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On vit, on grandit, on apprend, on aime, on souffre, on recommence et le temps passe.


Cet œuvre existe pour ne pas oublier. L’enfance est passée sans que j’aie eu le temps de réaliser l’importance du souvenir, c’est pour cela que je recolle les bouts de sa fin avec mon adolescence.


L’adolescence est un temps sombre, cela se reflète beaucoup dans mes écrits. Mais vous y trouverez aussi des joies, des réflexions, des découvertes, et, évidemment, des amours.


Dans mes écrits j’ai tendance à me prendre au sérieux, après tout, pour faire de l’art il faut se croire artiste… Mais je ne prétends pas l’être, car mes idées et mes mots me viennent seulement lors d’un état d’esprit que je ne peux contrôler, que je ne peux demander ou invoquer à ma guise. Et quand je présente mes textes, cet état n’est plus en moi.


Il faut aussi garder en tête que l’âge joue sur la qualité des textes, mais joue également la complexité émotionnelle, les principes et connaissances acquises. Et pour cela je remercie mes professeures de littérature anglaise et française, qui m’ont toujours semblées brillantes, et mes parents, pour l’éducation qu’ils m’ont donnée, à laquelle je ne vois que très peu de défauts.










13 ANS


A room, full of broken beings,


Drying their sanity off with acid


With white smoke stuck to the ceilings


looking like clouds for the ‘lucids’


In a corner alone lays this child


He is facing his worst fears.


Reassuring himself on a loop repeats ‘im fine’


On his face a mad look; a demon appeared


A death-like creature,


something against all nature,


Turning one by one his friends in abominations


‘You’ll have no rest in my possession’


Now the boy cowers, arms around his legs,


Closing his eyes hoping for an escape,


But the drug hits his few happy memories


Turning them into well-made tragedies.


He understands those are only hallucinations


But can’t help wanting to end his fiction


in any possible way.


May god forgive him later, when to the devil he’ll


pray.


Theos didn’t answer his call...


‘So you’re just gonna watch me fall?’


As he can still feel the weight of his demons


And their fingers touching his empty tab.


knowing that his calvary will be over soon,


‘Just gotta wait till next noon’


But he quickly looses control of the time


And on his panic says his last goodbyes


____________


Hell is on earth, don’t tell me the opposite


Why do you even think we exist ?


To complete a task, a quest ?


Fulfill it with your unknown,


Of it I say a test.


A test, for what though ?


To pass the Styx that’s what they say


Our good intentions we have to show


And to a god I shall always pray.


But if god put us there


He probably had his reasons


In a past life did I commit trahison ?


So must I be sentenced,


For something I don’t remember of ?


My answer to this is silence ;


the only thing he answers of.


Is he playing a game ?


Not caring about the distress,


As if we’re just pawns in a frame


Is it in his interest ?


But like Prometheus,


must we endure this pain?


Death will come for us


And to her I’ll wave.


____________


Il avait compris la vie


Et comment elle fonctionne


C’était un fils de dieu


Comme nous sommes des fils d’hommes


Il est arrivé sur terre sans notre connaissance


Et dans le cœur des gens a fait connaître la renaissance.


L’amour qu’il donnait était gratuit


Mais l’humain est cupide


Plus il yen a pour un,


Moins pour autrui.


Ils se sont donc battus dans le plus grand des vacarmes,


Ont enlevé à l’amour tout son charme,


A la fin ce ne fut que leurs combles


De déposer des fleurs sur sa tombe.


____________


Des couleurs fades et les âmes déteintes


Tousles fadas rêvent de presser la détente


Ta vie s’étire, s’allonge et s’éteint


Comme devant un film, t’as qu’à te détendre


Le temps est une joie que l’ennui reprend


Et ton envie d’en finir un conditionnement,


Sachant pourquoi tu veux voir ta tombe :


À six pieds sous terre ne craindras plus le monde


____________


As I walked out, the sky had turned grey, a deep and oppressive grey, something I would be scared of if I didn’t know it was the seasonal change, from yellow to grey and from a concert of birds to a slow silence, as if every animal prepared themselves for a major prey, hidden somewhere in the dark cotton land. Droplets begin to fall in rhythm, a melody sent from the above. Clearing out the pavement of old newspapers, used cans of beers and the faded colors of a chalk’s drawing, like a river of nothingness. like a reset in time, flowing away with our memories, may them be joyful or full of tears. A quick refresh from the past, an open door, made to reflect or admire.


____________


La décharge s’écoule dans son corps


Il tremble quelques instants puis est mort


Un criminel, un hors la loi, un assassin


Serait mort sous le marteau de la loi ce matin


Les sages nous répètent


Que c’était pas mérité


Qu’il faudrait que l’on arrête


Toute cette cruauté


Le mal par le mal ce n’est pas bien


Mais l’est-il vraiment ?


Lorsque nous sommes faces à quelques crétins


Qui ne goûte qu’à leurs propres médicaments


Une vie est importante malgré tout ce que l’on fait


Mais supprimer la vie d’autre gens


Malgré toutes celles qu’ils ont supprimées... ?


C’est une question de morale, pas un choix du


gouvernement


Même un référendum


Ne donnerait le bon jugement


____________


She is a warrior


Powerful and smart


Made as if you were born


to die in her arms


Behind her,


Off the trail she made


only is silence, lifeless bodies


and broken glaves


Like a raging bull


She let herself fall back on pain


Pain becomes hateful


And so blood goes down the drain


Her smile grows as she consumes it


Mustn’t she have already ended this?


What she has done everyone knows,


Why? No one but her sees the causes


A god or a demon would you say


Yet she’s none of the things you portrayed


Where is she going to next?


To a battle you possess


____________


Behind the glass, I’m here starring. Starring at all and nothing. At all the people down the streets, at all the shops, at all the small birds flying high, at all those young lovers holding hands, new to love, and at all the roads, busy roads, full of stress. Who could have thought that, just a window, could feel like the most unbreakable prison bars to exist? They say you want most what you can’t have. Now I see they didn’t lie.


Can the teacher keep talking, it fills the silence felt in the room, the same one that grows when looking out of the cell. The faraway murmurs fill the void, but their sound is always grey, repetitive and it seems like every sentence is a soapy rope, that you need to hold onto in order not to fall. I’ve fallen long ago, I gave up. Who cares about what they say? Who cares about what they tell us to learn? When I look out of the window, when I look at freedom, I never see this room. When I look at freedom, I don’t see the future, nor do I think about it. I am only relaxed. I know that, during those times, if you’d put me on the sidewalks or in the park next to the school, I would stay there all day and all night, admiring. Anything could seem less like monotony than this class where only the tics of the clock and the voice of the juvenile guard can be heard, as background noises, to my thinking. Sounds are my definition of life and my definition of death; it always depends on who I am in the moment. Here, it’s deathly, heavy like before a storm. A storm that I’m powerless and unwilling to fight against. That is where I find the calm. I could never be a prisoner; suicide would tempt me too soon. In a totally inescapable place. There is no way I’d survive when the only freedom I’ve left is the one to take my life.


____________


I’ve seen people in love


They seemed happy


For them to say they will never leave each other


While they roll and fuse together


till sunrise


Like a wave


They made one


crushing in the sand


Always getting back up


never tired


As if they knew this wouldn’t last


As if they knew they had to make the most of it


____________
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