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trigger warning


This book contains sensitive content including


obsession, mental disorders, suicide, harassment


and other themes that may evoke


discomfort for some readers.


Please read with caution


and if you believe that certain topics could be triggering


for you, consider seeking support.
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if you weren’t an artist


who would you be?


I’d be no one


I don’t see myself doing something else


if you weren’t an artist


who would you be?









art


isn’t


supposed


to


be


pretty


or


perfect


it’s


supposed


to


make


you feel


something


it’s


about


all


the


things


inside me


that


I felt


that


needed


to


be


expressed


it’s


about


all


the things


that


needed


to


be


told


that


needed


to


come


outside


or


it


would have


consumed


me


and


whenever


I look


at


my art


it


makes me


remember


things


it


makes me


feel


something









only some weeks


until my trip to Paris


the city where my characters live


my invented story came alive


in the city of love


without love


only losing themselves in projections


and obsessions with fantasies


of all the things that could have been


only some weeks to kill time


I will wake up somewhere else


in some weeks


I hope for change in some weeks


maybe I will feel fine in some weeks


my heart hopes


but my mind knows


change of scenery


won’t change anything


it will stay the same person


I will return


wake up at home in my bed again


it will all be just a memory


there was a spider today


next to the door


when I wanted to enter my home


one with those long skinny legs


I know it wasn’t poisonous


still looked menacing to me


it was born like it


poor spider can’t do anything against it


still I didn’t want to kill it


why did I feel sorry for something


I was deeply scared of


I stood around for thirty minutes


preparing myself


I didn’t want to hurt it


I didn’t want it to die in anguish


but I needed to go through the door


it can’t hurt you


why do I get more scared


if I can’t understand


what‘s so scary about it


I’m an adult


who cannot cope with a spider


I got rejected


I faced failures


I’m deeply scared of the future


yet this spider is the end of my world


I drive to my favourite spot


the favourite coffee shop


to write about it


I escape


I avoid the spider


maybe it leaves on its own


I’m too scared


to face my fears today


I’m too exhausted


to face myself today


I pray


it‘s not my crush‘s shift today


I’m scared to face myself today


I’m scared to face my feelings today


even if I know


that feelings are there


to be felt


why do I feel so much


if I don’t want anything from him


and I wonder


if it’s scarier seeing him today


or killing a spider


what’s scarier


starting a relationship


or killing a spider


what’s scarier


feeling your feelings


for once


or killing a spider


all my notebooks


and my iPad is left at home alone


I travel alone


without all my things


only my phone in my pocket


and some pencils


they are useless without paper


it’s Sunday


all the stores are closed


so I sit alone


left all my money


in a different coffee shop


I never know when it’s his shift


it’s like gambling


I avoid him


like I avoided


killing the spider today


so I am sitting between


ambitious students


working with their iPads


my books, my art like organs


are all waiting for me


at home alone


unpacked from my red backpack


it’s now only me


the voice of my muse in my


noise cancelling headphones


against the world


because of a spider


what‘s scarier


killing a spider


or not making art


for one day


the coffee tastes like loneliness


like you don’t know if you’re enough


or if you’re too much


what’s scarier


never succeed in life


or killing a spider


day and night change shifts


I walk alone


what’s scarier


be lonely until the end of your life


or killing a spider


what’s scarier


replacing your muse


with someone who


doesn’t understand your art


or killing a spider


I arrive at the door


and the spider left









I’m alone


I walk under the rain


the sky cries for me


I’m too ashamed of crying


even the moon hides


behind the clouds


I’m still alone


with my thoughts


dark like the night sky


I walked


through so many phases


all alone


just like the


moon









I’m not scared of being lonely


I’m scared that it’s my fault
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