
h is for hopelessness
happiness
h is for house



i don’t know how to exist around you





i can’t
i don’t know why



but i don’t feel jealous
the sounds and the smells 
and the whole world 
still on me



to hit in vain or unfairly or out of control
tous les coups sont permis



so easy for them to flirt Exploring la tristesse walk/laugh
she will do anything in despair. amours contrariées
pas la paine



i don’t think that anything will be ok



a way to control herself and the tears were running amply from her eyes, so that after a while they created a 
lake all around her



I wish we had burnt you. I can’t stand the thought of yourotting





what we had and what we were/ lives in the things/ don’t touch/irritate the scars/ avoid contact



it gets easier./ because we forget



The room seems empty/tick-tock/Shall I come in?/”it’s a secret”/I whispered and nodded/with a 
trembling voice/ My stomach was still in knots/ I paused and looked down/ I turned around and 
went back



a look on her watch/ a sign that she was going to leave/ She stood for a moment by the door, she smiled at 
me and left quietly. After she left I stood still for some time. /everything was over and I was free/ without 
wanting it.



somewhere in the middle/ with pain and query/ and some unfulfilled loves/ I’m in despair/ l’instict de mort/ 
fail/ a completely political act



to abandon home/ they carry with them/ wild landscapes/ for the spring/ that is depressing/ even more





when sorrows come the one after the other I feel more comfortable
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