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	Bienvenue dans l’intimité de mes pensées.



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Instagram : @verde_artist


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapitre I

	La peur de la souffrance



	


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I

	L’amertume de mes pensées

	 

	 

	 

	L’amertume de mes pensées

	La solitude de la nuit

	La froideur des passagers

	Que nous rencontrons tout au long de notre vie

	 

	La frustration de mes pensées

	La blancheur de mes nuits

	Quand l’esprit est dévoilé

	Par la chute de la carapace immaculée à minuit

	 

	Oh lourdeur qui me pèse chaque jour

	Oh tristesse qui m’accompagne chaque nuit

	Comme un guide nocif, ils savourent

	L’agonie de mon insomnie

	 

	La fatigue prenant le dessus du drame

	Et la mélancolie prenant le dessus de l’âme

	Les états d’âme, comme une palette de ressentiments

	Sont le fil conducteur de mon anéantissement

	 

	Chacun plus amer que l’autre

	Chacun plus douloureux que l’autre

	Mon esprit a perdu sa tranquillité

	Et je n’aurais plus de paix pendant une éternité

	 

	Sordides pensées tout au long des heures

	Le cri muet perçant le silence mortel du supplice

	Mon âme est absorbée par la peur

	Mon corps est absorbé par la misère de mon envie destructrice

	 

	 

	Chassant amour et passion

	Chassant désir et fusion

	Chassant attirance et dévotion

	Chassant sentiments et destruction

	 

	 

	Cachées par le voile du mirage

	Dont j’ai percé le cœur après le naufrage

	Sentimentalité fragile

	Mentalité trouble

	 

	Nul n’est faux et nul n’est vrai

	Je me noie dans mon esprit qui m’effraie

	L’ombre de mon cœur

	Écrasée en mille morceaux par la rancœur

	 

	À contrecœur par la lumière incandescente

	Du non

	 

	Triste réalité

	Triste finalité



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	II

	Family problems

	 

	 

	 

	I have a mom that was a mother and a dad

	Like the two-for-one pack

	She gave me everything, even what she hadn’t

	She could litterally die in my place

	 

	While you can’t even stop drinking for a day

	She could literally take a bullet for me

	While you can’t be sober when you call me

	The best thing you ever did was to let me go

	 

	Oh, and the fact that you took me to the church

	But I must confess that it was more for you

	It wasn’t me that made a pact with the devil

	Because your addiction was your punishment

	 

	You were so drunk, like

	The alcohol became your fragrance

	When I saw you, I didn’t even recognize my father

	The only thing I saw was somebody so lit

	 

	That can barely live for it

	You were always so drunk that I could smell you from a thousand miles

	Whenever I smelled vodka, I knew you weren't far

	Every alcohol perfume makes me feel closer to you

	 

	You loved me so much that you preferred to lose your family instead of the water of life

	But you don't live anymore, you're trying to survive

	Struggling every day to not let your daughter split by

	Apologizing every time, while you take a drink just after you hang up

	 

	You're in a cage

	Like trapped in a bottle of Jack

	But you prefer to drink what is inside than to climb out

	Oh, and I almost forgot

	 

	How much you helped me in maths

	That changed nothing nor in my degrees nor in my comprehension

	Because you and alcohol are always making trouble

	It became so often that it transformed into routine like a sport

	 

	You were at the bar 3/4 four times a week

	You said that you want to spend time with me

	But when we got to the park, you abandoned me to go to the bar

	Left your daughter all alone

	 

	So you could take just another sip

	But today you are complaining that we don't see each other

	Sorry dad, but I need to take one more before I could talk to ya

	It's funny cause, I swore myself I'll never be like you

	 

	But when I'm drinking on a Friday night, I've been worse

	Maybe it's the only thing we have in common

	Drink alcohol and a good liver

	You have alcohol that flows in your veins

	 

	And hallucinations in your words

	When you call and want to hear about me

	You're always ending by saying how horrible my family is

	That they took me apart from you

	 

	When in fact the only one who destroyed our family is

	The person on the phone, yeah it's you dad

	Always blaming mom when you are the cause of the pain

	Always blaming everyone when you are the fucking alcoholic that

	 

	Can't even call his daughter without being drunk

	3 minutes of sobriety is all I ever asked

	And of course, I could never tell that to your face, cause you're still my dad

	Medically and genetically speaking

	 

	But in reality, you're just a stranger

	So far from a real dad

	Like even people that I don’t know, did better to me

	Perhaps you weren’t the best dad

	 

	You just needed to be there one time per week

	Cause more was too much to ask

	And even 4 days in a month was too hard for you

	To just be a real dad

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	III

	Verbal abuse
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