it sucks being alone
with no one to talk to, 
no voice or words, 
sitting there alone, 
with no actions or way to do anything, 
just there in a room with no outlet out
you just there in your room at night
or all alone one the weekends, 
and you wonder why 
you keep wanting to move on, 
keeping fighting for the next day, 
keep living keep loving
or trying to find love,
I bleed last night, 
not a lot, 
wasn't me trying,
cutting up some food,
the knife slipped
and tore the flesh
and I watched myself,
my life blood bleed out
just a little
keeping my word
but wishing to bleed
to feel that sweet release
or the pain to match
the heart that is bleeding
but I keep my word,
alone in my room,
with just my thoughts,
and just my words,
in my head,
I sit alone
