Abandonment 

I don’t need to be saved, I’m willing to die
I don’t need your help if you’re willing to try 

I’m ready to go down, fully and complete 

Be a dead body washed up on the street 

I don’t need compliments, I don’t need lies 

I don’t need victims in the form of little spies 

I don’t need hurricanes to blow me away 

I do it to myself and so will you someday

I don’t need beauty, I don’t need okay 

I’m happy devastated in a shipwrecked way 

Nothing to build up because I’m far too far gone 

Nothing you could salvage if you wanted to move on 

I see you throw scraps now that the hunger’s run through 

When you know that there is nothing you could really do 

Nutrition is too late when my ribs are sticking out 

And you’ve had your time while I dealt with drought 

And truth be told the asking’s done and it’s a relief that it is so 

Don’t have to demonize, just let you let me go 

I don’t have to hate any of your bones 

And the absence of words in people throwing stones 

The coast is on the edge and I’m no martyr or saint 

I just have a canvas and some colours to paint 

So if I am destroyed then it’s destroyed that I will be 

So I can ride a motorbike the wind whipping me free 

I can change the things I’ve been longing to at length 
I can take refuge in the comfort of my strength

