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I present to you…


…my Ghostwriter.




« He was born an artist in an artless mind. He was born in darkness and left behind. He is a Ghostwriter. »


- Rachid Ferdinand





Ghostwriter


–


The Story


Inspiration


is not the thing that brings simplification in your own little


transfiguration or keep you save from stultifications in your


versifications. No, that’s


Desperation.


Yeah, lately the pen in my hand has been a little bit shaky…


Heading for that sacred knighthood.


Are you feeling or fearing love…?


Sometimes I’m drowning in my works,


sometimes I’m submerging in them…


One of my biggest fears?


Eyes full of tears.


There’s nothing to do when your heart takes the lead.


To be safe from anguish,


That’s all I wish…


Better to be a cipher than obsessed by success,


Better to be broken-hearted than heartless…





Darkness all over his skin


I Still remember the first time I met him,


Darkness all over his skin,


He came to me, talked to me, told me he knew me, said to me:


“Hey homie, remember me?” I looked at him,


Darkness all over his skin,


Thought, who the hell are you? Why the fuck should I know


you? So, I said: “Get out of my way.” And walked down the


street, put on my headphones, and listened to my shit. But


two minutes later I met him again, this man who’s covered


with


Darkness all over his skin,


Thought, no way, it cannot be him. But he came to me, talked


to me, told me he knew me, said to me:


“Hey homie, remember me?”


I just walked away, didn’t answer, what the hell could I have


answered? But then he yelled at me: “Man, I lived with you in


the mansard!” And for a second I was scared stiff, felt like he


just swift-kicked me in my fucking buttocks, and he was like:


“Shit, you know that you suck!”


Fuck yeah, that’s when he got preachy, approached me, told


me he appreciates me but can’t stand the fact that he needs


me, while I don’t even know that I need him,


Darkness all over his skin,


And suddenly he just lost it, yelled at me as if he were actually


supposed to, and I felt like I actually deserved it, and he yelled


at me: “You dumbass sucker, I’m the one who makes those


motherfuckers remember you, read you, think of you, till


they’re sick of you, till they don’t know if they should love or


hate you, respect or discriminate you, bite or kiss you! Cause


you, little prick, you would never be able to write shit like this!


And you know why? Cause you’ve never felt like a piece of


shit while the world pisses and shits on you and laughs at you!


You’ve never been hated or discriminated against! Yeah,


you’re fucking right, the last one was Em’s line, motherfucker!


Your role model, right? Your fucking idol, right? Your


inspiration, you think?! Your motivation, you think?! To be in
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