \\\

N

\ e
YOUR BODY CUMS AND THEN §\ BLEED

YOUR EYES ARE BLIND

\

You caN’T SEE
THE VOMIT POURING OUT OF ME

AxD YOU KNOW \
N

You kNxow S

You know I MEANT 1T WHEN I ;‘l Ro S
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JACKIE RAZOR HAND.S

LEGS SPREAD WIDE
HE cuTs BETWEEN THEM WITH RAZORBLADE FINGERS

RiPPING UP THROUGH MY BODY UNTIL I’M CUT IN HALF

RED BLOOD SEEPS UP. TO THE SKIN
A PHONE’S INK BLEEDING UNDER THE SCREEN
BLOODSHOT EYES AND BRUISES
TRAUMA BENEATH MY SKIN
TrauMA THAT I KEEP INSIDE ME

IT WELLS UP INTO A SCREAM

INTO A THOUSAND UNKNOWN WORDS
INTO A MILLION UNKNOWN MEN

I FEEL THEM ALL BLEED INTO ONE
COLLAPSE IN ON THEMSELVES

‘THE WORDS, THE MEN

‘THEY ARE ALL YOU

YOU ARE ALL OF THEM

SICKER THAN ALL THE SICKNESS COMBINED
MEANER THAN EVERY WICKED MAN
I TAKE YOUR SICKNESS BY THE HAND

BUT THERE’S NOTHING LEFT INSIDE OF YOU FOR ME TO FIND




