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He was somewhere between a boy and a man
But I know I was a child
Eyes so wide and innocent
Trying to be both more and less than they were
Trying to know more and less than they did
Knowledge in all of the wrong places
Sight in all the wrong places
Hands in all the wrong places

Hands
HAnds
HANDS

hands 
all over me
in all of the wrong places
 

Baby Hands

Ashes to ashes
Dust to dust

Cutting out wrists 
On blades of rust



Who will fall down?



Rings of scarlet 

Lace our arms
In fields  of flowers
We weigh the harms



We all fall down



I am weak 
Broken without my purity 
An angel
Without its wings
An angel
Who cannot sing

They all say
That I have gone far astray
But my heart has not moved
Since the blood poured from my womb
And washed you away
Is that why you couldn't stay?

With my blood on your hands
I sit and watch you masturbate 
My innocence 
Used to pleasure you as I decay

And I will rot 
Without my insides, I am not
An angel who is made of grace
Is that why no one will ever stay?

Wing-Ridden Angel



Will it hurt you when I hurt myself?
Watch me as I break myself open 
And let what I have wanted to let go of for so long out
Every scream and curse and plead
They'll fall out and I'll never have to put them back
You can't force blood back into an open wound
And you can't force words back into an open mouth
No matter how hard you shove your dick in it

Words Pour From the Wound



I think you killed me in an abandoned building 
Sitting in a hayfield
The combines turned and spat my blood back at you
Still warm with hate
It stained your pure white skin
I could never forgive you for what you did to me
Because I'll never be able to forget it 
I'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
                    

Sunsets Over this Hayfeild



Tear me open
Bleed me out
Make me watch as you're the one who's crowned 
My heart's been torn out
It's on display
You pull it apart but won't hear what I say
I'm in the bathroom I try to delay
Your fingers inside me and the pain that won't go away

And now I vomit abuse
My lips sewn shut but I still lose
You are the god and I am the used
But in the end it's you I will accuse

Break my knee caps
You know I'll always love the bruises you leave

It's the only thing to remember you by in the morning 





Your rot settles into me
Fingers decomposing in my womb
Bruises on my throat and knees spoiling in the summer heat
Blood curdling on my legs

Rotting 
From the inside out
From my bones to my skin and what little is in between 
You've infected me
Puss swelling up in my brain
Creating a tension I can't stand

I can't think
I can't speak
Your sickness closed my throat
I can't speak 

Curdled Blood



I closed my eyes as it reached into me so deeply I couldn't feel its
fingers anymore
And the hole was more than a hole
It was an orifice of love 
Bleeding agony and hatred for the one who put it there 

And it bled for so many years that the pain became numb and the
hatred became dull
The fingers sat in my body so long they rotted away
Until all that was left was a memory of love and an ache of anger

An ache that would never go away

Holes



Eyes Holes Fingers Teeth Eyes Holes Fingers Teeth Eyes Holes
Fingers Teeth

There's dirt in my mouth
There's dirt on my knees 
There's dirt in my body
Inside where you made me bleed
Inside the womb that was never meant to hold anything

There's a pain in my heart 
There's a pain in my chest
There's a pain in my stomach 
Where there's nothing left
Nothing left inside a heart never meant to feel anything

FingersFingersFingersFingersFingersFingersFingersFingersFinge
rsFingersFingersFingersFingersFingersFingersFingers

Inside me
Deep inside me
 
Get out out out out out out out out out 

GET OUT OF ME

it hurts 

EyesHolesFingersTeeth



Your fingers reach inside me
Every part of me is bleeding out for you
I can't believe you were lying
But I guess that's all we ever do

My voice is small 
Your head is big
Your fingers make me take all of it
I'm not alive
I wish I was dead
I can't get your voice out of my head
My blood, your cock
You're jerking off in the dark
My blood mixing with your cum
How could you ever say this is love?

My brain won't think
My lips won't speak
My blood, your nails
It's underneath
Your hands, my sheets
your body cums and then I bleed
Your eyes are blind
You can't see
The vomit pouring out of me

And you know
You know
You know I meant it when I said no

5 Fingers, 6 Toes



Legs spread wide
He cuts between them with razor blade 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

You are Rot
From skin to bone to organ to blood to brain to guts to vomit to
thoughts to core 

Jackie Razor Hands


