


thank you to the following... Terrence, Jon, Tom,
Kirk, Ed, Mani, Graham, Grace, Melissa, JB, Jessica,
Heather, Andy, Justin, Rob, Paddington Bear, and
Steven Patrick Morrissey. an apology to all for being
such a burden.
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this issue dedicat

blackberry. it feels




the second part of a never-ending saga. my
anonymous documentation of my decline. i do not feel
any driving need to put my name on this, maybe i am
hiding, maybe i am just not doing this for the purpose i
of furthering my name. i will let you speculate as you
always do. after all, it never matters what i say, right?
i am nothing. i am you.
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in my life
why do i give valuable time
to people who don't care if i live or die? —
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i was driving, staring out the window aimlessly,
thinking. thinking about it. what happened? how did
hardcore change so drastically without my nolicing?

when did it happen? what happened? one thing i

came up with, the whole attitude has shified. when
before it was "we are the problem, we need to work on
ourselves, we need o question ourselves and all
around us", now it is "we are the solution, we need to
question those who are not in allegiance with us, we
are the solution". we aren't the solution, or at least not
yet. so much wrong within the confined walls of our
hardcore lives. maybe you didn't lose sight, maybe
you just never knew what it was. maybe hardcore Jjust
doesn't mean as much (o you. maybe you Jjust possess
a limited vision of this world. i have to kecp my eyes
open, i have to sec what is happening behind what i
am seeing.




once again, i commit suicide. with love as my dagger.
extract my heart, hold it in your hands and crush it
until it no longer pumps hope through my veins. this i
will allow you to do. you have killed it. i killed me.
watch me sever the veins in my wrist seeking your
approval, your pleasure, your gleaming smile over my
blood. applause. once again, i have succeeded.
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unlike the imitators, this isn't some lame attempt to be
"emo". i'm not trying to be anything except honest. i

don't want or seek your sympathy. if somehow you get
a better understanding of me then so be it but that's

: not my goal either. i'm just trying to keep myself from
ol destroying myself.
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you never knew

and

cven told you
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oh and i meant to.




ORRISSEY

“His Arsenal” _.

i like to re-read the things i write with other people in
mind. more ofien then not i will find that i can apply
it to myself as well. i say alot of things. half the things
i say arc things that i believe in strongly and the other
half are things i strongly wish i could believe. sce,
i'm just like you. maybe not as tough but i am like
you.




You can't expect to play with my emotions like that.
you can't look at me and not talk to me three out of
four times then come up to me on the fourth time and
act as if we are best of friends. it doesn't work that
way. you can't treat me like an object, something that
you take out and play with at your discretion because i
can't be that for you. why do you hurt me and then
turn around and completely ignore it. do you really
not care? that's how you make me feel.




i placed too much faith in the hardcore scene. i
expected way too much. it's enough for me to simply
live my life by the ideals that hardcore has instilled in
me, it's enough to believe in that, i don't need to
belicve in the hardcore scene or the people involved.
hardcore has already entrenched itself within me, now
i can take it somewhere else. i can take it whereever i
want rather than remain trapped in this stagnation.
you have all built hardcore into this monster and i
don't want to be around when it is angered and
devours all in sight. i can safely say that i didn't create
it or even further it. can you?




important note to myself...do not listen to JOY
DIVISION when depressed.




so for once in my life

let me get what i want
lord knows it would be the first time
lord knows it would be the first time.




wanted...

someone to love a twenty-three year old child trapped
in constant confusion. someone 1o hold my hand.
someone to touch me and remind me that i am real.
someone 1o talk with me, to listen to me as much as i
listen to them. someone to look into my eyes. someone

to mend a heart broken by what life has offered.
someone to bear with my faults and stick around long
enough to help mend them. someone who will let me
share every day experiences-with them and feel good
about it. someone to tell me the truth and erase my
insecurities. someone to sleep next to. someone to
depend on me for some things and make me feel
needed as much as i need them. someone to smile
with. someone to play with. someone to love. someone
to love me. someone willing to accept me for who i
am. someone o give and take. someone to love me.
someone to cry to and who will use my shoulder to do
the same. someone (o protect me from things that i
am scared of. someone (o walk with. someone to cook
dinner for. someone to feel special with. someone to
love. someone to love. are you out there?
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is 50 twisted. i really shouldn't be sad. i know in my
heart that i gave more than was asked of me, i did my part. sure, i
didn't do everything but i did so much. why should i be so distraught
ovumd:mpmmdmpwp!c?luwuluppmbeﬁnmduun
lized now. i just bered how you called him friend until he
encountered troubles. you abandoned him exactly as you have done to
mie. it was you who nearly drove him to death. why didn't i see it? he
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nted fi taunted, laughed, ignored. either you are too self-
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certain extent. i'm sorry. i'm so fucking sorry because now i know that
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it's not enough to care about things you can gain popularity over
caring about, not when people drown asking for your help.i am not
ignorant to ask it of you any longer. you don't want to help. you don't
want to care. you don't want to change. you have created this safe litile
institution for yourselves to reside in. hey, more power to you but don't
look to surprised when it caves in on you.




well, i guess i shouldn't be shocked that things turned
out this way. you ended up being everything you said
you weren't. i guess i didn't matter as much as you
pretended i did. i'm sad but i'm not going to kill
myself over you. you know why? because you lost me
and even though right now you may not be able to
comprehend what it means, one day you will. i never
had to buy your time, no i would say that my loyalty
and friendship earned it. don't expect me to come
crawling back because this time it's yours, it is up to
you to tell me how you feel or i will just continue like
this, without you. fuck it, you don't care. you don't
care that i gave you everything you could have wanted
and it didn't cost you a thing. you don't care that i
went o jail protecting you. you don't care about a
goddamn thing but yourself. i quit. goodbye "friend”.



it is okay for anyone to say whatever they want to
about me, but the second i open my mouth in rebuttal,
i am guilty. you point the finger at me so you can
overlook those around you who do the exact same
thing. i am ashamed to be associated with the same
thing as you. i'm ashamed to call myself what you call
yourself because thankfully we are different.







i see now that i was so wrong for depending on you. i

don't blame you for being the way you are, i blame
myself for being too blind to see it. it's so easy for you
to walk by me without saying a word, difficult for me,
casy for you. how could i have been so wrong about
something i believed to be everything? i gave you
such a big part of me and you ran away with it. you
left me half a person. you did. so how can you scold
me for being this way? why is it my fault that i am
angry and hurt and doubting? why do you blame me
for my reaction when that is all that it is, just a
reaction. you caused me to react. you slapped me in
the face and whether i fall to the ground or whether i
spring back and hit you, do not blame me because it
was you who brought it on. look at yourself. maybe i
don't always act the right way but neither do you.
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here but that's just wishful thinking. my brother is
dead. he's gone. every ounce of wishing will never
‘ bring him back. you don't understand. unless you
have been there you will never understand. you can't
understand it. so many things in my head i want to
say. i'm looking at his obituary and it is so worthless.
you lived twenty-one years for this? this piece of
paper is so fucking hideous and yet i look at it day
afier day. my whole life is changed. you keep me on
this restricted mourning period and accuse me for not
adhering to it. this won't ever go away. i cannot
picture myself getting over it. and if i am sad, then
you had better realize that i have every right to be.
and if i am angry, i should be no matter what you tell
me. and if i feel lonely i won't expect you to help or
comprehend what i am experiencing. so much for
caring and "i love you". i miss my brother every day.
and in my greatest hour of need not a single one of
you were there so you hold no authority to dictate
what my proper response should be because you
haven't had to live through it. i no longer expect you
to understand because you live these candy-coated
hardcore lives where the worst thing that ever goes
wrong is when someone cancels a show. i miss my
brother more and more because i see that he was the
last person on the face of this earth who cared for me.




i never claimed to be perfect. i only try. why do you
expect more than that? it's not fair. think about these

expectations being placed on you and if you would be
able to live up to them. i thought not.
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this aflernoon i went to the special getaway i
discovered. i sat at the edge of the water, throwing
rocks and wishing upon every splash i spied. i tried to
figure out some immense answer to these problems i
think i have inherited. no luck, just lots of wishing,
too much remembering. way too much. did you ever
notice that after the fact it is rather painful to recall
memories which could only be deemed "good"? it

doesn't make much sense. i should be happy about {
those times and envision them fondly. it just hurts to
know what you have lost. i'm so tired of wishing and =~ ™%
hoping and waiting. why can't i make you real again?
i want you to be here next to me. i need your arms to
protect me. i know that i am sappy and i know that i
am stupid, but do you know that i am human? did i
have enough time to tell you that? sit here by the
water and grow old with me, just the two of us.




you shut your mouth
how can you say
i go about things the wrong way
i am human and i need to be loved
just like everybody else does.




who can i turn to? who can i trust? when this storm
sweeps me away where will i land and will anyone
care for me? pain and pain and pain. repeat. i wrap
my arms around myself, franticly trying to hold
myself together because i feel as if i am coming apart
at the seems but also to make sure that i am still here ,
to check and see if i am still alive. no. i'm dying, i can
feel it. please don't watch. allow me the dignity of
privacy during my last futile heartbeat. i know that i
died because it erased my fecling. now i am just
watching to sec if anyone will shed a tear on the soil
that hides me from your eyes. caught in the rush of it
all, i died.
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i was thinking about te kill a mockingbird and about
how adorable the little girl is in it. i want a daughter
exactly like her, someone innocent and inquisitive,
untainted by lifes evils, someonc honest, someone to
return my love. i'm gelting older and with each
passing day i lose hope of ever having her. i lose
another dream. i lose another breath. i lose me.




post office box seven-five-six
westmont, illinois
six-zero-five-five-nine.
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