Jarring shocks,

Flowing roughly,

Like needles under the skin,

Carving through me,

Jealous of death,

Fantasies of innocence,

Brimming with pain,

Outside I live,

Inside I die,

It hurts to think,

But it’s all I can do,

Filled with hatred,

Only for myself,

Each day I lose more,

Of myself and my soul,

Each night I lay deftly quiet,

Trying not to think,

For tomorrow will come,

And deeper I’ll sink.
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