Sarah:

its ok, i can live without it... *dies*

Suzelle:

::panics::

::runs around like a chicken without a head::

Sarah:
hehe don't bump into any walls

Suzelle:

::stops:: hey! i thought you were dead?! ::waves fist::

Sarah:
::is found out:: *runs away and cowers in corner*

Suzelle:

damn you and your attention addiction!

::bends to it::

Sarah:

... sorry, it wouldn't be me if i didn't

Suzelle:

that's true

and then i wouldn't like you, if you weren't you

cause if you weren't you, you'd be someone else, and i don't like other people, just you, see how it goes?

Sarah:
*smiles and clings to you* 

understood i'm glad

Suzelle:

argh

Sarah:

why the anger?

Suzelle:

::sniffle:: because...

Sarah:

aw... *holds you*

Suzelle:
::thinks: i feel violated::

taking advantage of me in my weakened state!... i love it ^^

Sarah:
maybe you should become weaker more often, more taking advantage for me!

... on you that is

Suzelle:
Unfortunatly, i have this thing of thinking people have two sides to everything they say ... whether to look good, or to feel good, i dunno, i don't take compliments, because i never feel like they're real

erm, i trust you to the most of my capabilities, that's proly the best i can do

Sarah:
mmm... but do you think that i'm saying that you aren't stupid because of those reasons? do you think that i'm a drone too, and that i just want to make myself look good, for show?

Suzelle:
no, but you just want to help me build confidence? not to hurt me? i don't know

i know you're not a clone like those other fucking imbeciles, you're different, that's why i like you so much... but still, the more i trust you, the more i think you'll deceive me one day, the more i think you're laughing in my back

Sarah:
how could i laugh behind your back? i know thats what you think, but, i couldn't do it, and deceiving people, i've dealt with it, i'd never do it to anyone, or at least i think i'd never do it, you don’t have to just hand me over your trust, i don't want to be in possession, you know, i want you to know that whatever happens, i'm there, i won't discard you away,  that’s all i need, even that, i don't know... trust is a big thing for me:

i've trusted people and i've gotten hurt really really bad, i know what it feels like, so i can understand why you don't trust anyone

Suzelle:
i wouldn't discard you away either, i don't want you acting happy if you really don't feel like it... not that i want you to be sad, ever, but i mean, its nice to let it go sometimes

i don't remember ever being let down, i'm not afraid of that... i'm afraid of people laughing at me, for no reason, people i don't even know

Sarah:
i wouldn't laugh at you, the only people who would, i'd kill, because people like that, who would be jerks, in my opinion, don't have the right to talk, or to think, are you afraid because people used to be like that?

Suzelle:
you can say that, i guess ... but i like to pretend that my childhood was the best years of my life

Sarah:
thats sad, if your childhood wasn't fun, there is really no need to cover it up

no one understands anyway, why hide it?

Suzelle:

but if my childhood is sad, i don't have anything to be happy about

Sarah:
yes you do, you could live for the day

Suzelle:

i don't like the days i live

the only time i was at peace was on E, and that's not right

yeah, that's why i can't do it anymore

i'd rather be miserable

Sarah:

no.... its not right, its a sad reality though...

.... i hear you....

Suzelle:
you're so different

Sarah:
.. do you really think so... cause i wonder

Suzelle:

that's what i beleive

yeah, i wonder if i'm fake sometimes

maybe i am, fake and arrogant ::shudders::

Sarah:

 thats my worse fear....

Suzelle:
mine too

i'm constantly searching for someone like me, so i can ask them what i'm like, but i drop people that aren't, so does that make me the same as the people i hate?

they anger me

Sarah:
... not exactly, they do it because of fake ideals... you just want answers? i don't know, i wouldn't think so, but there is always the argument i suppose

what do i know

Suzelle:

can i ask you something?

Sarah:
shoot

Suzelle:

why do you find what i have to say so interesting? most people say that i just over-think and that things aren't as complicated as i make them seem

i mean, i spent a period of 30mins looking at the side of the road going pass me at 130km/h and thought it to be the most enlightening thing of my 5day trip to Banff ... i don't make sense

Sarah:
because you feel so strongly about them, and plus, i think about a lot of shit too, which resembles yours, i like to hear your opinions because i think that they are interesting and true, i can’t help it, you fascinate me with your thoughts

Sarah:
it makes me feel special that you want to talk to me so bad

Suzelle:
well, let me tell you something, you're the first girl i've ever thought twice about

well, i don't really take what other girls have to say in perspective, cause its usually only about guys, which really annoys me, so i tend to hang out with guys cause they talk about video games and such

i have a lot of friends that are girls, but usually, i don't pay attention to what they say, cause nothing interests me ... i thought all girls were like that, nice, but shallow most times

Sarah:
mmm, i'm not like other girls... mostly because i've only had one real girl friend and well... she was a bitch! *smiles*  and did something reallly mean to me. so i decided, that men are the best because i can go out and be myself, not having to worry about anything, i can talk about my cars, about going out and getting dirty with my bike.... girls don't like that, its.... not professional

in a sense, because its not what we are supposed to do

we must be conformed

dignified

fuck that shit

Suzelle:
i have another question!

(i'm a very curious lil thing)

Sarah:

::nodnod:: go ahead

Suzelle:
ok ok, do you honestly think that if you were 24/7 depressed or pessimistic around me that i would get rid of you?

Sarah:
.... you'd get frustrated... everyone does

then boot me out the door

.... no

proly not

ur different

and understand

but the fear is there

i don't like to live in fear

Suzelle:

i want to prevent anything that hurts you, not cause it...

Sarah:
things that hurt me are from the past, and i can't get rid of them.... you couldn't cause me pain..... sure, i know it... but i....

Suzelle:

and i want to erase that past! but i know i can't, i want everything that i can't have... but i can and will be there for you

i want to hear you talk so i can learn more, i like hearing you talk proly just as much as you like hearing me talk

Sarah:
i know that you'll be there, and the thing is, i want you to be, i want to talk to you, you know, you're the only person i think that i could ever really talk to about anything, because you know what to say, but i don't, i'm extremely bad with words, and .... ...   ...

and you understand so much more than others

Suzelle:
i can accepte anything about others, that's the only compliment i'll ever give to myself, and i have you and matt to thank for that

i hate matt, well, i hated him, he played with me, he was obsessed and so possessive of me, always jealous, but brought out some things in me that would have taken years for me to figure out, that's why i stayed with him

Sarah:
really?.... what did he bring out in you?

Suzelle:
nobody understands why i continued to hang out with him, even when he made me so incredibly mad, but he listened to me... no matter what i had to say... he's the first one i talked to about killing people, about insanity, and i thought he understood, it was such a great feeling, so i became more open to myself... i realized things about myself that i was repressing ... that i was denying, i guess

when i thought that he was fake ... when i found out what he was really like, i was... well.... yeah

Sarah:
mm.... i'm glad that he was able to do that, to make you more open

hum.... *ponders* ok, i understand... *sigh*:

*rocks side to side* i wish someone could have helped me, maybe i'd like myself more if they did

Suzelle:
why do you hate yourself so much?

Sarah:
someone made me realise that i was worthless

that i was just an extra to be toyed with

that no matter what, i'd never accomplish anything

or be a decent human being because i was weak

that my life was meaningless

his actions made me realise it

sure, maybe it was after, a couple of years after, but it affected me so much

he did a lot

and he hurt me so bad

Sarah:

mm... ok, how about i write them to you.... right now, cause i hate hearing peoples expressions, their grunts and stuff,,, at least here if you don't answer right away, you can always say that it was because someone else was talking to you

Suzelle:
::pokes:: write away!

Sarah:
It hurts so badly,

its complicated and you wouldn't understand

its harder for me to deal with

than you will ever ever be able to comprehend

my eyes, they bleed, with the things i need to share,

but i can't, because you won't understand

My invisible sorrow

my heart wrenching sadness

i want you to understand

for you to know, and feel 

 i want you to help me express

what i want you to feel from me

i wish you wouldn't look at me like that

the way you would to a helpless animal

Sarah:
okie, i'm done *pounces away without finishing*

Suzelle:

::takes you by the collar::

Sarah:

you once asked me,

what i was thinking about.

How could i respond to that?

My feelings and my thoughts ran so deep inside...

i'd never let them see the light of day.

Instead i lie.

I tell you nothing.

Convincing, always trying to sound convincing

and it always succeeds,

and you never have second thoughts.

how naive people can be

can't you see i'm troubled?

Deep down, I am weak, I feel weak...

I want to scream my frustration...

But i cannot

I must be strong, 

i don't want anyone to know about my past....

the drugs, so many drugs... the physical, mental, emotional and sexual abuse that i've gone though

what would you think if i told you the truth?

would you hate me?

Never speak to me again?

would you make my life a living hell by not talking to me again?

Claiming it was all my fault,

that i could have stopped it??

I could never take that chance... the chance of you leaving me...

just on account of my past....

Its all over now

well... at least i hope it is...

I want to cry every time I look back...

wanting so badly to take another hit, another toke I hate myself for what i've done...

They wonder why i'm so paranoid and so quiet...

just look into my life before, witness what i've been though

The emotional damage stuck, 

even after the abuse was done..

It lives on

Haunting me....

I want it to go away, start a new life...

but it will always catch up with me, making everyone look at what i've done....

instead of who i am

memories i so long to forget,

resurface, making me more desperate,

and even now... I still remember the way they touched me

It scared me and has scared me

events i wish to forget will only live on, 

forever as i have my memory....

I end now... a broken girl,

torn because of mistakes...

and scared, because of the way i was treated.....

voila

Suzelle:

um, if you ever feel comfortable, telling me what happened to you.. i'd like to hear it, i want to try to understand you to my fullest... to the best i possibly can

i won't ask you though, ever ... cause i don't like the feeling of pressuring people into things...

Sarah:
thanks, when i gain the courage, maybe i will

…

*looks up*

Suzelle:
::huggles you::

Sarah:
*accepts huggle and falls into another world*

Suzelle:
as long as i'm in it ::smiles::

Sarah:
*takes you with me*

Sarah:

can i ask you a question?

Suzelle:
by all means

Sarah:
do you have fun when your with me?

Suzelle:
every moment

Sarah:
why's that?

Suzelle:
cause i feel comfortable and never pressured to do anything when i'm around you, cause i know i can be myself... 

Sarah:
good answer *huggles you*

Suzelle:

::feels happy::

Suzelle:

Are you happy when you’re with me? Do you have fun?

Sarah:

::nodnod:: the only time i'm not happy is when we talk like this, the rest i'm in my glory

ok, well sometimes i get sad....

because i have so much fun, and i don’t want it to end

but i know it will

and that you'll leave

those are the only things that makes me sad

around you

Suzelle:
i'm happy then ^^

Suzelle:

does that make me a mean person?

Sarah:

not at all, i find it very amusing

Suzelle:

oic ... but i want to be a mean person

and if people still hang around me, i'll be truly amazed! 

Sarah:

i will, cause i'll love you either way

Suzelle:

well, it depends to who i guess ...

hehe ::feels special again::

i'm special

Sarah:

you are special

Suzelle:

yay, go me go!

Sarah:

I need help *cries* my picture sucks

Suzelle:

i'm sure it doesn't!

Suzelle:

here ... i'll pose to give you inspiration

:D->----<  

that was me

Sarah:

hehehe cute!!!

do it again

Suzelle:

:D->----<

hehe ^^

maybe some hair ...

S:D->----<

Sarah:

@>--->---

Suzelle:

aww

Sarah:

a rose for you

Suzelle:

::huggles rose::

...ow, thorns

Sarah:

i took them off, whiner

Suzelle:

^^ yes, well ... ::runs away::

Sarah:

hehehe *clutches you*

Suzelle:

woa! ::falls on floor::

::tacklehug!:: muaha

Sarah:

love me tender, love me long, *tackles back* MUA!!

Suzelle:

::counters with a move she has yet to name::

Sarah:

ooo, fighting dirty

Suzelle:

always! is there any order type of fighting?

Sarah:

no, no there isn't 

Suzelle:

::yawns:: me tired

Sarah:

no, ur not leaving right?

Suzelle:

nope

tho i might pass out ^^;

Sarah:

*kisses you*

no you wont

Suzelle:

::blushes::

not anymore

Sarah:

*clings to you for life* i'm gunna miss you

Suzelle:

me gunna miss you too ;_; ::countercling::

Sarah:

aw.... *never stops clinging*

Sarah:

but i mean... it gives me something to talk about that i never can, cause i lost everyone 

because of it. they told me that they never wanted to talk about it and that if i couldn't be 

happy, that they'd take the chance to be and left.

so i was left all alone, with no one to deal with it by myself.. and thats not always the 

funnest thing to do

Suzelle:

that's just ignoring your own miserable future

no, no its not... i always thought no one would understand, and kept it to myself ... people 

like to be around happy people, because its easier to deal with than sad and depressed 

people...

anything to ease their own sufferance and passage through life

Sarah:

so they don't have to get involved and actually connect with anyone

which is really sad, because if you can't talk about everything, how can you possibly begin to understand anything about anyone

Suzelle:

yeah ... the worst ones are the people that 'listen' just to hear themselves talk afterwards 

::shudders:: ...

its obvious you can't understand and grasp everything ... but there's always something more you can learn, about anyone.

Sarah:

even if its not on the brighter side of life.

there will always be faults, nothing can ever be perfect

and so its like we are stuck, in this uncaring world of death

and life, both clinging to each other to survive

Suzelle:

being dependant of one another ... i hate that

cowering behind our fortress of fake friendships and lies ... so that they can never be pulled down

Sarah:

we build them up so strong so we cannot get hurt, we shield ourselves from the real world... 

what we live is not true, its all lies, nothing is real, absolutely nothing, and what can we 

do? its in peoples nature to cower, to hide, to fail in the struggle, we are not meant to be 

weak, yet... why are we made so

Suzelle:

because we can't beleive in our true power? we rely on inanimate objects to run our society and rest peacefully besides them ... like they are a gift from God, to protect us from harm, when it does nothing but bring it … how can we become strong when do nothing to obtain it?

Sarah:

the price of power is to be evil, or so people will say, to be strong you mustn’t care about 

anything, you must be free of society, you cannot be influenced by cultures and races and god, that doesn't not build anything, that does nothing but hide us more, to shower us in our false security blanket of hope, no despair when god is near, there is no way to be strong in our society, it is dead to us

Suzelle:

a thirst to become strong is like the thirst to become the leader of our world ... it will 

end with corruption of our demolished society ... either way we turn, we'll end up being 

finished, why not go with a bit of honor

Sarah:

but the people who rule our society now have no honor... they are cowards, living each day, not taking risks... blowing up other innocent people who are not apart of their lives 

struggle, why do people get pulled into battles that are not their own... why are we forced 

to live like this? it is true, we will be finished, but shouldn't we decide on how we are 

going, or, who’s going to finish us, indefinitely don't want some lunatic ruining it for me or anyone else who wants to live a life without influence

Suzelle:

argh, they hide behind their endless armies and paid guards, those idiots, they disgust me. 

why don't they fight at the end of their line anymore? sure, announce another war, why not? he's not the one taking the risk! he's not the one dying for his country! they sit in their big chairs, thinking they're the head of the world ..... worst part, we elect them!

i hate politicians the most ...they're nothing but cowards, men without honor or grief... and people would say i'm heartless, heh

Sarah:

yeh, people don’t realize what’s really going on... we elect people who look like they could protect us. but we elect monsters that want nothing more that to destroy us

Suzelle:

so aggravating. i'm such a hateful person, but with good reasons. don't they realize that one person cannot protect an entire country when they can barely protect themselves?

Sarah:

i guess not, they are too full of themselves to realize anything, especially the potential 

danger they constantly put us in

Suzelle:

this is why i want my own civilization ... away from all the ignorance and denial... far, far 

away this is why i want to move so badly! it won't help entirely, but i can't take being around these people anymore, i've known them all my life and followed their actions and speeches, it makes me sick. i listen to them in class and feel like hiding under a desk, muttering to my myself to make them go away

Sarah:

what would you do without me?

Suzelle:

cry in a dark and lonely corner and never get out?

::clings to you:: you're never allowed to leave me, muaha

Sarah:

and i hope i never can

i'm cold

Suzelle:

::puts blanket on you:: there you go!

muaha, i'm smart

Sarah:

thank you!! *snuggles in it*

yes you are

Suzelle:

no problemo ^^

Sarah:

if only you were here

i'd never be cold again

Suzelle:

that's so true..

oh well, i'll be there tomorow! go me!

Sarah:

yae!!

can't wait

