


There are days, i look at this book with discust.

Why would | create this. Why would | need this?

Am | so entitled? That | want to prove that i belong. That im

not just endlessly roaming the confinds?

But other days, | add a page, of the deep hurtfull passing |

make myself believe.

Every feeling only given a few millimeters of thought. But

hopefully one day a cubic of meaning.



Recognizable faces, recounting epic stories.
Parties held together, by stamina long gone.

Visits that should have been a 15 minutes,
but turned out to be 6 cities.

Events a.p.a.rt o.f

Fuck, | wish | had friends



Frozen in time,

multiple tables, moments and lives,
shapes ever evolving,

just rearanged.
No matter

how close the bond is,
always miles away

Fuck, | wish | got friends







.mm.w 708
G X e 0(!’0‘90
>

Cnr NSO




-
Present D G@d) ]
Dreadless \ENA f

Pilek

numb '
/ ¥ |'A'7}Er 1S

Nothing
14

more



Gezien de omstandigheden, valt er weinig aan te doen

Ervalt hier niets aan te veranderen
Hetiswathetis
Thiswatis









