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SANJARITI

Sama sam
moj me parfem podsjeca
namene



HERE | AM AND FUCK YOU IF YOU CAN'T
UNDERSTAND ME

Skarice za nokte su toliko stare i zardale da kad njima odreZem
nokte ostanu leZati i hrdati dok ja radim druge stvari, svakodnevne
stvari, kupujem raj¢ice, mozzarelu, pla¢em poput poZara u $umi,
tijelo mi je prepuno droge Zivotaivalova, aljubav je ta koja stvara
njegove rijeci, oblikuje glas, a ne ono.

Ono izvladi perje iz jastuka kad svane i nema nikakvog postovanja
za ono $to jest, nego samo za ono $to ce bit, tijelo je sanjalo da

je unajljepsem okolisu koje je ikada vidjelo, ali je onda ostalo
razocarano, u njegovom krevetu smrdi po lesevima, cijelo vrijeme
slika svojom krvlju.

Pravo ja je samotno ja, kao sto je prvo vrijeme samotno vrijeme, a
ljeto nemilosrdno mirise, poput fotografije. Jesen mirise na novo
vrijeme. PredlaZem: da mu nikada ne dode kraj. Pitas se kad ¢e

mu do¢i kraj, na $to ja kaZem da dokle god diSemo nije kraj, to
pokusavam pokazati i neka sam ludakinja.

Prije sam se bojala da nisam ona vrsta ludakinje koja se zna snaci;
koristiti zahod u kafi¢u u kojem nisam pila, pobjeci bez placanja
racuna u restoranu ili uvjeriti vratare da sam dovoljno stara.
Usamljenost moZe do¢iiznenada, ali ¢ovjek je ne bi smio koristiti
da svoj Zivot ucini dosadnijim ili tuZnijim nego $to jest.

(Here I am and fuck you if you can’t understand me)



MRZIM PRIRODU

Mrzim prirodu
ne mogu podnijeti pogled na mjesece
no¢ zanoéi

Sada sunce tako njezno

stoji iznad planina i jedino $to je preostalo
oprezan je skok zeca preko svega tog
ravnog

I sada se nesto odlomi u meni

kao led u globalnom zatopljenju

kad puno leda padne umore ono postane svoje
1tako se nesto odlomi u mene

ipostane ja

Zatim scena serenade

itijela

arkticka svjetlost preko mora i smrti

Napustila sam svoju staru ideologiju, a moja nova je da pokusam
stvoriti vlastiti



rje¢nik

A imala sam i cvijet pored sebe
ukrevetu

kad su mislili da sam mrtva
Sest sam se godina bojala smrti

ali tek sada shvacam da je Zivot kratak i onda se uplasim i samog
Zivota,

bas kao $to dodo plese do kraja Zivota i zato sam tako sretna kad se
sjetim

da ¢ovjek moze raditi $to Zeli, a ja ne Zelim ¢ekati da oni pomisle da
sam mrtva

kako bih imala cvijet pored sebe u krevetu
arkticka svjetlost iznad planina s druge
strane

zdravi zaljuljani njeZni mir



disem

arkticku svjetlost s oba plu¢na krila
Uzdahnem, zaspem

Nazovem

pocinjem osjecati okus krvi u ustima i
jutroje

ona odgovara kosom ona odgovara suzama
Vrijeme prolazi

Od srama

ne poludis

nego tilice

postane zategnuto

Ne volim brigu o koZi



»stalno hidratizirajte kozu“
ne volim taj savjet

Ohboze

Neide

Legnem na pod i zaZmirim
polako umirem

iako sam prislonila uho na tlo—ne
¢ujem nista,

¢ini se da zemlja

nema srca

ha ha, znala sam to

da samo more ima puls

I prestala sam vjerovatiu



okolis,

sada vjerujem
mozZda ne iskljucivo,
alijako,

daje

»Gen jedinica informacija o naslijedenim osobinama koja se
nasljeduje od roditelja

na dijete”

tako je to —ne Zdere me

dobar je osjecaj vise ne mo¢i kriviti nekoga
Vise ne moram razmisljati jesam li

sredina ili ispod svakog nivoa

jednostavno Jesam

itojelijepo



Slusam Celine Dion i pijem pivo

to je poezija o prirodi za mene

Moja misao je cvijet u mojoj glavi

jastuk miriSe na urin ali to me ne smeta

uskoro ¢e tamo procvasti cijela livada

po njoj ¢u hodati kad zaspem

hodat ¢u bosonoga jer priroda nije narocito gruba
jasam grublja

Imala sam jedno razdoblje u Zivotu kada sam nosila samo crnu
odjecu

zato ne znam $to ¢u obudi sutra,
sve je crno
Kad gledam kroz prozor vidim sve do

underground klubova gdje sam znala sanjati



Voljela sam ovaj grad prije nego $to je dobio zidove
voljela sam ovo more prije nego $to je prokrvarilo
idok sam ga gledala

izdaleka i mirisalo je po

Naranc¢ama

Hladnodi

Vjetru

osjecala sam to sa svih strana

Presavijanje znojenje opekline obecavali su ozdravljenje
koje ti svr§ava u usta, moj orgazam

zaspe uz zvukove Zivotinja

ubijegu

Moja divna sudbina je da se pobrinem da u paket kruha ne dospije
zrak tako da francuski kruh



ne postane tvrd

da te ne razocara to

I $to Zele ukloniti sve $to

ne Zivi

ne hoda

ne jede

ne skuplja

Divljacki kisi, kapljice bicuju

prozorska stakla, i eksplodiraju i eksplodiraju i padaju u rijeke
ne znam to, nisam bila

Osjecaj je kao da me netko zgrabi za kosu, njeZno kao da je Zivot
vec zavrsio i treba ga

sumirati

nije strasno



ali na ovakve Dane vrijeme nas upozorava

na ono §to ¢e doci

smedost

je ve¢ dosla

svaki dan dogada se ,,ono $to se ne smije dogoditi*
Kako volim zvuk

televizora

zato $to je besmislen i neizdrZiv

Jednom sam gledala dokumentarac o Christianiji. radilo se o djeci
koja

su tamo odrasla traumatizirana za cijeli Zivot zbog sveg tog seksa i
droge (just another day in

motherfucking paradise). mogla sam osjetiti miris zlostavljanja i
pepeljare kroz televizijski

ekran, prljave nokte ljudi



Netko je rekao da nikada ne¢u biti ¢ista u glavi 1da sam andeo,
Zivotinjica,

danas sam sjedila na Medborgarplatsen i osjecala
vjetrove promjene

u bilo kojem trenutku moZe se bilo $to desiti
¢ovjek nikada ne zna kad ¢e biti sljede¢i dogadaj
molim predvidivog boga da budem

poput meduze koja lebdi u vodi, da ne znam

$to slijedi da ne budem spremna

jer to nema ni miris ni boju ali mora

biti dobro



TWITTER TIME

Ako uskoro umrem zapamtite da sam vas sve voljela, cure i decke,
odrasle

idjecu, crneibijele, sve bez razlike

Danas sam vidjela jednog decka iimala osjecaj da sam mogla biti
njegova cura

u proslom Zivotu

gledam dokumentarac o metallici
bez tona

gledam mobitel

Ho¢u da mi netko prati tweetove. sada.

Hoc¢u tetovazu necega iz mora

Isuse kako smo uZivali kad smo bili mali i plakali. A mama bi rekla
soprosti“ & pokusala

te utjesiti ali ti bi samo nastavio plakati jer je tako lijepo imati mo¢

Ja sam Zlatan



Mrzim li samo ja djecu princeze madeleine?

Jucer sam upoznala ovjeka koji je preZivio auschwitz. rekao je da
izgledam kao ona iz tv-

serije most

Kad dodem doma hocu gledati neki dokumentarac

Kakav je osjecaj nekoga ubiti.

Kvragu trebali bismo se zanimati za znanost, npr. svemir i prirodu.
Netko zna

neki dobar dokumentarac o tome?

LeZim na groblju i piSem, to je nekako simboli¢no

MoZe li mi netko podariti mir duse????

Najstravicnija glupost koju sam ¢ula: reci da je netko tvoj djed iako
nije, samo zato $to je to neki starac kojeg poznajes

Obrisi prah s usnica
Ovaj tweet sponzorira moj mozak

Ovako Ce se zvati moja autobiografija:



Ja sam napola pas napola vuk
Pjesnici su kao modeli samo u tekstu

Pokusavam smisliti o ¢emu bih tweetala
adato ne narusi moj integritet

Prije nekoliko godina nesto se dogodilo

Sad ¢u procijeniti koliko je ljudi zaljubljeno u mene. mislim
mozda 10. ne znam je li to iznad ili ispod prosjeka

Sve sam vas zaboravila jer takva sam ja, Zivim u trenutku.

Svi bi trebali biti punk

Svaki ,,clickbait“ me dirne

Svi koji Zele skratiti moje pjesme su fasisti

Sto ako si krivo shvatio jako puno ljudi?

Sto ako je Bog poslao sve ljude na zemlju kako bi imao besplatan

pornic¢
svaki dan



Sto treba ponijeti kad ides na plazu? zna netko?

Stobih ja bez twittera? kao sunce bez mjeseca. dakle, preZivjela bih
bez problema.

Ultrazvuk, za mene je to djecja pornografija

Upravo sam skuhala neko jebeno jelo koje bi neki jebeni seljak
mogao skuhati

Vlak ve¢ jako dugo stoji u Sumi... uvijek se uplasim da je rat kad se
to dogodi.
»Vlak stoji zbog rata“

Vrijeme je za Twitter. To je doba dana

Zamisli da objave knjigu svega sto je napisano pa obrisano. tu
bih knjigu voljela procitati.

Zamisli da voza¢ autobusa postane novi statusni posao
Zasto ljudi mrze linkove na Zivotinje? Obi¢no su jakoslatki/
zanimljivi

zabavni/dirljivilll!

Zasto kreveti nisu napravljeni kao kreveti u bolnici? s podizanjem i
spustanjem i



onakvim stolom koji je pri¢vrséen za krevet

Zivot mi se ¢ini kao noéna mora
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ATT DAGDROMMA

Jag &r ensam
min parfym pdminner mig
om mig



HERE I AM AND FUCK YOU IF YOU CAN'T
UNDERSTAND ME

En nagelsax ir s gammal och rostig att nir jag klipper naglarna
med den s ligger de sjélva dar och rostar medan jag gér andra
saker, vardagliga saker, kdper nagra tomater, en mozarellaost,
grater som elden i solen, har en kropp full av livets knark och vigor
och det dr kirleken som skapar dess ord, formar rosten, inte den.
Den drar fjddrarna ur kuddarna nar det ljusnar och den har ingen
respekt for det som &r, bara for det som ska bli, kroppen drémde att
den vari det vackraste landskapet den sett men den blev besviken,
det luktar kadaver i dess sing, den malar hela tiden med sitt blod.
Det sanna jaget dr det ensamma jaget som den forsta tiden dr en
ensam tid och sommaren luktar helt skoningslost, som ett fotografi.
Hosten luktar som en ny tid. Jag foreslér: att det aldrig ska ta slut.
Du undrar nér det ska ta slut men da siger jag att sa lange vi andas
finns inget slut, det r det jag forscker visa och d4 4r jag gérna
galenpannan.

Forut hade jag dngest Gver att jag inte var en sin galenpanna som
kunde fixa saker; ldna toaletten pa ett fik fast man inte var kund,
smita frdn restaurangnotan eller 6vertyga vakter om att man hade
dldern inne. Ensamheten kan komma pl6tsligt men man far inte
utnyttja den for att gora sitt liv mer trakigt eller sorgligt dn vad det
redan ir.

(Here I am and fuck you if you can’t understand me)



JAG HATAR NATUREN

Jag hatar naturen
jag star inte ut med att titta pA manar
natt efter natt

Nu ligger solen s mjukt
over bergen och det enda som finns kvar ar
en hares forsiktiga skutt Gver allt
det platta

Och nulossnar nat inom mig
som isen under den globala uppvirmningen
nir mycket is faller ner i havet, blir hav sjilvt
sa lossnar nat inom mig
och blir mig

Sen scen serenad

och kroppar

arktiskt ljus 6ver havet och doden

Jag har 6vergett min gamla ideologi och min nya ér att forscka
skapa mig min egna



ordbok

Och jag har ocksa haft en blomma bredvid mig
isdngen

nér de trodde jag var dod

I'sex ar har jag varit radd fér déden

men det dr forst nu som jag forstér att livet &r kort och da blir jag
ocksa radd for

sjdlva livet, precis som dronten dansar dagen ut och darfor blir jag
s glad nir jag

tanker pa att man fr gora vad man vill och jag vill inte vénta tills de
tror jag ar dod

med att f4 ha en blomma bredvid mig i singen
arktiskt ljus 6ver bergen pa andra
sidan

sund gung mjuk lugn



andas

arktiskt ljus 6ver bada lungor

Jag suckar, jag somnar

Jag ringer ett samtal

det borjar smaka blod i munnen och
det &r morgon

hon svarar med har hon svarar med tarar
Tid gar

Skammen gor en

inte galen,

men i ansiktet

stram

Jag tycker inte om hudvérd



“terfukta hela tiden huden”

jag tycker inte om det tipset

Ah herregud

Det gérinte

Jag lagger mig pa marken och blundar,
sakta dor

fast att jag trycker 6rat mot marken —hor
jag ingenting,

det verkar som att jorden

inte har ndgot hjirta

ha ha, det har jag alltid vetat

att det dr bara havet som har en puls

Och jag har slutat tro pa



miljo,

jag tror numera
kanske inte bara,
men mycket,
péatt

”Genen 4r en enhet for information om &rftliga egenskaper, som
drvs fran foraldrar

till avkomman”

det dr som det ar - det &ter inte

det kanns bra att inte lingre kunna skylla pd nigon
Jag behover inte lingre fundera pd om jag ar
medel- eller underklass

jag bara Ar

och det &r skont



Jag lyssnar pa Celine Dion och dricker &1

det ar naturlyrik f6r mig

Min tanke dr en blomma i mitt huvud

kudden luktar kiss och jag bryr mig inte

snart slér en hel dng ut dar

den ska jag g pd ndr jag somnat

jag ska ga barfota for naturen ar inte sarskilt hard
jag dr hardare

Jag hade en period i livet dé jag bara bar svarta klader
darfor vet jag inte vad jag ska ha for klader imorgon,
allt dr svart

Nir jag tittar ut genom fonstret ser jag dnda bort till

svartklubbarna dar jag brukade drémma



Jag élskade den hir staden innan den hade murar
jag dlskade det hir havet innan det forblodde
och jag sag det fran

langt héll och det luktade

Apelsin

Kyla

Vind

jag kdnde det fran alla hall

Svank svett sveda lovar bot och bittring
som kommer i din mun, min orgasm

somnar in till ljud av djur

pa flykt

Mitt harliga 6de ér att se till att det inte kommer luft i brodpaketet
s4 att franskbrodet



blir hirt

Man blir besviken dé

Och pa allt pa de vill ta bort

Det lever inte

det gérinte

Det dter inte

det samlar inte

Det regnar valdsamt, dropparna piskas

mot rutorna, och sprangs och springs och landar pa floder
jag inte kédnner till, inte varit vid

Det kanns som ndgon tar i mitt har, 5mt som om livet redan 4r 6ver
och ska

summeras

det 4ringen fara



men Dagen som detta vider varnar oss
for kommer komma

den brunheten

har redan kommit

varje dag hidnder “det som inte far handa”
Som jag élskar ljudet av

tv

for att det dr 16nl6st och outhardligt

En géng sag jag en dokumentir om Christiania. den handlade om
att barn som

vixte upp dar traumatiserades for livet pga allt sex och knark (just
another day in

motherfucking paradise). jag kunde kénna lukten av 6vergrepp och

askfat genom tv-

rutan, folks smutskanter pa naglarna



Négon sa att jag kommer aldrig bli klar i skallen och att jag var en
dngel, ett litet djur,

jag satt pA Medborgarplatsen idag och kinde
forandringens vindar

nir som helst kan vad som helst hinda

man vet aldrig nir nasta hiandelse intréffar

jag ber till den férutsigbara guden att jag ska vara
som en manet som flyter i vattnet, att jag inte ska
veta vad som kommer sen att jag inte ska vara beredd
for det har varken lukt eller farg men att det maste

varabra



TWITTER TIME

Alla som vill férkorta mina dikter &r fascister
Allt borde va punk
Allt som &r klickvanligt” berr mig

Bland det mest harresande tontiga jag vet: siga att nan dr ens farfar
fast den inte &r

det, bara for det 4r en gammal gubbe som man kinner
Borsta din askan fran ldpparna

Den hir tweeten sponsras av min hjidrna

Det ér twitter time. Det &r den tiden pa dynget

Det hande en grej for ndgra ar sen

Det hir ska min sjalvbiografi heta:

Jag dr hilften hund halften varg



Fan man skulle bli intresserad av vetenskap typ rymden o naturen.
Nan som vet en

bra dokumentir om detta?
Forsoker komma pa saker o twittra.
Som inte inkréktar pd min integritet

Har just lagat nan jivla mat som nan jivla bonde pd landet hade
kunnat laga

Herregud vaman njot nér man va liten o grit. O ens mamma sa
“forlat” &amp; forsokte

trosta men man fortsatte gréta for det var s& skont m makt

Idag nér jag sag en kille kindes det som jag hade varit ihop med

honom i mitt férra
liv

Igar triffade jag en som 6verlevde auschwitz. han sa att jag sdg ut
som hon fran tv-

serien bron



Jag har glomt er alla for san e jag, lever i nuet

Jag vill att nan favoriserar mina tweets. nu.

Jag vill tatuera in nét fran havet

Jag dr Zlatan

Kan nagon ge mig frid i min sjal 2222

Kollar ner i telefonen

kollar pa en dokumentdr om metallica,

utan ljud

Ligger pa kyrkogarden och skriver, det kidnns symboliskt
Livet kidnns som en mardrém

Nu ska jag géra en uppskattning pd hur manga som e kéra i mig, jag
tror att det 4r

kanske 10 st. Vet inte om det dr i 6ver- eller underkant

Nér jag kommer hem vill jag kolla pd en dokumentér



Om jag skulle d6 mkt snart sd kom ihdg att ja dlskade er alla, tjejer
som killar, vuxna

o barn, svarta o vita, jag gjorde ¢j skillnad pa nan
Poeter dr som modeller fast inom text
Téank om busschauffor skulle bli det nya statusyrket

Ténk om det skulle tryckas en bok med allting som skrivits och sen
raderats. den

boken skulle jag vilja ldsa.
Tank om man har missforstétt jattemanga manniskor?

Téget har sttt stilla i skogen jatteldnge. .. alltid radd att det blivit
krig ndr d hander.

"Taget star stilla pga krig”
Ultraljud, det &r barnporr fér mig
Undra hur det kédnns att mérda nagon.

Undra om Gud sénde alla manniskor till jorden for att han skulle fa

gratis porrfilm



varje dag
Vad ska man ha med sig om man ska till stranden? nén som vet?

Vad vore jag utan twitter? som solen utan ménen. dvs hade klarat
sigbra

Varfor hatar folk sina djur/klicklinkar?
det dr ju oftast jattegulligt / intressant
underhéllande / rérande!!!!

Varfor 4r inte sangen inrittad mer som pé ett sjukhus? haj- och
sankbar med sant

bord som sitter fast pa sangen

Ar det bara jag som hatar prinsessan madeleines barn?



TWITTER
TIME

Translated by Jakob Nilsson




TO DAYDREAM

I'm alone
my perfume reminds me
of me



HERE I AM AND FUCK YOU IF YOU CAN'T
UNDERSTAND ME

A nail cutter is so old and rusty that when I cut my nails they
themselves lay there and rust while I do other things, everyday
things, buying tomatoes, a mozzarella, crying like the fire in the
sun, having a body filled with the drug of life and waves and it is
love that creates its words, shapes the voice, not it.

It pulls the feathers from the pillow when the day lightens and it
has no respect for what is, only for what’s to be, the body dreamt
that it was in the most beautiful landscape it has ever seen but was
disappointed, it smells of carcass in its bed, it’s constantly painting
with its blood.

The true selfis the lonely self like the first time is the lonely time
and the summer smells unmerciful, like a photography. Autumn
smells like a new time. I suggest: that it shall never end. You wonder
when it will end but I say as long as we are breathing there is no end,
that’s what I'm trying to show and I'm pleased to be the madcap.

T used to be anxious about that I wasn’t a madcap that could fix
things; use the bathroom at a café without being a customer, run
from the restaurant bill or convince bouncers that I'm old enough.
Loneliness can arrive suddenly but you shouldn’t use it to make
your life more boring or sad than it already is.

(Here I am and fuck you if you can’t understand me)



| HATE NATURE

I hate nature
I can’t stand looking at moons
night after night

Now the sun lies so smooth

over the mountains and the only thing that remains is
arabbits gentle leap over everything

flat

And now something inside me comes loose

like ice during the global warming

when lots of ice falls into the ocean, becomes ocean
something inside me comes loose

and becomes me

Soon scene serenade
and bodies
arctic light over the sea and death

I have abandoned my old ideology and my new one is to try to
create my own



dictionary

AndThave also had a flower beside me
inbed

when they thought I was dead

I'have been afraid of death for six years

but it is not until now that I understand that life is short and then
again [ become afraid of life itself,

just like the dodo dances until the day ends and it makes me so
happy when I think about that you

can do whatever you want and I don’t want to wait until they think
I'm dead

with having a flower beside me in bed
arctic light over the mountains on the other
side

sane swing soft serenity



breath

arctic light over both lungs

Isigh, Ifall asleep

I'make a phone call

I'm tasting blood in my mouth and
it’s morning

she answers with hair she answers with tears
Time passes

Shame doesn’t make you

mad,

but stiffin the

face

I don’t like skincare



“constantly moisturize the skin”

I don’t like that advice

Oh God

[can’tdoit

Ilie on the ground and close my eyes,
slowly dying

even though I'm pressing my ear to the ground — I hear
nothing,

it seems like earth

doesn’t have a heart

ha ha, I've always known that

that it’s only the ocean that has a pulse

And I have stopped believing in

47



nature,

now I believe,
maybe not only,
but alot

that

“A gene s alocus (or region) of DNA which is made up of
nucleotides and is the molecular unit of heredity”

itis what it is—it doesn’t eat

it feels good no longer being able to blame someone
Ino longer need to think about if 'm

middle or under class

Ionly Am

and it’s nice

Ilisten to Celine Dion and drink beer



that’s nature poetry to me

My thought is a flower in my head

the pillow smells pee and I don’t care

a full meadow soon blossoms there

I'will walk on it when I fall asleep

I will walk barefoot because nature is not very hard
I'm harder

For a period in my life I only wore black clothes
that’s why I don’t know what to wear tomorrow,
everything is black

When Ilook through the window I see all the way to
the underground clubs where I used to dream

Iloved this city before it had walls



Iloved this sea before it bled

and I'saw it from

afar and it smelled

Orange

Cold

Wind

[ felt it from all directions

Sway sweat sear promises amends
that comes in your mouth, my orgasm
falling asleep to the sound of animals
in flight

My lovely fate is to make sure that air doesn’t enter the bread bag
and makes the

white bread hard



Then you will be disappointed

And in everything they want to remove

It doesn’t live

it’s not possible

It doesn’t eat

it doesn’t collect

It’s raining violently, drops are whipped

against the windows, and explode and explode and land on rivers
I've never heard of, never been to

It feels like someone is touching my hair, fondly as if life is already

over and will
be summarized

don’t worry



but the Day that this weather is warning us
for will come

that brownness

has already come

“what can’t happen” happen everyday
How I love the sound of

tv

because it’s useless and unbearable

Once I watched a documentary about Christiania it was about that
kids who

grew up there were traumatized for life b/c all the sex and drugs
(just another day in

motherfucking paradise). I could smell the smell of abuse and
ashtray through the tv

screen, the edge of dirt under the nails



Someone said that I will never be right in the head and that I was
and angel, a small animal.

I'sat on Medborgarplatsen today and felt

the winds of change

whatever can happen whenever

you never know when the next thing will happen
I pray to the predictable god that I will be

like a jellyfish floating in the water, that [ won’t
know what will come later that I won’t be ready
because it doesn’t have smell nor color but it must

be good



TWITTER TIME

all ”clickbait” touches me

am I the only one who hates princess madeleine’s kids?
Brush off the ash from the lips

Can someone give me peace in my soul????

Damn I should get interested in science like space n nature. Anyone
know a good documentary about this?

Everyone who wants to shorten my poems are fascists

Everything should be punk

God how you enjoyed crying as a kid. And your mom said "sorry”
& tried to comfort but you kept crying because it was so nice

being powerful

how would I do without twitter? like the sun without the moon.
would be fine that is

Iam Zlatan



I've forgotten you all because that’s the way I am. living in the
present

if Thappen to die vry soon I want you to know that Iloved you
all, boys & girls, adults & kids, black & white, I liked everyone
equally

I met an auschwitz survivor yesterday. he said that Ilooked like the
woman in the

tv series bron

I want someone to favorite my tweets. now.

I'want to tattoo something from the sea

It’s twitter time. It’s that time of day

just cooked some fucking meal that some fucking farmer in the
country could’ve cooked

Life feels like a nightmare
Looking down at my phone
lying at the cemetery while writing, it feels symbolic

Now I'm going to estimate how many ppl that are in love with me,

55



I think
it might be ten ppl. Don’t know if it’s an over- or underestimate

One of the most chillingly cheesy things I know: sayin that
someone is your grandpa though he isn’t, just bc it’s an old man
that you know

Poets are like models but within text

Something happened a couple of years ago

The title of my autobiography:
I'm half dog half wolf

The train has been standing still in the woods 4ever...always scared
it’s war when that happens.
”The train is standing still due to war”

This tweet is sponsored by my brain

Trying to come up with stuff to tweet
that doesn’t infringe onmy integrity

Ultrasound, that’s child pornography to me

watching a documentary about metallica,
on mute



what are you supposed to bring to the beach? anyone know?

what if a book was published containing everything that has been
written and then deleted. I would like to read that book.

What if bus driver was to be the new high-status profession
what if you have misunderstood a lot of people?
When I get home I wanna watch a documentary

when I saw a guy today it felt like I had dated him in my previous
life

why aren’t beds designed more like hospital beds? height adjustable
with one of those tables attached to it

why do people hate on those animal click links? they’re usually
very cute/entertaining/ touching!!!

wonder how it feels to kill someone.
Wonder if God sent all people to earth just so he could get free

porn

every day
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