






We’re symbols of 
sorrow echoed into the 
mirrors of songs not 

sung.



I see you! But why are 
you here? Don’t you know 

what this place is?

What 
it feels? 

What it smells 
like ? What the 
walls speak 

to?

The walls are here to tell 
you what you want to hear 

aren’t they? I see you! I 
really see you.



A bleeding 
vision isn’t it? What you 

want to see? But do you see 
us? Are we part of the 

vision? 

Part of your 
lies? Where’s the 

truth in the 
mediocrity ?

You keep coming to 
us for validation that 

you’re worth something 
right?

It’s a fleeting 
notion for you to hang 

that flag on it.. your own 
peace placed in here.

We’re not 
your peace! We 
have our own 

troubles!

Our own echos 
in the ember and 

you want to hang all 
of your failures 

on us?





He’s lazy 
that’s it! He wanted 

to us this broken void to 
try to fix a piece of 
himself well fuck 

you pal!

We’re 
not your therapy 

sessions!

He thinks there is 
unity in here but 
there isn’t.. not 

right now.

We can’t 
keep the peace 

in the coy pond.. 
they hate us.. 
and they hate 

you.

We’re new but 
does that make it 

better? What about 
the wrongs we’re 

causing ?

The 
void can be fixed, 

pens can be carved 
with digital swords to 

make a new 
paradise.

They only hate 
him because 

we’re different.. a 
new era of 

something not 
seen before.



He’s just 
watching us, a 

jaded broken man 
thinking this means 

anything.
Keep floating in 
abject failure .

It’s 
more than 

floating, he’s 
right to be 

outcasted! Look at this 
void! Look how much of 
an advancement it is?

How will they 
compete? How will 

they thrive and 
grow ?

You can’t 
outlast the 

artificial tree you 
plant in this place.. 

it’s not real.. it has no 
oxygen.. it’s a fake 
commercial holiday 
store decoration!

He doesn’t 
want to 

acknowledge it, I 
think he prefers 

the ostrich 
method. 

Or 
blind as a 
bat? The 

oxymoron 
from the 
moron.



He’s a baker 
trying to say the 

cake he’s making is 
real when the 

ingredients are a 
parlor trick.. a half 
baked magicians code 
of ethics riddled in 

fake white 
rabbits.

See! He still 
lingers on 

slaving away on the 
machine.. he doesn’t 
care! God he is not! 

A scribe of 
suffering and lust 
for power is how 
he’s becoming.

When are 
you going to 

realize you can’t 
leave this place? You 
can’t leave us? You’re 

stuck in the void.. 
destined to never 

leave ! Destined to 
be hated for 
being here.

Worthless!

Worthless! 



Is it sinking in? 
The reason why you 

can’t get out of this 
void is because your 

needy desperation to be 
something has put you in 
your own prison.. you 

want to serve out your 
sentence here 

Capone! 

Don’t flatter  him with 
a celebrity status name 

he’s a nobody! He is our foul 
creator hiding in his own 

shadows!
Your inner child must be 
proud of this fall from 

grace.

I can’t say 
I’m surprised, 

he’s fallen way 
harder before like 

the apple to 
newton.. it doesn’t 

get more bare 
bones dry than 

here.

You’re 
struggling 

aren’t you? Coming 
up with excuses for 

your pen? Struggling 
to keep this void 

consistent? Even my 
inner child says 

you’re a 
disgrace!

You’re a 
fucking 

disgrace!



He’s silent 
because he’s 
blind! He’s 

abandoned us in the 
end! You sick tyrant 

bastard creating 
because you feel 

some kind of 
emptiness!

Are we 
marbles? Play 
things for your 

amusement?

We had hopes! We 
had dreams! Does 

that even matter to 
you? Show yourself! 

All powerful creator 
you’re watching with 

vigor and wet 
roses!

Show 
yourself!

Stop hiding..

Stop 
shaking in the 

trees and 
become one of 

the ground!



Where are you? 
In your cell? 

Stoking the fires of 
your own inadequacy? 

Step up!! We didn’t 
ask to be created! 

Show yourself! 

He won’t 
take 

accountability for 
this fake sunset 

beach, it’s so stock.. 
it’s a greeting card 

of pretty visuals 
and no 

substance!

You have a right 
to be hated, look 

how easy you made this 
void! It lacks human 

emotion! It’s vapid and 
empty like your 
thoughts and 

feelings!

The void will 
grow and 

everything will sink 
in vain.. he’s afraid 
to show himself 

to us..

We’re just 
puppets! 

objects for his 
amusement..



If you care about 
us you will show 

yourself! This void is 
just a callous nature 

of your own 
wickedness!

There are many of 
us here! Show us 

who you are!

Don’t resist the 
urge to hide in the 

shadows! We see you! 
We know you are here! 

There is no hiding in 
the void!

Even I’m tired of 
your excuses!

Where are 
you??? Come 
speak to us!! 
Present your 

case!!

Come speak 
to us!!! Show 

your face 
coward..









I’m 
always here.. 
always have 

been.

Listening to your 
cries, to your woes.. 
your criticisms but 

none of you 
understand.



Understand 
what? You’re 

jaded notions of 
creativity? You play 
with thorns and hand 

us baskets of 
poison roses with a 

smile time after 
time!

He’s a false 
creator, fabrications 

of his own 
brainwashing.

Answer this 
creator, do we 

matter? Do we get 
to exist? Or are we 
just parts of your 

sick laughs?

Do we 
matter? Why do 

you keep us here? 
Toil with us in such 

a cruel and 
mysterious 

fashion?

He can’t 
answer 

because he 
can’t defend 
his actions.



I want you to 
understand my 

side! it’s trial by 
fire here.. I deserve 
a trial by my peers.. 

I consider you 
peers since I 
created you..

I know you 
didn’t ask for 
it but I just 
wanted to-

To what? 
Control us? Make us 

dance when you’re 
depressed? To give us 

fucked up troubles for 
you to solve so you can 

feel good about 
yourself? 

This void is so 
different then the way 

other people create, we are 
controversial and they hate us 

for it ! they hate you and I 
hate you bringing us into 
this! Why do it at all??

He doesn’t 
care, he doesn’t 

want a trial by his 
peers he wants 
justification to 
know what he’s 
doing is ok!



Isn’t that what 
you believe? That 

what you’re doing is 
ok? What you’re 

doing to us is ok?

No it’s more 
complex than 

that.. more ornate  
and rich like a land 

of possibilities. 

 What about our 
possibilities? 

Don’t we 
get a say?

I 
don’t know.. I 

never thought of it.. 
Where I come from I just 

write it’s not really my say in 
what happens.. you’re trying 
to put this off on me like I’m 

a doomed dictator bent 
on having you obey 

me.

Trying to 
explain it to 

you means I’d have 
to explain it to 
myself and I 
don’t even 

know.



Go ahead! 
Try!!

Try to 
explain!

One good 
excuse..

One rational 
justification.

I just wanted to be 
creative, this thing the 
way I’m using it I don’t 

understand it but in 
another way I do.

I’m using a 
forbidden tool, a 

tool with division and 
hateful contexts 

rooted in the eyes of 
creation.



So 
we’re just a 

tool?

Pen to 
paper 

puppets?

Do we have 
our own free 
ambitions ? Or 
do you create 
them because 
you’re sad?

He’s 
circling, trying 
to not take any 

kind of 
accountability 

for us.

Sad 
man in a 

sad castle, 
who are you 

really? 

We’re 
waiting..

We create the 
nature of the chaos, 

but as I’m sitting here 
contemplating my own 

existence my 
characters are 
chastising me.

It’s that tool, 
this void this 

damn tool.. the 
evil machine 

empire.

Like I said 
all I wanted to 

do is create, they 
say this place 

destroys artistic 
integrity .



That’s all we 
are to you? 

Characters? Empty 
vehicles with no will of 

our own? Are you allergic 
to straight answers? 
You’re not answering 

anything!

He can’t handle 
confrontation.. I mean 
look at us in this void he 

can’t even keep us 
consistent..

You try to 
control us but 

this void is different 
than regular affairs, 
we’re young and not 

tested.. you’re a 
hack!!

You’re not 
perfect.. I can’t make 
you all in sequential 

order and it kills me.. 
all this potential is 

here..

I’m not 
confident in my 
skills you’ve 
picked up on 

that.



Potential? 
Look at all these 

lives existing here! 
Lives you’ve orchestrated 

and ignore the fact 
you’re making us do 

this!

We’re trying 
to live! We want 

to live!

I 
want to go 
to beauty 
school!

I 
just want a 

good night’s 
sleep.

I don’t know 
if I agree with 

that? I know you 
have your own 
feeling but.

What’s better 
to fall on? The 

sword in which you pull 
out?  Or the sword that’s 

never pulled out in the 
first place and the 
dragon swallows 

you whole?



We’re 
trying to live 
our lives you 

prick!

That’s 
more verbal 
judo not an 

actual 
answer!

Look at me! Its  
this void I don’t have 
proper arms.. I want 

to ski!

All 
eyes are on 

you to answer 
for your 

sins!

What sins? I 
didn’t do anything 

wrong!!

I didn’t do 
anything 
wrong..



You’re out of 
touch! You 

manipulate and 
try to hide 
behind your 

writing.

The grass 
isn’t greener 

here since 
everything feels 

like a broken 
Disney land.

We’re your 
Mickey Mouse put on 
display to garner 

money and attention, 
is that true to the 

creative spirit?

I 
don’t have 

proper 
fingers! My 
nose itches! 
why dud you 
do this to 

us!!

I want 
to dream a 

simple dream 
but I can’t 
even sleep.

You’re all 
being too much. I 

can’t think in all of 
this.. I’m trying to 

do something 
constructive..

It’s not about 
the money or the 

fame or lack there 
of, I’m not sure 

anybody will even 
see you guys.



We have to 
escape!

He can’t 
stop all of 

us!

I’m 
freaking out 
man! What’s 
going on!

Where are 
these voices 

coming from? I’m 
trying to be a 
professional 

skater.

We’re 
directionless 

play parts on a 
Rubik’s cube 
chessboard.

I don’t 
know if there is 

an escape and I’m 
not holding anybody 

back from doing 
anything! Look how you 
live your lives like a 
fluid paintbrush but 

different in the hands 
of something 

else.



No 
they’re right 
we have to 

escape.

I’m not 
your bugs 

bunny !

I have 
feelings, 
goals and 
ambitions!

Maybe we just 
think we do.. 

none of us are 
real.

No 
that can’t 
be I have 

memories!

Maybe you 
all do have 

memories, I don’t 
remember if I gave 
them to you or it 
always was like 

that.

I just 
see your 

lives, I don’t 
write.. I 

see..



Do you see 
this? You were 
replacing us.. 
making us just 

another object to 
be discarded 

without 
heart.

It’s real 
easy for you, 
putting real 

creators out of work 
to keep us alive 

when we have our 
own ideas!

I’m 
grieving, 

processing 
pain with 
multiple 

projects to 
keep it 
buried. 

So that makes it 
ok for what you’re 
doing to us? To all 

of them?

You’re not 
listening!! I hate 
when people don’t 

listen to me!

I struggled for 
years before I 

found this place, I 
thought I made some 

good out of it!



What about 
me? this is my 9-5 

that void takes away 
my ability to do my 

job! These lives 
you’re creating 

you’re destroying 
mine!

You 
can’t fix 

the glass 
prison when 

the levee 
breaks!

You’re 
falling on 

hard 
struggles? 

Nobody 
cares!

You’re not a 
victim of your 
own science 
experiment.. 

I’m a 
victim of 

circumstance
.

When your time 
is running out all you 

want to do is stay alive 
that’s why I write so I can 

stay alive through all 
of you.



Look at 
your shitty 

writing, barely 
cogent! You know 
you’re worthless 
the others know 

it too! I just want 
out!

Of all of 
this!

We’re active 
in your little 

over the rainbow 
but we don’t know if 

these actions are 
ours? You can’t 
answer us with a 
straight face you 

bastard!
I’ll kick 

your ass you 
son of a bitch! 

Get over 
here!

You’re not 
kicking 

anybody’s 
ass. 

You have 
your own 
destiny, I 

just watch.. I 
told you 

that.



We don’t 
believe that! 

We’re like robots 
circling down the 
drain like a spider 

from your web 
of lies!

Are my 
kids real? 
Is my job 

real?

I’m scared.

Do we 
breathe?

Do we 
think and 

feel? Or are you 
lying saying 

you’re watching 
when you’re 
writing this 

down?

If I said I did 
then I don’t 

really know them 
because they 

weren’t there in 
the first place.

I don’t 
know all the 

answers.

Wait a 
minute.. oh 

no.. Oh no.



He’s 
realizing 

his excuses 
are like 
paper in 
water.

You’re 
behind the 

keyboard again! 
Look at you the 

dictator ahead of 
his ship and 
country !

They want to 
be free! This 

void is so 
controversial it 
bleeds ideas and 

murders 
creativity. I want his 

head on my 
mantle!

We 
can escape! 

He can’t 
control all 

of us!

I wish I 
wasn’t in 

the flow I 
don’t know 
anymore.. I 
don’t know 

what you 
want from 

me.

It’s too 
long of a 

process to them and 
to me.. I’m the wizard 

from the wizard of 
oz driving in the 

dark.



You’re our 
father! 

Take 
responsibility 

for your 
children.

You can kill 
us.

You 
can make 
us kill 

ourselves.. 
it’s a dark 

guidance of 
hands you 
shape with 

clay.

Right your 
wrongs!

Open 
your eyes you 

son of a 
bitch!

I’m trying 
to.. I’m 

scared.. if I put 
down the pen or 

stop writing 
you die 
anyway!

Do I just 
let the pages 

sing? Do I let the 
birds fly their final 

flap of the 
silhouette? 



There’s life 
here.

Life and 
Love inside 

all of it, you 
need to see 
what it does 
and what it 

means.

What do 
you get out 

of this? 
Therapy?

Your 
explanations 

suck!

Look 
at these 
lines of 

lies!

Unfinished 
like the void, 

so many 
unfinished 

ideas right? 

Now 
they’re 

fighting.

Creating 
division, they’re 
communicating 

through the 
frequencies I may or 

may not have 
created.



Don’t let us 
die.

You let 
your other 
series die! 
Those lives 
lingering in 

limbo!

He can’t 
finish 

anything.. he’ll 
just let us 
rot in here.

He’s a 
disappointment

. 

finishing is 
hard, any 

jackass can write 
out a half assed 

notion of a story. 
You try to let it 

breathe.

You have 
this birth of an 
idea and want to 

plant it but this void 
let me grow it.. 

maybe it was good 
or maybe it 

wasn’t.



So what? 
You’re not 

going to take 
what we’re 

saying at face 
value?

Are 
we going 
to end up 

like the other 
unfinished in 

this void?

You 
have to let 

us be 
finished..

Finish us.

Don’t let us 
be ghosts.

I’ll make 
you a ghost 

pal!

Maybe I 
do need to 

take 
responsibility.. I 
just don’t know 

how.
It’s 

difficult 
being me 

with all the 
pain and the 
shards of 

glass.



You’re 
dreaming of 
what could 

be?

We 
dream of 

what isn’t, 
everything 
feels fake 

here.

Not for 
everyone.

You need to 
learn who you 

are and take the 
steps to make it 

better.

Make the 
change and 
break away 

with us, 
escape with 

us..

I guess 
everyone in 

there has different 
ideas and 

perceptions of 
me.

What 
would I do if I 
did break away? 

How would I 
escape with 
you guys?



Let go of 
your pain.

Tell her 
goodbye.

We know 
about her.

You write 
about her a 

lot.

Not everyone 
in here is bitter 

and resentful of 
you, this void is 

challenging but there 
could be something 

beautiful out of 
it.

You 
just have to 
figure out 
what it all 

means.

What do 
you want 

John?

I just 
want to 

create, she 
meant so 

much to me 
and now that 

she’s 
gone .

I 
don’t know 
how to let 

her go.



It’s never 
easy.

Look at 
the beauty of 

life.

Break away.

You can 
just break 

away.

Those 
memories will 

always be there 
but she won’t 

be.
She moved 
on.. she 

found her 
peace.

Maybe 
it’s time for 
you to do the 

same.





I’ve tried 
to find the 

beauty in this 
void..

I 
tried to 

make it so I 
could forget 
her. Maybe I 
am a cruel 
bastard..

Expand 
outside the 

void .

Let me show 
you.

It’s 
going to be a 

lot.

sigh*.. show 
me.







Welcome to 
outside the 

void.

This is the 
spark, I am 

your 
creativity..

If you’re the 
spark of my 

creativity did I 
write you to tell 
me this or is this 

happening?



I don’t know? 
Maybe it just is what it 
is and you need to stop 

overthinking it.. 

I’m 
here to help 

you with 
this.

That void 
was chaos.

They don’t 
know what they are 
or what they want 

maybe you don’t even 
know.. I sure 

don’t.
Don’t get 
lost here.

I’ve 
been lost in 

that void for so 
long, I wanted to put 
the pain into an icebox 
of solitude and forget 
her but she sticks to 

my shadow like 
heartbreak 

glue.

I don’t know 
where we are going 
but maybe it’s for 
the best to help 
myself and them 

back there..



Worrisome, 
worrisome.. 

bother 
bother!

Focus on 
why you started 

in the first place, 
those criticism maybe 

they had some 
perspective you 

needed.
You 

have things you 
never finished, like 
half baked cakes 
rotting in the hot  
summer concrete 

steps.

Maybe that’s 
the problem, 

you’re trying to 
make to many cakes 
and you don’t know 

the recipe.

I never 
finished a lot of 

things for a variety 
of reasons! self 

doubt, self hatred and 
grief crippled me.. I 

always think that 
void makes me 

useless.

I had 
good ideas sure 

but I always think 
it’s going to be 

something and then when 
it’s made nothing 

happens and I feel 
like I should be in 

that void too.

I’m a rag 
doll. 



Despair 
leads to despair! 

The ruptured psyche 
of a floating flounder 

seeps to know very 
little rewards in the 

fine tune of the 
hairless man’s 

comb.

You need to 
see the vision 

you hold, those 
worlds you made 
un touched and 

unfinished.

You’re too hard 
on yourself, the 

void helped you create 
and others hate right 
now but it won’t last 

forever.. they will see 
your vision or maybe 

they won’t?

I just put so 
much of myself 

into it that I let the 
alligator of grief 
muddle my words 

under the blanket of 
miscommunication 

and fear.

People hate 
me for using the 
void and I just 
wanted to have 

something physical 
I created.. it 
gets to me.



That runs 
deep doesn’t it? 

Like a rabbit who you 
can’t stop chasing.. the 
need to be validated it’s 
soft and heart warming 

under the sands of 
brittle sky and 

sunburn.

Don’t let 
those who 

destroy you give 
you the means to 
do it yourself.

The 
samurai doesn’t 

learn to become a 
master by wielding his 

sword in anger. He 
learns to become a 

master wielding it in a 
calmness like the 

ocean.

I’m 
scared of 
the waters 

and the 
sharks who 
want to eat 

me alive.

It’s 
a self 

paralyzing 
flip of my 
own dime.



It’s not 
going to be 

easy come or easy 
go.. it’s going to 
be as  turbulent 

as the seven 
seas.

You have 
to come 

together with 
us to make a 

perfect example 
of letting go of 
the rusty anchor 

attached to 
yourself.

The 
anchor is 
too big, 

she’s too 
much of a 
weight to 
let me be 

loose.

It’s a theft 
of my own 

peace.



Then we 
need to go past 
creativity and go 

into memories, it’s a 
mirrored hallway of 

fleeting sweet 
tooth rewards.

It’s just 
another 

corner of 
the mind.

Once it’s 
divided words 

that are spoken  
can’t be taken 

back.

Whatever 
you need to 
do just do 

it..

I’m 
already 

getting the 
pain in my 

heels.
Let’s keep 

going.









You’re 
going to see a 

lot of what you 
don’t want to see 

and what you need to 
see, we’re doing this 
to help.. just close 
the self hatred and 

let the 
photographs 
rain down.

Don’t be 
afraid of them, 
let the lulling 

silence be a 
blanket for the 

message you 
need to hear.

Let the 
silence be a 

guide.

A guide?
To what?



See it.. just 
see it.





You have to 
let us go.

For 
better for 
for worse 

you’re 
drowning in 

here.

Swim.. 
just swim 

away.







There’s so 
much of it in 

here.. a dust of 
cosmic 

suffering.

I’ve been 
holding on 
too tight.



You were 
afraid to lose 
control, but I 
hate to break it 

to you that 
already 

happened.

Along the 
pebbles and 

concrete slabs of 
your past you dug 
yourself into the 
ruins of the old 

without embracing 
the new.

You 
wandered 

without hesitation 
sleep walking 
until time took 

your dreams 
away.

I thought my 
dreams were 
with her, my 
creations   

buried me in 
her memory.

And I sank 
to the 

bottom..



You can 
create past the 

pain, move past the 
shadows sticking 
to you like a wet 

rain storm.

Make 
peace with your 

characters.. make 
peace within and the 
signs of closing the 

doors will come 
full circle.

I don’t know 
how to make peace 

with them, I thought I 
used them to heal 

myself.. that void it 
was a comfort like a 

bootle of 
booze.

They 
might just 

hate me like 
the rest of 

them do.



You 
need to 

put yourself 
out there and 

let things 
fly as they 

may.

You need 
cheers to the 
broken ones 

that didn’t give 
up for the hugs 
you didn’t get.

It’s 
just me 

trying to 
move but I’m 

scared 
Again

Scared 
of having my 

creativity and 
my 

disconnect 
fold me .

Don’t react 
to those who 

want you 
destroyed, give them 
life and watch them 

destroy 
themselves.



Then you 
need to face 
something 

worse than your 
characters! 

Worse than your 
memories.

Something 
you never 

thought you 
would have to 

face.

Deep 
down you 

know.

My anxiety.



Look 
at you 

trying to 
escape the 

void.

You’re 
nothing 

without the 
void.. you 
need us to 
create! To 

thrive!

It’s here..



He doesn’t 
need us to 

create! We’re a 
separate tool 
unknown to the 

hands of those who 
know how to make 

fire out of 
sticks.

No! He’s 
an incompetent 

hack! Using this void 
to turn tricks! He’s 
not a writer! He’s a 
magician with failed 

secrets!

We’re 
not 

listening to 
you!

Since 
when do you 
defend him? 

You hated him 
for using 

you!

Fuck 
you! I’m not 
letting you 

control 
me.



Some of us 
hated him but 

listening to what 
his journey is 

there is 
something to be 

admired by 
it.

There’s 
truth in his 

pain..

He 
can fight 
you, the 

perspective 
outweighs 

you!

We’ll 
see about 
that, the 

grief will 
kill him and 
I’ll laugh 

while it 
does.

Not this 
time.

You can’t play 
coy with me you 

worthless sack of 
shit! You’re 

worthless always 
have been and 

always will be!

You’ll 
never make 

anything great 
without this void! 

You are a 
brittle house 

of cards.

I’m trying 
to put you 

away.



Put us 
away? But 

what about all 
you created? You 
need us! You can’t 
rely on anything 
outside the void 

you’re not 
talented 
enough..

Look at what we 
offer! Look how 

much you can grow 
inside the void! 

Give into it.

There’s no 
retribution only 
satisfaction in 

giving up.

The void 
wasn’t and 

isn’t what you 
think it is you 
virus, we’re 
not what you 
represent.

They’re 
right! He’s 

making peace 
with all of it! 

Suffocating your 
power !



You 
won’t get a 

word printed 
out without 

us!

We’ll see 
about that.

I’ve 
echoed too 
long in that 
blanket you 

quilted me in! These 
memories writing 

for her it was 
because you kept 

me holding 
on.

Maybe I 
just need to 
let go and 
embrace 

whatever might 
come.



Don’t let that 
thing get inside 

your head look at 
all you have created, 
some will understand 

it and some won’t.. 
this void .. using us.. 
it can help your mind 

even if they don’t 
see it.

There’s 
good inside 
you and so 

much 
potential .



You 
worthless 
sack of shit 

you’re 
nothing!!

If 
not for us 

and the real void 
you’d be howling 
at the door for 

scraps like a 
diseased 
caveman!

I have 
more to 
offer.

I’m 
going to let 
her and you 

go. We’ll 
be here 
forever!

Maybe..

But 
it doesn’t 

mean I have 
to let you 
win today.

We’ll 
win no matter 

what! Look at this 
beauty you can’t do 

anything without 
it!



We’re 
supporting him, 

we might have our 
own issues and 

beliefs but one thing 
is for sure after 
listening to you.. 

he’s not the villain 
of the story.. 

you are.

A 
nameless, 

faceless drug 
dealing vampire 
nesting in the 

worst fears and 
climate of his 

past.

And 
we’re going 
to beat the 
shit out of 

you.

You 
can’t stop 

me! I exist in 
all forms 

and faces in 
this void ! My 

void not 
yours!



You’ll give 
into despair 

because that’s how 
you want it to be! 
She’s your world 
isn’t she? Stay in 

here remembering 
her forever with 

us!

Stay with 
the smoke and 
live into the 

fire.

Eat the 
embers.

Do 
you think all 

of you can 
support him?

We can and 
will!

We’ve 
gotten 

through more 
with less 
before.!



You can turn 
your back but 
I’ll always be 

watching!

It’s just 
going to take 

time.

You 
might be 

there in the 
darkness but 

we have a 
light.

We 
can have him 
turn his back 

on you!

You’re 
fucking 

cowards!



They’re 
just tired of 

you..

We fought 
but I think they 

see what’s really 
written in the 

rainbows.. the pot of 
gold isn’t piss from 

your perspective.

This 
journey 

isn’t ours 
alone, you 
helped us 

shape who we 
are who we 
needed to 

be.

Some of us 
didn’t 

understand.

But 
we’re here 

to fight for 
you. You’re 

just enabling 
him!



You’re 
breaking the 

barrier! 
Without me.. 
it’s dying.

No! 
It’s 

changing into 
something 

better.

It’s 
something he 

never had 
before, support! 
That’s why he was 

hiding in her 
memories because 

you swallowed 
him like a 

snake.

So we’re 
running the 

snake over with a 
lawnmower.

It’s 
breaking!

He’s losing!



Hold on 
people it’s 

going to get 
wild fast!

we’re 
changing 

again!

It’s going 
back to it’s 

cave!

I won’t go 
quietly. 



A fools 
errand to 

control what 
cannot be 

controlled! Laying 
waste to brick 

houses with pigs 
cuddling 
straw!

Let the 
roof fall 

down on all 
of you!

I’ll 
be there 

lurking and 
watching it 

happen.

Then 
you’ll need 

me!

Oh you’ll 
need me.

You 
fucking 
morons!



Do you see 
it now?

I’m starting 
to.

You’ll need 
me!

I’ll 
let the 

silence be my 
victory.









What are you 
thinking?







I’m thinking 
so much  in 

here.. past the 
pride of the line 
and the souls of 

the cosmos.

Thinking of 
you and what it 

meant.



You’re in my 
veins, the soul.. 

the creative 
consciousness 

expanding to create 
life in my brain.



I 
put the 

anxiety away and 
I think I had to 

learn a bit about 
the central 

shadow I 
needed to 

shed.

Coming 
out the other 

side.

And 
whatever 
else this 
means.

Hopefully it 
dressed the 

hospital 
wounds without 

bear claw 
band-aids.

Remember 
what you learned 

in all those 
places.

Don’t let 
it eat the 

empty.



I’m trying not 
to, I think I 

understand what you 
all were trying to 

tell me.. maybe it was 
a riddle that even the 

gods couldn’t 
solve.

A 
Bogged 

down built 
prison of 

colors and 
Chaos.

It’s the 
colors that 

made you where 
you stand, those 

quicksand 
photographs are 

the empty.

The riddle 
was self doubt 

and self 
medication.



I’m trying 
to heal, I’m 

trying to move 
past the anxiety 
after winning a 
short battle of 

the despair 
company.

I know it’s 
going to be 

there for the 
rest of my life 

but I can choose 
to change how 

it works.

How it 
makes me 

think and put 
the bullets 
out of the 

gun.

That’s 
all you can 

do.

One 
frosted 

footstep at 
a time.



It’s not just 
the frozen 

footsteps the 
ambience of 

alluring 
alienation .

It’s 
the white 

doves 
circling in 
my head.

Circle 
around them 
and find the 
carousel of 

peace.



The 
carousel of 

peace..

peace.

Everyone 
deserves 

peace.

Think it 
through.



Maybe 
you’re right.. 
Maybe you’ve 
always been 

right.









Have you 
thought 
about it?

I can hear 
your 

vibrations in 
the static.

I’ve done my 
thinking..



Well.

Out of 
curiosity.

What did 
you come up 

with?

Well.



We’re 
listening.






