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There are so many things

Wrong in my life

I can’t begin to count

Why did it happen

Just like this

So much anger

I can’t place it.

This hate for having it held

It’s always

One after another

Like bullets without a purpose

Tearing holes in my flesh

I try to understand

How it all went so wrong

But it’s obvious

That it’s me who’s wrong

It’s me who gets blamed

And I take it out

On you.

