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if i wanted to i could just stay home and watch the 
same fucked up people like i have every day for the 
past two years. it feels good to know there are peo-
ple fucked up like me, people that cant even pick up 
a fork. Now i go to the same places i did when i was 
fucked up, and remember how fucked up I was. And 
everyone there remembers me and how I was fucked 
up. I want to tell these people that I’m not fucked up 
anymore, but I’m not sure they’d believe that im not 
still fucked up. If i were them i guess i wouldn’t be-
lieve anything i say, as I was pretty fucked up. all i 
can hope for is that some mass-amnesia sets in so 
that everyone eventually forgets that i am fucked up 



Special thanks to...!

I can’t even indulge myself
with the luxury of feeling 
emotions, I can hear your
voice telling me to stop being
so emotional; that I think too much.
That i’m a pussy and fucked up. 
I’ve asked before why it was it was 
decided I would be born, “because i 
wanted a baby”. What’s the point? I 
can’t think and experience emotion, 
what did you want me to do?

	 From now on:
	 - I will not share
	 - I will not eat
	 - I will not care
	 - I will not fuck up

Just how you wanted me to;
 I won’t feel a thing.






