A reflection on narratives, truth, and justification
fand growing up in a cult?]
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It already happened

Look too long
And the shadow remains
Moving =
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Memory is but a drawing
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. words obscured
By a lingering shadow
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I testified to graduate
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ou will be our death child
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A garage
with barn house doors
dry winter air
outside
a car running

when i relax, my vision doubles

1. i was stupid [
' | 2. it was an accident
1. it was my first suicide attempt
" El i didn't know,

it was neglect
nobody told me
about exhaust
I was told

I unsure
maybe i'll be wrong again
maybe this isn't really what happene
maybe i'm lying
and i just
don't
B know







Dam suicide poem . txt .

il prove we aren't
helpless

The interstate will be
our garden
Our bodies
fertilizer
A tanker the gardener
I'll be the last
flower to bloom

the creek rushes under me

on the bridge

= they are kind to me here §5=



I know you want to be
The most fuckable compost
On the pile u_g_r dead girls, but,

Nothing will grow from your body

You are sa r not fe rtilizer

l I u’um‘ care about being a martuyr,
f1 when i say i'll eve nnm.!'i'u kill myself
pels like the only true
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A Collar Cutting Poem

It is time to wear the collar - \

With pearls and a heart-shaped tag §f
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It's time to wear the smilel;
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This paper
Framed by leather
A circle on a square
Is proof that you can 't be upmuted"
It is the silver scissors that can
cut the umbilical cord
Feeding the placenta into the baby
After it has grown
Sick and miserable

olding in your mout
The one that's been
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Suicide would be hypocritical
For girls like us:
It's a privilege to kill yourself

I am good, I am helpful,
[ have survived abuse
[ am an inspiration

you say ab-use
like

there's a right way to be used

the only problem was we were used
incorrectly

like

you see us as sub-human

sub-servient

i'll take our humanity in our hands
& make them recognize it
freedom from encyclopedias
from googling & helping & trying & keeping up
with the footwork of living




There is no freedom in death -
You only become an idea You've lost the color in your eyes e
Completely controlled by others The iris' shades. desaturated g
Used to show off how pained they are Gray, glaring back in the reflection
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LjoLt have tofollow your institutions & rules
yau don 't want to fail & be one of thase people
who take time off
there’s nothing bad about being of those people &
be honest,
wed both love theattention fram afailed suicide atternp




Shut Up

It's my responsibility to make athers foel betfer

It's ny responsibility tokegp other paople from kalling themselhves
Its dlonme

It's dlonme

[ livefar athers & can't ket tham down

we are alive but
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Skin on the table
Bare flesh dripping bl .
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Your discomfort validates me \g walered not from sweat but tears

I logged the seventh consecu tive 0 in a column

Under Suicide: Felt Urge ‘
Wondering if I'll still be able to write good poetry




You affirm and squeeze me tig
Your wool must be red by now.

uet uﬂu aven i‘ﬂmwn thorns §

¥, aHI feel is cozy '

e A p!ucﬁ: my spines §
I am assured this is normal §
@ Did you know that|@
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