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I hear them

Echoing

Pounding

Pleading in my head

Knowing the haunt

They beckon me

Using me as a puppet

Then discarding me

Until they get bored again.

They hurt my life

Causing so deep an indent

It’s not fixable

Ever.

These voices

Call out to me

More often than not

Bribing

If I die

I'll be in eternal heaven

So

Should I listen?

