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Whispered words

Never ending battles

With small, delicate surroundings

Pain bursts from the inside

You don’t trust me…

Saying I won’t understand

How you came up with that,

I don’t get.

These feelings

Of hurt and anger

Fall from my eyes

Keeping these drowning thoughts

From losing total control.

I lay alone

Ashamed

For what?

I know not.

But all I know

Is I can’t hold it all in…

I have to explode

Or at least die without a word.

