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acknowledgements:

made in electric zine maker
a tool by nathalie lawhead

http://alienmelon.itch.io/electric-zine-
maker

http://patreon.com/alienmelon
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every night, i pulled together i want to ask him if he still dreams at night.

it's not that i was trying to drown.

all the noise i could find, i want to ask him if he remembers

i was trying to stop hearing.

a time when we were happy.

a crumbling home is loud, let it cover me like a blanket.

i want to tell him that i am happiest

so i searched for something louder:

at the end of the night,

when i am drowning,

when my body is passed out on the couch

refuses to dream.

the shots burning in my throat,

my boyfriend starts sleeping upstairs.

the pounding in my head.



