Bruises
Making bad decisions just to please myself
Doing things that are bad for my health

Going places I should not be

All for the illusion of being happy

Buying into fakery you know isn’t real

Walking into walls just so you can feel

Leaving my dignity at the back door

Just so I can have a little bit more

When a hand reaches in to pick up my core

And lifts me out of what I am for

And I fight at the time but when I look back

I feel like a baby drenched in the black

So foolish and headstrong and determined to fall

The run of myself and common sense all

Being someone I swore not to be

Just to taste blood and revelry

And I’m here again, at the point I should leave

My mischief and what it would bequeath
Trouble for one and all I know

And still I am afraid to go

Afraid of the deep dark blue

What it means to be without you

Boots meaning to take me there

Walk without asking where

