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Morning First Class Mail  

Dear Reader:

 If this book is your fi rst encounter with _asy lum_, I bid you a fond welcome. 

Th e _asy lum_ is a volunteer run online community that gives  people of  all ages  and backgrounds 

a place to call home. _Asy lum_ is a place wh ere everyone talk about anything they  need to.  From 

grieving over a lost loved one, to working with ongoing mental illness  es , to simply a place to post 

creative dist ractions, _asy lum_  has a litt le bit of  everything. Our goal is that no one ever feels 

alone. Our dedicated staff  keeps the conversations safe, helpful and fun to grow a community of  

supp ort. We do our bes t to have someone online and available wh enever we are needed by members 

, or “res idents”,  to talk on the phone, chatt ing on instant mess  enger or over email ... or simply giv-

ing our imput wh ere needed on the community. 

 Th is book is a compilation of  work in wh ich _asy lum_  res idents were asked to submit 

stories , artwork, poems and any ot her original creative work that deals somehow with him or her 

and their life dealing with mental illness  . We asked that they  give us a pseudonym ot her than their 

real name,  email handle or livejournal name so that anonymity will be guaranteed. We felt that 

this met hod would allow everyone to be complet ely open and hones t.  I have combined it with pho-

tos fr om asy lum based phot oshoot s that I have created in the past 3 years. I hope you will enjoy  this 

creative cross -sect ion of  our community, and that you will reach a bett  er understanding of  wh at it 

means to deal with mental illness  --be it either a temporary state or a state that one must live with 

daily.  With this in mind, all views ex press  ed are that of  the artist  alone and may not  refl ect  that of  

the staff . 

 Please keep an open mind and heart as you walk through our _asy lum_. And always re-

member that there is room in _asy lum_ for you too. Should you need us, you will  always have a 

home with us.

        Sincerely,

        Head Nurse Stillbourne
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Post on message board  

Dear Res ident,

 I hope this book and lett  er fi nds you happ y and well.   In the following pages  you will fi nd 

wh at was submitt ed for the fi rst _asy lum_ book. I hope it gives  you much as much joy  as it has 

given to me wh ile making it. We have some wonderful artist s in our community.  Enjoy , but please 

remember some imagery or words may be trigg ering in this book.  Stay as safe as you can.

 Th is book is in commemoration of  complet ing our 5th year as an _asy lum_.  I would like 

to thank “GoAskJennifer” for compiling all of  your work and posting it to its own read-only com-

munity. I would also like to thank “Sapp hireRoseIvy” for maintaining it wh en she could not .  I 

would like to thank the contributing artist s: Without you, I could not  have made this beautiful 

book. Great job! 

 I would like to thank our curr ent staff :  “OneWho”, “SplitPeach”, “DementedHeather” , and 

“MiseryxRevenant” for keeping up with everyone & giving their all to make _asy lum_ the bes t 

it can be.  I would like to thank the past staff  for all their hard work to get  it wh ere it is today. I 

would also like to thank “TikiGods”  for giving _asy lum_ its original start.  Also, I would like to 

thank the long term res idents wh o continue to keep the place lively, fun and active.  I would like 

to thank and welcome our newes t res idents: I hope you fi nd wh at  you need in our home and plan 

to stick around and be part of  the family. 

 Finally I would like to thank YOU. Th ank you for being  a part of  our community. Th ank 

you for sharing your love and fr iendship, as well as your sorr ows and pain. Th ank you for being 

you.  I wish you the bes t that life has to off  er and send all of  my love. Never stop being you. YOU are 

important and loved.  You will always have a home with us on _asy lum_. You will never be alone 

ever again...You have us.

 

        Sincerely,

        Head Nurse Stillbourne



Comfort only comes from cutting

Everything else fails

People let you down

Things break and get stolen

There is no safe place

From the torment

Taunting terror

Turmoil

That is me

But

When it all bleeds away

Bleed it all out

There is no more anything

No noise from others

No stress

No threat

Just the soft gentle pull

“Heat-throb”

And the slight sting that reminds:

“You

Are

Still

Alive.”

By: Rash Decisions



“Th e price of vengeance”

When fortune smiles on something as violent and ugly as revenge, it seems proof like no other, that God exists,
 and not only does He exist, you’re doing His will. Or are you?

A wise man once said that the road to vengeance is a dense forest. 
When you want one tree sometimes it’s necessary to cut down the rest...

It is a cycle from which there is no beginning and no end. Each tree that is cut down to get to the one, 
others rise to take it’s place.

 Vengeance is itself a double edged sword. It can help motivate one, and even  keep one alive. 
But at what price? What risk? When your vengeance is over, another’s is just beginning.

Violence begets violence, hatred begets hatred, death begets death. And so the cycle continues. Neverending.

It is as simple as you drawing a line where it suits you. For some,  
it’s a very short line in which they who seek retribution from the past dare others to cross, for others,

it’s a very long line that takes ages to get past.

What will happen in one’s life is already written, but one must choose to be there. But one must choose carefully 
what road he wishes to travel, for whatever his choice may be, be it good or ill, 

will forever dominate one’s destiny.

-Samael



“Hospital Patients”“Hospital Patients”
Th e wrists that you slitTh e wrists that you slit
are nothing comparedare nothing compared

to the bed sores that you’ll getto the bed sores that you’ll get
But thenBut then

You’re used to lying on your backYou’re used to lying on your back
Lying in complianceLying in compliance

with your mother’s favorite actwith your mother’s favorite act
& daddy never cared at all& daddy never cared at all

He left you alone in this hospitalHe left you alone in this hospital
“Th e doctors will make her better”“Th e doctors will make her better”

He said, “Th e doctors will make her better.He said, “Th e doctors will make her better.
We just have to be patient.”We just have to be patient.”

Well, the doctors are understaff edWell, the doctors are understaff ed
& the nurses underpaid& the nurses underpaid

When the staff ’s awayWhen the staff ’s away
Staff  infection’s a plagueStaff  infection’s a plague
We just have to be patientWe just have to be patient

It’s all they’ll let us beIt’s all they’ll let us be
Wait it out & take itWait it out & take it

& I’m still waiting& I’m still waiting
We’re the hospital patientsWe’re the hospital patients

We outnumber themWe outnumber them
We’d rise & take it overWe’d rise & take it over

without these Th orazine injectionswithout these Th orazine injections
Keep you numb & jadedKeep you numb & jaded

in your daily routinesin your daily routines
Try this new dance - Catatonic -Try this new dance - Catatonic -

in your military fashion scenein your military fashion scene
Love is just a complimentLove is just a compliment

in your military fashion scenein your military fashion scene
--Th e Graduate--Th e Graduate



“Hospital Patients”
Th e wrists that you slit
are nothing compared

to the bed sores that you’ll get
But then

You’re used to lying on your back
Lying in compliance

with your mother’s favorite act
& daddy never cared at all

He left you alone in this hospital
“Th e doctors will make her better”

He said, “Th e doctors will make her better.
We just have to be patient.”

Well, the doctors are understaff ed
& the nurses underpaid

When the staff ’s away
Staff  infection’s a plague
We just have to be patient

It’s all they’ll let us be
Wait it out & take it

& I’m still waiting
We’re the hospital patients

We outnumber them
We’d rise & take it over

without these Th orazine injections
Keep you numb & jaded

in your daily routines
Try this new dance - Catatonic -

in your military fashion scene
Love is just a compliment

in your military fashion scene
--Th e Graduate

“Abandon”“Abandon”
Feel the molecular stab of pain, we thrustFeel the molecular stab of pain, we thrust

In wounded bliss and animal fury, in God we trustIn wounded bliss and animal fury, in God we trust

Fuck retribution, infinity draws me inFuck retribution, infinity draws me in

Shuts its wings and brings me nearShuts its wings and brings me near

Shudder like a new sparkShudder like a new spark

Born into an endless dreamBorn into an endless dream

Hitting bottom is not a weekend retreatHitting bottom is not a weekend retreat

So like ice we blur and shiftSo like ice we blur and shift

Losing all hope is freedomLosing all hope is freedom

Twenty-one furious guns all screaming,Twenty-one furious guns all screaming,

“Salute me!”“Salute me!”

The Mona Lisa falls apartThe Mona Lisa falls apart

Like a teenage whore’s broken heartLike a teenage whore’s broken heart

for the sake of your post-modern artfor the sake of your post-modern art

of breaking downof breaking down

A piercing voice splits the mist of painA piercing voice splits the mist of pain

Fast-forward to the next pageFast-forward to the next page

Out on the front lines of the battlefieldOut on the front lines of the battlefield

I don’t have a mind, I’m a human sheildI don’t have a mind, I’m a human sheild

A spiral of snow awaits usA spiral of snow awaits us

I’ve crossed the line from sane to notI’ve crossed the line from sane to not

This side is better, but better than what?This side is better, but better than what?

One lone soldier cannot fight this warOne lone soldier cannot fight this war

That is what we have armies forThat is what we have armies for

I cannot fight this warI cannot fight this war

That is what we have armies forThat is what we have armies for

--The Graduate--The Graduate



by: Squishy



Hi, I am anneinside and I wanted to share my bipolar history with you. 

      I an 51 and have been diagnosed as bipolar, type II. I see my psychologist weekly and my psychiatrist monthly, 
usually. I was diagnosed when I was 45 but I’ve had symptoms of  bipolar since my fi rst depressive episode at the 
age of  9 and was put in therapy. The next time I can recall being depressed, I was in my early teens and attempted 
suicide by overdose. I took enough pills but threw up so the only effect of  the pills was that I slept all weekend. No 
one noticed because I didn’t miss any school.

      During a majority of  my adulthood, I occasionally had short periods of  depression and episodes of  hypomania 
in which I obsessed about something until I mastered it. The turning point was in the fall of  1992 when I was 41. 
First, my husband left me for another woman. He said he wasn’t coming home because he didn’t’ like the carpeting 
in the bedroom. In a mixed episode, I took out all the carpeting, removed all the staples, fi lled the holes, sanded and 
varnished the fl oor while working fulltime and not eating at all. (I lost 20 pounds in 21 days) I was put in the hospi-
tal after I became suicidal and stayed there for a month. Two months later on December 30th, while my ex was driv-
ing, my only child, my sixteen year old daughter was killed. Depression dropped like a ten ton weight. Once I tried 
suicide by attempting to inject air into my veins. That is when I discovered that cutting myself  and bleeding made 
me feel better. I became a self-injurer.

      I continued to work until the following fall (I was a special education teacher). Then I fi nally fell apart and was 
put on disability for two years. During that time, I tried suicide by overdosing twice and was saved once because my 
mother called and the other time because after I was under the infl uence, I called a hospital ER to see if  I had taken 
enough pills (LOL). During a hypomanic episode, I once bought a new car because I had to have leather seats. At 
the end of  the two years, I decided to go back to school and earn a doctorate.  I was okay during the three years I 
worked on the doctorate except for short hypomanic episodes and occasional anxiety attacks.

      I accepted my fi rst job as a professor at a Florida college and had anxiety/depression “attacks” which were 
mixed episodes about every 3 to 4 months during the two years I taught there. I then moved to Minnesota and 
continued the same pattern for about three years when I fi nally fell into a black hole. I was hospitalized numerous 
times (12+) for suicidal depression during the next two years. Finally, my depression became immobilizing and my 
psychiatrist put me on leave for disability. I came back the next year half-time for fall semester and did okay. Then 
back to fulltime in the spring. About four weeks into the semester I was unable to get in front of  a class, I couldn’t 
remember what I was going to say about each powerpoint slide...I couldn’t think, concentrate or smile.... I couldn’t 
teach anymore. I was put back on leave of  absence for a medical disability.

      It’s been two years since I was put on total disability. I have been put in the hospital once and a crisis center 
twice for active suicidal thoughts. I had ECT with maintenance ECT weekly for six months ending last October. In 
the last two or three years, I have been on lithium, wellbrutrin, effexor, prozac, tofranil, trazadone, cymbalta, lexa-
pro, depakote, lamictal, seroquel, abilify, anafranil, zoloft, concerta, ambien, xanax, adivan, and probably more that 
I can’t remember. Right now I am just coming out of  a depressive episode which followed a hypomanic episode in 
which I spent over $700 in one week on doll making supplies (at least not as bad as when I spent $10,000 on siding 
I had to have for the house).

      Right now, I live alone with two small dogs, a papillon and a yorkie.  I volunteer twice a week at an organization 
that refurbishes computers for people with low income, on disability and the elderly. I meet a friend at a local diner 
for breakfast Monday through Saturday. I go to  a bipolar support group twice a month and see my therapist every 
week. Other than that, I stay home and feel content with my life (when I’m not depressed). When I look at ads for 
special education professors, I become anxious and overwhelmed.  I don’t know if  I can ever return to teaching but 
I haven’t gotten rid of  all my planning materials. For now, I am on SSD and have a quiet life. 



Just being a kid, I try to understand, the reasons why,
Impressionable I may be, I fail to see,
The sun is bright, the sky is blue,
This is the part where I say I miss you.
But I don’t miss anybody, would you like to know why?
I wouldn’t let anybody hear me cry.

Thoughts and feelings rushing onto the page,
The diary which is now lost in a blaze,
The secrets too dire, to let out into the world,
My Pandora’s box shall be never be unfurled.
I laugh at the way I used to think,
My laugh was innocent, my bedroom pink. 

Now the sunlight beating onto my face, I stare into space,
Thinking of you all, putting you in your place,
Compass point drawing across my skin,
The cut is bleeding, HAH I win,
I can hurt more than you ever know,
My school uniform will conceal, it’ll never show. 

Months later the scars still not fading,
When I am wading,
Through a sea of thoughts.
Pain. Torture. Rebellion. Hate.
Where are the ideas that make me wait,
And think, and wonder, and know what you might feel,
When once again your friendship I steal.

But your feelings don’t matter, mine haven’t before
As I lie here crying upon the fl oor,
Guilt shall be my constant friend now,
Drowned in your sea of grey blood, I cause you pain,
And it felt good, but now it’s too late
Rebellion sucks. And now I see,
This world may simply not be ready for me.

by: L. Moore



I hear you
I see you

I smell you

Am I evil?

You sound vulnerable
You look weak

You smell like fear

Am I evil?

I hear your pain
I see your vices

I smell your desires

Am I evil?

I study your motion, your 
grace, your responses

I watch your places, your act-
ing, your friends

I know your colors, palettes, 
images, and choices

Am I evil?

I use your hopes against you
I leverage people against you

I push your personal fears

Am I evil?

I enjoy your pain
I revel in your vices
I taste your desires

Am I evil?

I paint with your thoughts and 
feelings

I paint your save places and 
people

I paint a mosaic of darkness out 
of you

Am I evil?

I wonder, what if it were me?
I stop, how does it feel?

I think, what does this make me?

Am I evil?

What do I choose?

I choose power.



Stolen RosesStolen Roses
 He heard it in my voice, He heard it in my voice,

And asked me what was wrong...And asked me what was wrong...
He said I sounded like a child, He said I sounded like a child, 

And we talked all night, And we talked all night, 
About the night my rose was stolen.About the night my rose was stolen.

I told him I didnt have a choice that night, I told him I didnt have a choice that night, 
Because the man stole my rose, Because the man stole my rose, 

And it hurt much more than I thought.And it hurt much more than I thought.
I wasnt old enough to have a choice, I wasnt old enough to have a choice, 

He sent me to a man, a man I didnt know,He sent me to a man, a man I didnt know,
The older man gave the younger man some money, The older man gave the younger man some money, 

And said to come back in an hour.And said to come back in an hour.
I cried and begged to be let go...I cried and begged to be let go...

he hurt me more, and said “I was a bitch and deserved it.”he hurt me more, and said “I was a bitch and deserved it.”
I wanted my mom to hold me. I wanted my mom to hold me. 

I needed someone.I needed someone.
I screamed with pain, and realized I lost...I screamed with pain, and realized I lost...

my rose again...my rose again...



 I step outside, backpack heavily on my back, bulging with books, some 20 lbs worth, and shuf-

fl e along. At least its not raining today. I donʼt mind the rain, but lately itʼs been so muggy, the 

rain was no respite. Even the cargo shorts and thin pale T-Shirt will not save me today. I know by 

the time I am 1/2 way to work, I will have sweat through my T to my backpack and have sweat 

running down my back, ugh.

The gravel on the side of the road crunches distantly underfoot.

There are bad things that happen to people, things like car accidents, plane crashes, kitchen ac-

cidents, etc. Like this street, now that my path has ended, but there is a new one on the other 

side, and I need to cross anyways, I will J-Walk now, and get to that path, after this white beat 

up pick-up with the painterʼs logo passes on my side and the blue Ford Taurus and new yellow 

VW Bug pass on the other side, I will go. These drivers here are kinda crazy, they swerve around 

someone walking down the side of the street, but should you try to cross, even a cross-walk they 

try to run you down. I am glad my family doesnʼt cross around here, if they did one could get 

hit. I know I could see some stupid lady with here cell over her shoulder, arguing with someone, 

other hand brushing her mussed dyed blonde hair with her other. Going nearly the speed limit, 

and swerving slightly, she could just slightly go over to the path to the side of the road while my 

older daughter is walking along holding my hand, her little soft hand wrapped loosely around 

my pinky. Suddenly I feel her hand jump off my fi nger as I hear a deafening crack. Something 

splatters my glasses, but my eyes instinctively shut, so I donʼt see what it was. In this same brief 

millisecond instant, i hear both a soft, muffl ed crunch of something glass being broken and a 

kinda metallic thud, like thick sheet metal being banged with a rubber mallet. Right after this, I 

hear the sound of car tires trying in vain to grip the road in a 

stinky roar of burning rubber. Then as I open my eyes, all I 

see is red. I run to the broken body on the fl oor, a tangled

mess of limbs, pretty pink clothes, blood and matted curly 

blonde hair. One eye is 1/2 open, staring up at the sky, the 

other, appears missing. Now I canʼt see. I am suddenly hot,

 like my shirt were heated by the sun and I had run in the 

desert. I canʼt breathe. I turn to the car, the driver is 

staring at me and my daughter with an opened mouth expression 

of bewilderment and indignant horror. Like I did it. She looks at

me like ʻwhy would I walk with my daughter in the street like thatʼ. 

That is the last look I see on her face. I suddenly run at her and 

punch her in the throat with all my might. I feel something 

break behind my larger, scarred left knuckles, and a 

soft squishy gurgle come from her throat. I am still not 

looking at her face, I canʼt. If I do, I will only see my daughterʼs face,

 all deformed and broken. As she slumps down on the ground, I wrench 

off the side-view mirror and slowly, but with all my might, start to beat 

in her face, until I can look at it again. Until I can see the pavement

 through it. Then I fall down and cry, for my daughter, for this lady 

I donʼt even know, for me.



“I Could Tell You A Thing Or Two”
I could tell you a thing or two

About all the world will put you through
I could tell you a thing or two

But nothing I say will apply to you

I could tell you how to pass that test
Study real hard, but get plenty of rest

Teachers school you on how to get through life
People will respect you only if you try

I could tell you how to get that boy
Don’t play with his heart, acting too cute and coy

Tell him exactly how you feel right then
Don’t be afraid if he just wants to be friends

Friends, I say, are all one needs
Best friends are like your family

But I can’t tell you how to make friends
The best friendships will just happen

Smile like you mean it everyday
Write thank you notes right away

The little things shouldn’t be cast off for being small
The trifles in our lives make the biggest difference of all

I could tell you how to gain control
But I wouldn’t recommend it, it costs your soul

I could tell you how to fail real quick
Just do exactly as I always did

I could tell you how to lose friends faster than gain
Just tell yourself they were the ones that changed
Be sarcastic and mean, care not for their pain
You’ll never get your way giving yourself away

I could tell you how to be real cool
But I’m just a fool who sometimes follows the rules

The cooler I got, the colder I became
But my heart’s too warm to stay so caged

I could tell you how to get through life
But I can’t be the bearer of your strife

Just remember, slow down, you’ll have your time
Maybe one day we’ll both get it right

I could tell you a thing or two
Maybe understand what you’re going through
But I’m not smart, what I write isn’t wise
Sometimes I fail to take my own advice

-The Graduate



“Hell’s conscience”

On the night of my parents’ funeral, the priest’s words gave to me no
 comfort. Of course, there it was on my mother’s desk, the diary. She 

had
 written in it every day since i was born...but now..she would never

 write in it again.

I remember i ran out into the storm trying in vain to outrun the
 rage..the pain..the grief; my screams barely audible over the roar of the

 storm. And then i fell...i fell forever. The cave was monstrous..it must
 have lain hidden for centuries, and there deep in the shadows..I saw it.

 It was coming towards me. I was frightened at first..but only at
 first; then i began to understand. The man in the dark was my destiny..

my
 future. It was the answer I needed to correct the past. I would use the
 image to spread fear and misery to the others who would try to prey 

on
 the innocent. I would ensure that what had happened to me would 

never
 happen to anyone else.

I would have my revenge.

-Samael



Cascading down,Cascading down,
around, and spin,around, and spin,
to win again;to win again;
I’ve found boxesI’ve found boxes
full of boxesfull of boxes
full of infinity.full of infinity.
A trinityA trinity
in symmetry?in symmetry?
(Fractally)(Fractally)
An end of startsAn end of starts
may start an end.may start an end.
An affinity for spirals, firesAn affinity for spirals, fires
trend, I spend mytrend, I spend my
time in space andtime in space and
then, my space and timethen, my space and time
unwind,unwind,
evade,evade,
cascade.cascade.
-Kai’enne Tyrmerik-Kai’enne Tyrmerik



by: Squishy

“Rabbits”
The rabbits attack,

My room becomes a huvvle;
Steal my sanity.by: The Graduate

Cascading down,
around, and spin,
to win again;
I’ve found boxes
full of boxes
full of infinity.
A trinity
in symmetry?
(Fractally)
An end of starts
may start an end.
An affinity for spirals, fires
trend, I spend my
time in space and
then, my space and time
unwind,
evade,
cascade.
-Kai’enne Tyrmerik



  First off  I would like to start off  with the simple basics. I was diagnosed with bi-polar-
ism, schizophrenia, depression, and some psychotic personality disorder.

    My parents are “divorced” although I don’t think its fair to say that cause they weren’t 
ever married. I have two older half  sisters, and we have never really gotten along.

    As a child I was made fun of  for being fat, ugly, “un-cool”,  and the list goes on. It 
was hard on me growing up without my mom around, because she was a drug addict. 
I remember to many times in which I was waiting at my window cause I could see the 
road, and I was crying. I would be crying because I would be waiting for my mom for 
hours and hours. Eventually my step dad would call and tell me my mom was having 
period cramps. Yeah, bull fucking shit. Now, at my age I understand it was because 
she was coming down off  of  something. I would be in Elementary school crying, and 
someone would come up and ask me why I was crying and it was always the same deal 
“Because my mommy isn’t coming this weekend.”

    My mom has always been a huge part of  why I have so many problems. Well, I tend 
to blame her for it. I’m really into psychology and discovering the reasons why we are 
who we are.

    Well, anyways....So this all goes on throughout middle school. Some other crap hap-
pens. She disappears for a year or two, and misses a bunch of  important birthdays 
she said she would be there for. Then I start high school, and it seems like everything 
changes.

    People actually start to fi nd me attractive! I get a boyfriend, and more friends, and I 
am doing good in school. Yeah happiness doesn’t last long for me.

    My boyfriend turns out to be a an asshole. At the age of  14.....Ok so at the age of  14 
on a hot day we decide to go swimming. Well he suggests we get changed in the public 
bathroom together, which I have never been to comfortable with. Well, once I get na-
ked he starts kissing me, and touching me. Well I start to back off, and say “Hey I am 
not ready”. He starts acting like he doesn’t love me, and backing away from me totally. 
So I of  coarse being the love hungry teenager....say “ok fi ne”. The whole time I cried 
and he didn’t stop. So this continues on our whole relationship. I think I only enjoyed 
having sex with him once. He eventually starting getting pushy, and when we would 
fi ght he would push me around, and grab me by the wrists. He lied to me about liking 
my best friend our whole relationship, and about a BUNCH of  other crap. He really 
kind of  fucked with my emotionally. Eventually I fell for another guy and broke it off  
with him. He stalked me for quite a while, and threatened to kill me twice in which I 
had him sentenced to a year of  anger management for.



    Eventually I started dating this one guy. Being with him was so strange. It was a very 
awkward part in my life. He was insane. I won’t even get into it. But he was a huge liar, 
and really insane.

    Before I carry on with this part of  my story, I want to stop and talk about my fam-
ily issues at the time. At this point I was living at my best friend Emma’s house until I 
moved in with my mom in a whole new state. Well my mom was basically doped up on 
pain killers the whole time, and we left together back home. She was gonna live with 
me in my room at my dads, and I was gonna stay part time with Emma. Well my par-
ents were fi ghting and doing weird crap. My dad by the way is a major pill popper, and 
was constantly doped up. Hence why I moved in with my mom to get away from all his 
crap. So eventually my mom got super drunk and told me all this crap like “You are the 
spawn of  satan, you were a mistake, I wish I had never had you”. I went and stayed with 
Emma lots more after that. But, eventually Emma failed me too. One day she just out 
of  the blue decided to tell me “You’re ruining my life”. I didn’t speak to her after that 
for about 9 months or so.

    Now that I have cleared THAT up, I can continue on with the rest of  my story. So I 
would like to talk about why I am considered insane.
   
    I am vindictive, manipulative, selfi sh, and who knows what else. I seem to fail at every 
relationship I have ever been in. I fi nd I am this way because I am so scared of  someone 
leaving me that I destroy the relationship I am in. If  you think about it...everyone who 
has ever said I love you to me....Has left me, or failed me. So I tend to do very under-
handed things, and hurt and push the people who do actually love me away. I can’t help 
I am this way. I try really hard to change this, but I can’t. Oh, and I see things! All the 
time...Ill see random things that I know probably are not there.

    So where was I? Well I guess this is really a closing to my story. I could have gone way 
more into detail about every little fucked up fl ake of  my life. Like I got raped by that 
psycho mentioned above. I eventually broke up with him... Blah blah blah...

I am now pretty happy. I got my shit together. But I still fi nd myself  doing the same old 
things, and being hurt by the same stupid crap.

-Hope    



“I’m Going To Make It Through This Year If It Kills Me”“I’m Going To Make It Through This Year If It Kills Me”

The sidewalk is so unforgiving...The sidewalk is so unforgiving...

I’ve been threatenedI’ve been threatened
with academic suspensionwith academic suspension
I’ve lost the respect of my peersI’ve lost the respect of my peers
I’m going to make it through this yearI’m going to make it through this year
if it kills meif it kills me
I’m going to wait right hereI’m going to wait right here

Everyday is a testEveryday is a test
Every task, a heart attackEvery task, a heart attack
An Honor’s level performanceAn Honor’s level performance
For a mere passing gradeFor a mere passing grade
I’m going to make it through this semesterI’m going to make it through this semester
if it kills meif it kills me

No time for boysNo time for boys
Barely enough time for peopleBarely enough time for people
Still it is important to remain open & socialStill it is important to remain open & social
I do so need the attentionI do so need the attention
of my best worst intentionsof my best worst intentions

I know what I want to beI know what I want to be
I know where I want to goI know where I want to go
Nevermind who I’ll go withNevermind who I’ll go with
I just need a fucking 2.0I just need a fucking 2.0

I have wasted so much timeI have wasted so much time
Worrying about all the wrong thingsWorrying about all the wrong things
Things that never really matteredThings that never really mattered
I am going to make it through this yearI am going to make it through this year
if it kills meif it kills me

I never used to be so jadedI never used to be so jaded
I used to have so much faithI used to have so much faith
I had all the answers for things I knew nothing aboutI had all the answers for things I knew nothing about

& deep down I knew it& deep down I knew it
& deep down I knew what I was doing was wrong& deep down I knew what I was doing was wrong
Now my mind is filled with doubtNow my mind is filled with doubt
Because it worked so well before somehowBecause it worked so well before somehow
I ignored every word you said about another wayI ignored every word you said about another way

& I can’t stop my hands from shaking& I can’t stop my hands from shaking
From all these pills I’m takingFrom all these pills I’m taking
To alleviate the tension when makingTo alleviate the tension when making
the transition from delusion to realitythe transition from delusion to reality
I’m going to make it through this lifeI’m going to make it through this life
if it kills meif it kills me

-The Graduate-The Graduate



by: Carrion_Heart“A Midwest Wake Up Call (Haiku)”
Another sunrise
Over your Wisconsin home
Burns love scorched wrists.

-The Graduate





...from the wall an actual asylum. More images like this on abandonedasylums.com



“Hereʼs To Wishful Thinking”“Hereʼs To Wishful Thinking”
He could be that boy, but sheʼs not that girl.He could be that boy, but sheʼs not that girl.
& she knows it.& she knows it.
& she shows it in the way she carries herself.& she shows it in the way she carries herself.
Dark, distant, tormented.Dark, distant, tormented.
Pretentious.Pretentious.
Head held high, but screaming inside.Head held high, but screaming inside.
Kept up all by thoughts of a life with him.Kept up all by thoughts of a life with him.
Thoughts of being loved by him.Thoughts of being loved by him.
Thoughts thought upon too much unrequited Thoughts thought upon too much unrequited 
make her happy & sad all at the same time.make her happy & sad all at the same time.
& her friends always tell her heʼs not worth it.& her friends always tell her heʼs not worth it.
& not to let him get to her.& not to let him get to her.
& pass exchange of glances & whispers& pass exchange of glances & whispers
of “the sad stalker chick”of “the sad stalker chick”
& her little obsessions.& her little obsessions.
& others know it is best to be frightened& others know it is best to be frightened
rather than amused.rather than amused.
& avoid all contact with her completely.& avoid all contact with her completely.
But she pays them little attention.But she pays them little attention.
She knows theyʼre just jealous.She knows theyʼre just jealous.
She knows they understand who know him best.She knows they understand who know him best.
She knows all they say about her isnʼt half as bad as she knows she is.She knows all they say about her isnʼt half as bad as she knows she is.
She shows it.She shows it.
She shows it in her broken smile & exaggerated laugh.She shows it in her broken smile & exaggerated laugh.
She shows it in the hair & glasses she wears like a mask.She shows it in the hair & glasses she wears like a mask.
She shows it in the way she loves him.She shows it in the way she loves him.
How sad her eyes become when he is mentioned & you remember her love is unreturned.How sad her eyes become when he is mentioned & you remember her love is unreturned.
& their future together is the brightest thing in her world.& their future together is the brightest thing in her world.
 -The Graduate -The Graduate



“Traya”
There is always one who bears the scars of treachery

one that holds the knowledge of betrayal. 
Who has been betrayed in their heart,

and will betray in turn.
For no game in life can be won without pawns.

- Samael



Detective Wayne entered the room slowly, Detective Wayne entered the room slowly, 
edging his way in.edging his way in.
He could feel it. Feel there was something He could feel it. Feel there was something 
wrong.wrong.

He sniffed the air.He sniffed the air.
Blood.Blood.
The stench of blood and sweat mingled in The stench of blood and sweat mingled in 
the air, clogging up thethe air, clogging up the
 Oxygen. Oxygen.
He just knew that he wasn’t going to like He just knew that he wasn’t going to like 
what he was going to fi nd inwhat he was going to fi nd in
 this dank, cold, wet basement. this dank, cold, wet basement.
He considered going back, all the way up He considered going back, all the way up 
the stairs, out the front doorthe stairs, out the front door
 of the once popular Laugh-A-Minute joke  of the once popular Laugh-A-Minute joke 
store, into the car and backstore, into the car and back
 to the fl at. to the fl at.
But he couldn’t. Something in him stopped But he couldn’t. Something in him stopped 
him.him.

Curiosity? Wonder?Curiosity? Wonder?
Or was it something deeper?Or was it something deeper?

Compassion, perhaps?Compassion, perhaps?
He edged further in. The stench got stron-He edged further in. The stench got stron-
ger.ger.
He covered his mouth with a gloved hand He covered his mouth with a gloved hand 
and closed his eyes tight.and closed his eyes tight.
Get a grip Bruce! a little voice in his head Get a grip Bruce! a little voice in his head 
told him.told him.
Never before had he felt...felt...fear...like Never before had he felt...felt...fear...like 
this.this.
He knew he was going to fi nd a body.He knew he was going to fi nd a body.
Dead or alive, he didn’t know.Dead or alive, he didn’t know.
But he knew someone was in there.But he knew someone was in there.
He knew she was in there.He knew she was in there.
He removed his hand from his mouth, took He removed his hand from his mouth, took 
a deep breath, and opened his eyes.a deep breath, and opened his eyes.
It didn’t help much.It didn’t help much.
There wasn’t much light.There wasn’t much light.
He stepped fully into the basement.He stepped fully into the basement.
He froze at a small, muffl ed sound.He froze at a small, muffl ed sound.
It sounded like...laughing?It sounded like...laughing?
Or was it crying?Or was it crying?
He gulped.He gulped.

“Harley?”“Harley?”
He noise stopped.He noise stopped.
He turned to face the furthest away wall.He turned to face the furthest away wall.
There was a small window, the basement There was a small window, the basement 
window, near the ceiling.window, near the ceiling.
The only source of light.The only source of light.
Or what little light the City streets could Or what little light the City streets could 
provide in days like this.provide in days like this.
He saw her. He saw the shape of her He saw her. He saw the shape of her 
body, slumped against the wall onbody, slumped against the wall on
 the fl oor. the fl oor.
He could make out her arms moving, He could make out her arms moving, 
around her chest.around her chest.
“Harley...it’s me.”“Harley...it’s me.”
D’uh, he thought.D’uh, he thought.
He stepped closer, the froze as he saw He stepped closer, the froze as he saw 
her features.her features.
Her normally sparkling clean harlequin Her normally sparkling clean harlequin 
outfi t was soaked through withoutfi t was soaked through with
 blood. blood.
Her head piece and mask were gone, and Her head piece and mask were gone, and 
her golden blonde hair mattedher golden blonde hair matted
 red. red.
Wayne stood, staring at her.Wayne stood, staring at her.

“Harley...what...what did he do?!”“Harley...what...what did he do?!”
There was a rage in his voice. But also There was a rage in his voice. But also 
sadness.sadness.
He grew puzzled as she shook her head.He grew puzzled as she shook her head.
She lowered her arms.She lowered her arms.
Wayne knew what had happened.Wayne knew what had happened.
He looked around the fl oor, making out He looked around the fl oor, making out 
the shapes.the shapes.
He realised why she sounded muffl ed He realised why she sounded muffl ed 
when he fi rst entered the room.when he fi rst entered the room.
Lying by her on the fl oor, her tongue, Lying by her on the fl oor, her tongue, 
freshly cut out, bloodfreshly cut out, blood
 Surrounding is sordid place on the fl oor. Surrounding is sordid place on the fl oor.
He looked up at her, and tried to meet He looked up at her, and tried to meet 
her eyes.her eyes.
But he couldn’t. But he couldn’t. 
All that was there was the empty sock-All that was there was the empty sock-
ets.ets.
He took a step closer, holding his breath.He took a step closer, holding his breath.
Yes. He had thought as much.Yes. He had thought as much.



She had stitched her own ears to her She had stitched her own ears to her 
head, to try and block out as much head, to try and block out as much 
sound as she could.sound as she could.
He jumped back as she raised her arms He jumped back as she raised her arms 
to her chest. He realised what she was to her chest. He realised what she was 
doing when he saw the knife in her doing when he saw the knife in her 
hands.hands.
“Harley...I’m...I’m...sorry...”“Harley...I’m...I’m...sorry...”
He turned and left the room.He turned and left the room.
He walked as quickly as he could up the He walked as quickly as he could up the 
stairs and to his car.stairs and to his car.
It was parked in the alleyway.It was parked in the alleyway.
Just as well.Just as well.
Wayne pulled off his cowl and heaved as Wayne pulled off his cowl and heaved as 
much as his stomach could hold.much as his stomach could hold.
Once he had vomited as much as he felt Once he had vomited as much as he felt 
he had within his stomach, he sat in his he had within his stomach, he sat in his 
car.car.
He knew there were tears dripping down He knew there were tears dripping down 
his cheeks. But he didn’t botherhis cheeks. But he didn’t bother
 to wipe them away. to wipe them away.
His cowl would cover his face once Co-His cowl would cover his face once Co-
missioner Jordon got here.missioner Jordon got here.
He had also sent a message to Roberts, He had also sent a message to Roberts, 
his partner, to get him here as soon as his partner, to get him here as soon as 
possible.possible.
He knew he couldn’t drive home himself.He knew he couldn’t drive home himself.

“Dear Lord”, Jordon said, as the coroners “Dear Lord”, Jordon said, as the coroners 
put the body into the back of the van.put the body into the back of the van.
“You do realize what she’s done, don’t “You do realize what she’s done, don’t 
you Jim?” Wayne asked, in ayou Jim?” Wayne asked, in a
 barely audible whisper. barely audible whisper.
Commissioner Gordon looked at him.Commissioner Gordon looked at him.
He had arrived only ten minutes before. He had arrived only ten minutes before. 
He had barely looked at theHe had barely looked at the
 body. First sight and he threw up. body. First sight and he threw up.
Robin had arrived soon after. He had Robin had arrived soon after. He had 
refused to look.refused to look.
He now stood close by Batman.He now stood close by Batman.
He felt confused. He could sense some-He felt confused. He could sense some-
thing from his mentor. thing from his mentor. 
Sadness?Sadness?

“After tonights heist,” Wayne began, “After tonights heist,” Wayne began, 
“Napier, yet again, tossed Harley aside. I “Napier, yet again, tossed Harley aside. I 
was on his trail when I watched their van was on his trail when I watched their van 
crash into MacGregors Bakers, next to the crash into MacGregors Bakers, next to the 
Laugh-A-Minute store. He blamed her, as Laugh-A-Minute store. He blamed her, as 
usual.usual.
 But this time she didn’t follow him after  But this time she didn’t follow him after 
he threw her away.”he threw her away.”
“She came here?” Robin asked.“She came here?” Robin asked.
“Yes”, He took a deep breath, “I think she “Yes”, He took a deep breath, “I think she 
couldn’t take anymore. By the time I got couldn’t take anymore. By the time I got 
here she had sewn her own ears closed...so here she had sewn her own ears closed...so 
she would never have to hear his laughter she would never have to hear his laughter 
again.”again.”

“And cut out her tongue so she wouldn’t “And cut out her tongue so she wouldn’t 
speak of him again.” Jordon said, under-speak of him again.” Jordon said, under-
standing in his voice.standing in his voice.
“And clawed out her own eyes so she “And clawed out her own eyes so she 
would never see him again.” Roberts would never see him again.” Roberts 
added.added.

Wayne nodded and sighed.Wayne nodded and sighed.
“When I got here, she was cutting open “When I got here, she was cutting open 
her chest.”her chest.”

“Why?” Gordon asked.“Why?” Gordon asked.
“So she would never love him again.”“So she would never love him again.”

They all stood in silence.They all stood in silence.
It began to rain.It began to rain.
“I think you should go,” Jordon said, pat-“I think you should go,” Jordon said, pat-
ting Waynes shoulder.ting Waynes shoulder.
Roberts nodded and guided Wayne to the Roberts nodded and guided Wayne to the 
car...passenger seat.car...passenger seat.
They never spoke of the nights events all They never spoke of the nights events all 
the way home.the way home.
Bruce Wayne, knew he would never be able Bruce Wayne, knew he would never be able 
to speak of it again.to speak of it again.

-P-P



“Last Night”“Last Night”

Last night you frightened meLast night you frightened me

You were differentYou were different

You were unhingedYou were unhinged

Drunk on Mountain Dew and VodkaDrunk on Mountain Dew and Vodka

Your own Hyde formulaYour own Hyde formula

I knew you were a biochemist, but this I didn’t expectI knew you were a biochemist, but this I didn’t expect

to see you here, like thisto see you here, like this

in this state, it all seems so strangein this state, it all seems so strange

You said you were an alcoholicYou said you were an alcoholic

but you swore you were recoveringbut you swore you were recovering

I don’t know what to sayI don’t know what to say

Is there anything to say in a situation like thisIs there anything to say in a situation like this

I mean, it’s not like you’ll remember any of itI mean, it’s not like you’ll remember any of it

I think I should be mad, or atleast more mad than I amI think I should be mad, or atleast more mad than I am

After all I know that you lied not just onceAfter all I know that you lied not just once

your friend explained this pattern of behavioryour friend explained this pattern of behavior

had been going on for weeks, months, before Christmashad been going on for weeks, months, before Christmas

and your lie made me lie to your ex-girlfriendand your lie made me lie to your ex-girlfriend

Yet with all the lies I can’t seem to careYet with all the lies I can’t seem to care

All I know is what I see hereAll I know is what I see here

Last night you were another personLast night you were another person

You yelled and screamed incoherent ramblingsYou yelled and screamed incoherent ramblings

about everything and nothingabout everything and nothing

more extreme than your usual incoherancymore extreme than your usual incoherancy

Some words didn’t even sound realSome words didn’t even sound real

though I’m sure your mind has some cosmic meaning attachedthough I’m sure your mind has some cosmic meaning attached

you can always attach meaning to the most meaningless chickensyou can always attach meaning to the most meaningless chickens

And you changed completely from state to anotherAnd you changed completely from state to another

more frequently and with more passionmore frequently and with more passion

than any other timethan any other time



“Last Night”

Last night you frightened me

You were different

You were unhinged

Drunk on Mountain Dew and Vodka

Your own Hyde formula

I knew you were a biochemist, but this I didn’t expect

to see you here, like this

in this state, it all seems so strange

You said you were an alcoholic

but you swore you were recovering

I don’t know what to say

Is there anything to say in a situation like this

I mean, it’s not like you’ll remember any of it

I think I should be mad, or atleast more mad than I am

After all I know that you lied not just once

your friend explained this pattern of behavior

had been going on for weeks, months, before Christmas

and your lie made me lie to your ex-girlfriend

Yet with all the lies I can’t seem to care

All I know is what I see here

Last night you were another person

You yelled and screamed incoherent ramblings

about everything and nothing

more extreme than your usual incoherancy

Some words didn’t even sound real

though I’m sure your mind has some cosmic meaning attached

you can always attach meaning to the most meaningless chickens

And you changed completely from state to another

more frequently and with more passion

than any other time

At one point you thought you were the only one in the roomAt one point you thought you were the only one in the room

Then you forgot who you were talking toThen you forgot who you were talking to

You called me “Catherine” Who’s she?You called me “Catherine” Who’s she?

Someone new, someone you failed to introduceSomeone new, someone you failed to introduce

You’d think feelings of jealousy would erupt in meYou’d think feelings of jealousy would erupt in me

and I would get up and leaveand I would get up and leave

You called her a “whore”You called her a “whore”

You’d think that would set me off, send me packing out the doorYou’d think that would set me off, send me packing out the door

You were some desperate, howling, growling demonsYou were some desperate, howling, growling demons

snarling on the binge of insanity and geniussnarling on the binge of insanity and genius

You were my friend and now you are thisYou were my friend and now you are this

thing with pale, sick skin and hair ablazething with pale, sick skin and hair ablaze

red fire screaching like a Phoenixred fire screaching like a Phoenix

claws reaching out, limbs flailing aboutclaws reaching out, limbs flailing about

like skeletal remainslike skeletal remains

But what I find most strange is not your mind so derangedBut what I find most strange is not your mind so deranged

7 attention spans usually so estranged from one another7 attention spans usually so estranged from one another

Now introduced by alcoholNow introduced by alcohol

all culminating in one off-off broadway performanceall culminating in one off-off broadway performance

for only me and your friend to seefor only me and your friend to see

He’s bored, he’s apparently seen this play beforeHe’s bored, he’s apparently seen this play before

but me, I just stand there before this spectacle of depravitybut me, I just stand there before this spectacle of depravity

staring silently, letting it all soak instaring silently, letting it all soak in

Waiting to see how this drama would endWaiting to see how this drama would end

Last night you frightened me...Last night you frightened me...

  

Do it againDo it again

-The Graduate-The Graduate



never ceasingnever ceasing
always growingalways growing
never leavingnever leaving

thorns of angerthorns of anger
always bleedingalways bleeding
always needingalways needing
never wantingnever wanting
always havingalways having
suck me drysuck me dry
til I am gonetil I am gone

take all I havetake all I have
and you have wonand you have won
to hate the worldto hate the world
and love it dearand love it dear

with thorns of angerwith thorns of anger
you keep me hereyou keep me here

- “Jaimie”- “Jaimie”



Mental Illness
“Orianna Cassandra Dubois”
Just your average girl
just your average girl
just your average girl
except, ever since she could remember,
which could have been forever ago
she was haunted by strange thoughts
Alarming, random exceedingly by nature
At the age of fi ve she wondered
fi ve year old girls do much of that
wondering
whether her parents were as bad as teacher said, 
or teacher was as bad as mommy and daddy said, 
or maybe the problem was these thoughts in her head
that wouldnʼt go away
Normal boys & girls donʼt think this way
Matters of tigers
Snarling beast cats and incense
and older boys
playing hounds from Hell
Unicorn rabbits build her fairy tales
Rapunzal trapped in her tower mind with a bob
Alice come out of her wonderland, 
through the looking glass
Follow the white rabbit to the world
each introduction to the world
absorb another part of the world
now the world is part of her world
when she knows the ways of something
she knows everything

every single one of the intimate details, 
the little things and trifl es
She always sees such trifl es
She always remebers such trifl es
An old, recently divorced man with salt and pepper 
hair was arguing about a confusing phone call from a 
black man he didnʼt recognize
And she took heed not to speak while her friend 
was studying, because her friend 
mentioned she did her best work in silence
She could relate for the condition is often 
her bane
Awareness of everything
cannot shut anything out
has tried so many times tried
but found she was only keeping herself in, k
eeping herself in, keeping herself in
Locked away in the tower again
She has lists and lists recording lists of lists she 
needs to list on sticky notes reminding her 
to buy more sticky notes
and her notebooks are full of sweet narcotic lyrics 
of a forgotten never written age of when sanity 
and poetry agreed
Things pile up pretty quickly, so she is constantly 
cleaning, cleaning constantly
cleaning, remodeling, renewing, renovating
Rebuilding and changing her mind.
-The Graduate



“Forgiveness”
I want you to know

I forgive you
For everything 

you put me through
I forgive you

Did you hear me
Do my words enter

your thick skull
Does their meaning

penetrate your thick skin
Do you understand what I saw

Do you comprehend
what I mean
I forgive you

Even though you hurt me
I forgive you

Forever and always
I forgive you

Even though you 
never respected me

or anybody else
I want you to know
I still respect you

and so I forgive you
All the pain, rage, hate and tears

The fears of adolescent, 
over-competitive peers

Bitter rivalries, and betrayal
That have consumed, 

utterly wasted away your life
 over the years

Trying to maintain control
Manipulate everyone else’s lives

to fit your own design
I forgive you for all your crimes

against me
Against Mankind
Against Nature

Against Life
Against Christ

Against God
I forgive you

as He does too
Maybe one day

You will forgive us too
and I will get over

being You.

“To Know Me”“To Know Me”
To know meTo know me
is to love meis to love me

pity mepity me
misunderstand memisunderstand me

want mewant me
be threatened by mebe threatened by me

annoyed by meannoyed by me
laugh at melaugh at me

laugh with melaugh with me
because I’m still laughing at myselfbecause I’m still laughing at myself

be afraid of mebe afraid of me
envy meenvy me

pay no attention to mepay no attention to me
& to have me on your side& to have me on your side

No matter what you think of meNo matter what you think of me
I will always defend you.I will always defend you.

  
“Drowning”“Drowning”

When I came to you I was drowningWhen I came to you I was drowning
Grasping at strawsGrasping at straws

You were the last one;You were the last one;
I’m still drowning now,I’m still drowning now,

but I have been thrown a life-saver,but I have been thrown a life-saver,
though I’m still stranded at sea;though I’m still stranded at sea;

I need to put everything into reaching shore againI need to put everything into reaching shore again
where I can only hope you will be.where I can only hope you will be.

-The Graduate



-The Graduate

“Forgiveness”“Forgiveness”
I want you to knowI want you to know

I forgive youI forgive you
For everything For everything 

you put me throughyou put me through
I forgive youI forgive you

Did you hear meDid you hear me
Do my words enterDo my words enter

your thick skullyour thick skull
Does their meaningDoes their meaning

penetrate your thick skinpenetrate your thick skin
Do you understand what I sawDo you understand what I saw

Do you comprehendDo you comprehend
what I meanwhat I mean
I forgive youI forgive you

Even though you hurt meEven though you hurt me
I forgive youI forgive you

Forever and alwaysForever and always
I forgive youI forgive you

Even though you Even though you 
never respected menever respected me

or anybody elseor anybody else
I want you to knowI want you to know
I still respect youI still respect you

and so I forgive youand so I forgive you
All the pain, rage, hate and tearsAll the pain, rage, hate and tears

The fears of adolescent, The fears of adolescent, 
over-competitive peersover-competitive peers

Bitter rivalries, and betrayalBitter rivalries, and betrayal
That have consumed, That have consumed, 

utterly wasted away your lifeutterly wasted away your life
 over the years over the years

Trying to maintain controlTrying to maintain control
Manipulate everyone else’s livesManipulate everyone else’s lives

to fit your own designto fit your own design
I forgive you for all your crimesI forgive you for all your crimes

against meagainst me
Against MankindAgainst Mankind
Against NatureAgainst Nature

Against LifeAgainst Life
Against ChristAgainst Christ

Against GodAgainst God
I forgive youI forgive you

as He does tooas He does too
Maybe one dayMaybe one day

You will forgive us tooYou will forgive us too
and I will get overand I will get over

being You.being You.



“Nobody Says I Love You”“Nobody Says I Love You”
Nobody says “I love you” anymoreNobody says “I love you” anymore
And I can’t recall where I heard it beforeAnd I can’t recall where I heard it before
On TV movies the words escape realityOn TV movies the words escape reality
The only guy who ever said he loved me, The only guy who ever said he loved me, 
tried to rape metried to rape me

The words “I love you” are never saidThe words “I love you” are never said
To whoever, whenever they are most meantTo whoever, whenever they are most meant
Through various facial expressions & actionsThrough various facial expressions & actions
Are revealed our innermost passionsAre revealed our innermost passions

Mothers often say the wordsMothers often say the words
But sometimes what they feel is insecureBut sometimes what they feel is insecure
Fathers never seem to careFathers never seem to care
Even if the father’s thereEven if the father’s there

Sometimes the roles are reversedSometimes the roles are reversed
Mothers never say the words, despite herMothers never say the words, despite her
Fathers love their sons and daughtersFathers love their sons and daughters
Some poor kids aren’t loved by eitherSome poor kids aren’t loved by either

Why don’t you try saying what’s on your mindWhy don’t you try saying what’s on your mind
I’d be more inclined to give you the timeI’d be more inclined to give you the time
If you were open and honest about who you areIf you were open and honest about who you are
Let your mouth be the instrument to express your heartLet your mouth be the instrument to express your heart

Dearly beloved, here we have gatheredDearly beloved, here we have gathered
To witness the beginning of happily ever afterTo witness the beginning of happily ever after
For richer or poorer, in sickness and in healthFor richer or poorer, in sickness and in health
Hold onto eachother to gain Eternal wealthHold onto eachother to gain Eternal wealth

To remain grateful and faithfulTo remain grateful and faithful
Until death do us partUntil death do us part
May God bless us in the endMay God bless us in the end
Because we don’t know how to startBecause we don’t know how to start

Why is it so hard, why are we playing cowardWhy is it so hard, why are we playing coward
To say what’s in our heartsTo say what’s in our hearts
We say a million things to eachother and still remainsWe say a million things to eachother and still remains
The same encircling thought that neither namesThe same encircling thought that neither names

I don’t understand why the words don’t fl ow with easeI don’t understand why the words don’t fl ow with ease
Maybe we’ve forgotten what “I love you” means.Maybe we’ve forgotten what “I love you” means.
-The Graduate-The Graduate



“Sometimes Children Are The Only Good 
That Come From A Marriage”

He couldn’t believe what he heard. “Your father and I are getting a divorce.” Of course 
he couldn’t say that he didn’t see this coming. He’d not-so-secretly been wanting it 
and at the same time verbally fi ghting it for so long. But he never thought. He never 
thought he’d hear his mom speak the words out loud. Making it offi  cial. Though he 
knew how she had suff ered. He needed no reminders. They were permanently pressed 
upon her face and hands. Were these what all those values were supposed to amount 
to? Doesn’t anybody believe in true love anymore? He couldn’t believe that she regret-
ted the last 20 years of her life. Did she also regret the relationship that forced him to 
be born?
 -The Graduate

“Give Me Pumpkin Pie,
Or Give Me Death!”
Thanksgiving memories
of a broken family
that gives no thanks to me
for all these vicarious activities
Itʼs hopeless telling me to hope less
Iʼm not here

Kiss me kill me
baa Baa black sheep
Take me away
I leased my fate in darkness

Father walked away
He walked away,
and I died inside
Itʼs hopeless telling me to hope less
I leash my fate in darkness
Can you save me from you?

Like a fi ckle phoenix
You rise to give me
another chance to break your heart
I donʼt need you
I donʼt need you

-The Graduate



“If  I Were Unattractive, You Wouldn’t Hear A Word I Say”
The plain and pretty people hold a monopoly on the world’s attention because ugly people don’t iden-
tify with those who look like them Thank you, television Nothing makes a woman more pleased than 
seeing a woman heavier than her but only the insecure don’t understand why a guy would love a heavy 
girl instead of  the prettiest Fat girls hate fat women who are brave enough to stand alone Fat guys 
won’t date women larger than a size 10 because of  those comic book heroes and the women drawn 
out of  proportion by guys who could never get a glance from the head cheerleader & it comes as no 
surprise that all the girls who identify with Christina Aguilera & sing along with all the songs written 
by guys they look more like & think they can be a star because they’re too shallow to be anything else 
& Everybody knows girls like her Everybody tells her she sounds like Amy Lee or Avril because they’re 
too afraid to tell her the plain ugly truth -- So she has to hear it from Simon Cowell Far be it for a fat 
person to know their limits but let’s be realistic Just because you can you should not do a nude scene 
Cellulite produces a gag refl ex that ruins the romance for the obese audience because none of  them 
are able to accept the fact that everybody has it because they can’t accept themselves because nobody 
accepted them You won’t be taken seriously until you drop all your defenses & let yourself  be frighten-
ing and pathetic It takes courage to be foolish Put your true self  on full display You won’t get attention 
by acting just like them Nobody wants to see a fake but if  you open yourself  up & let all those bottled 
feelings out People will identify with your pain We’re all built & grow a different way Beauty is a vain & 
doubtful, fl eeting thing && even pretty people can show ugliness at times The soul is all that matters 
it’s who you are inside & other tired worn out cliché lines that everybody says but nobody really lives 

because the truth is when it comes down to it if  I were unattractive, you wouldn’t really care.
-The Graduate



Math ValentineMath Valentine

 Squares are red. Squares are red.
 Triangles are blue. Triangles are blue.

 The bottom of my heart, The bottom of my heart,
 Is shaped like a parabola. Is shaped like a parabola.

 But, O what things cause other problems. But, O what things cause other problems.
 Countless points measure to an infi nity. Countless points measure to an infi nity.

 Circles of love, Circles of saints. Circles of love, Circles of saints.
 All joining hands, Thou knowest not. All joining hands, Thou knowest not.

 Crossing paths all in lines, Crossing paths all in lines,
 People forget their inner thoughts. People forget their inner thoughts.

 Ere the fog clouds their minds, Ere the fog clouds their minds,
 Their encephalon thinks of tessellations. Their encephalon thinks of tessellations.

- Trey- Trey



by: Carrion_Heart



ripping and tearing away at the skinripping and tearing away at the skin
not sure if anything deeper lies withinnot sure if anything deeper lies within
one more layer, im starting to bleedone more layer, im starting to bleed

still not fufi lling my primal needstill not fufi lling my primal need
down two more layersdown two more layers
the hemmorage beginsthe hemmorage begins

not enough gauzenot enough gauze
i may never mendi may never mend

why all the searchingwhy all the searching
ive lost my soulive lost my soul

all the cutting and diggingall the cutting and digging
and i’ll still never know.and i’ll still never know.

  
 by: mentally challenged by: mentally challenged



“There’s No ‘Fun’ In Funeral”
I came back today

Nothing at all has changed,
except my best friend and I

don’t speak anymore.
I lost you all over again

But this time it’s permanent
Nothing is permanent

You said you would never leave
You said, “See you later.”

I never said goodbye
I wish that I had said goodbye

Taking things for granted
That you would always be here

Tomorrow never came
We didn’t say all we had to say

Dear God, give me one more day
To say what I never could before

And let me hear you say,
you knew all along.

 



“Bleeding Memories”
I have kept these memories deep inside of me
But lately I feel my skin tearing at the seams

There is no state of mind I havenʼt tried, no place I havenʼt been
Because living is the one state I canʼt stand to be in

I know what I did, how I got this bad
Never thought that I would fall this fast
But deep down I guess I always knew

One day Iʼd be bleeding all my memories of you

I was always taught that emotion canʼt be shown
No one wants to know, so keep your face of stone

The foundation laid, now I must be a pillar of strength
But having to be so strong, takes so much out of me

Some say I was born ahead of my time
But when I run to catch up, I keep getting left behind
I keep dragging my feet, as the blood starts to fl ow

Because this fi ght is too hard to win on my own
-The Graduate



“Believe”

Running away from everything they want me to be

Rebelling against all labels of conformity

Pledge alledgiance to my own authority, 

never be reborn

Maintain constant state of anarchy

But going against the grain never made reform

Living only for myself, kind of fun when I was 

twelve

Being held responsible for all my stupid actions

Slave to circumstance, trying every fashion

Wasting my life sleeping with pigs and then

Open my eyes to just a stranger in the mirror

Closing my mind for long, over-due repair

Manipulating people will not get you very far

Recognize my evil before it has a chance to start

Being honest with myself could never be a lie

If religion is an opiate, it s̓ only in your mind

Wear my bleeding heart on a tattered sleeve

Willing to live, clutching the rosary beads

Never again deny all that I already 

believed to be true

Why question everything when 

all I need to know is You

Following Christ on the journey back to God

Believing in him to relearn how to love

Call it weak, call it lame, call it anything you want

This is me bowing on the alter, humbling my heart

I believe in God, Almighty, creator of the Earth

And through Him I fi nally see all that I am worth.

-The Graduate



“Hatred”

I’ll stare the bastard in the face 
as he screams to God,

and I’ll laugh harder when he 
whimpers like a baby.

And when his eyes go dead,
the hell I send him to will seem 
like heaven after what I’ve 

done to him.

-Samael

“Truth within lies”

There is no truth in Life.

But there is truth in you.

For know that much may happen 

here, and always in motion is the 

future,

you may trust in me.

There are dark places in the 

world where few tread.

But I did not walk alone

For we cradle each others’ lives, 

and what threatens one of us 

threatens us both.

To be united by hatred is a... frag-

ile alliance at best.

For there are many kinds of hate, 

and all of them have the call of 

the

 darkness within them

Yet, you may trust in me. 

And if you find you cannot trust 

me,

then trust in yourself. 

Never doubt what you have done.

Life is your own, to live your own 

way.

Don’t not allow yourself to be 

swayed by emotion.

For doing so, you will fall to the 

whims of others;

become the tools of their hands,

and accomplish what their hands 

could not do on their own.

-Samael



“Darkness through Light”

When a manʼs heart is full of deceit it burns up, dies, 
and a dark shadow falls over his soul. 

From the ashes of a once great man has risen a curse, 
a wrong that must be righted. 

We look to the skies for a vindicator, someone to strike fear into the
 black heart of the same man who created him. 
The battle between good and evil has begun. 

Against an army of shadows comes a Warrior, the last purveyor of good,
 with a voice of silence, and a mission of justice...

-Samael

“Awkward”
Who’s that boy

in the back of the room
curly-brown hair
and shifty eyes

he watches everybody
what all does he see
it escapes the rest

while they sing & dance
he writes his obituary

they all think he’s really 
weird

so awkward and with-
drawn

so naive so unaware
the new girl sits beside 

him
his smile brightens

their corner of the world

-The Graduate 

“Like Unto A Leopard (Villanelle)”

Upon a throne of blood, my guardian resides
In desperate isolation, he tailors my disguise
I think I’m being bred to be the anti-christ

Like unto a leopard, the prophecy indites
The second coming usurps after the fi rst has died
Upon a throne of blood, my guardian resides

With all outward appearances as of one beatifi ed
Timid and helpless, and passionately untried
I think I’m being bred to be the anti-christ

Everybody wants to be different, to walk the thin lines
Between changing the world, and rearranging your 
mind
Upon a throne of blood, my guardian resides

Escape into the world, I am shaken by a heist
Of my ideals, and stolen from my kind
Upon a throne of blood, my guardian resides
I think I’m being bred to be the anti-christ

-The Graduate



“Darkness through Light”“Darkness through Light”

When a manʼs heart is full of deceit it burns up, dies, When a manʼs heart is full of deceit it burns up, dies, 
and a dark shadow falls over his soul. and a dark shadow falls over his soul. 

From the ashes of a once great man has risen a curse, From the ashes of a once great man has risen a curse, 
a wrong that must be righted. a wrong that must be righted. 

We look to the skies for a vindicator, someone to strike fear into theWe look to the skies for a vindicator, someone to strike fear into the
 black heart of the same man who created him.  black heart of the same man who created him. 
The battle between good and evil has begun. The battle between good and evil has begun. 

Against an army of shadows comes a Warrior, the last purveyor of good,Against an army of shadows comes a Warrior, the last purveyor of good,
 with a voice of silence, and a mission of justice... with a voice of silence, and a mission of justice...

-Samael-Samael



End Notes:

All copyright belongs to the artists that contributed to 
this book. Since this was a submission based project, we 
cannot claim ownership of any of the content. All work 
was submitted via email or posted to our community. We 
accept no responsibility for the artists’ contribution 
being plagiarism for we have no way of verifying if the 
works submitted were truly original, and all work was 
submitted anonymously to us.

This is a non-profit project for the enjoyment of our 
community as a whole. Any and all donations acquired from 
this publication will go only to publishing and shipping 
costs. Anything above that will be  given to the follow-
ing mental health charities:
Treatment Advocacy Center: Working to eliminate barriers 
to timely treatment of severe mental illness
http://www.charitynavigator.org/index.cfm?bay=search.
summary&orgid=10200
National Self Harm Network:
http://www.nshn.co.uk

Photo credits:
(livejournal nyms)
Photography: midnytetragedy, icarusfell, stillbourne
(please note that some of the photos were digitally su-
perimposed. Some of the backgrounds can be found on aban-
donedasylums.com and various other documentary sites)
Models:  hereticsaint, breakingglass, darkmane, luchog, 
sm101, industrial_grrl, icarusfell, seven_veils, moriae, 
fionajanine, dizzy88, deadrose, knightshadow, 
stillbourne
** All contents in the photos is purely ficticitious and 
do not portray the happenings or events in any hospital 
or asylum. They are merely the figments of several 
demented photographers. Also, any likeness that our 
models show to any real person is merely coincidental. 
The photos are works of fantasy and should not be viewed 
as fact.

About us:
http://community.livejournal.com/_asylum_ 

_Asylum_ is a volunteer community that is available to anyone worldwide. The staff are not 
professional psychologists nor counselors. We are a group of volunteers who lend support 
where necessary. All persons who need professional help above and beyond what we are capable 
of providing will be directed to the proper resources. All advice offered by the staff should 
not be taken as diagnosis or as a professional opinion. We are simply a group of concerned 
individuals available to lend a helping hand when needed.
If you are in need of our assistance, please contact us:

All the staff: 
livejournal: community.livejournal.com/nurse_station
Email: ljasylum@gmail.com
Myspace: www.myspace.com/_asylum_

Nurse Stillbourne:
Livejournal:stillbourne.livejournal.com
AIM:ghouliegirl0
MSN:stillbourne
Yahoo:stillbournern
Myspace:www.myspace.com/chromehalo
Email:chromehalo@yahoo.com

Doctor OneWho:
Livejournal: onewho.livejournal.com
AIM: Dark onewho
Yahoo: onewho04
myspace:www.myspace.com/onewho 
Email: onewho@comcast.net

Nurse Peach: 
Livejournal; splitpeach.livejournal.com
AIM: LETHAL INJECTION
MSN:bloodsexviolence@hotmail.com
myspace:www.myspace.com/flourine
Email:splitpeach@gmail.com

Nurse Misery:
Livejournal:miseryxrevenant.livejournal.com
MSN: antonia_m@hotmail.co.uk
myspace:www.myspace.com/sociallydistorted_
Email: antonia_m@hotmail.co.uk

Nurse Heather: 
Livejournal: dementedheather.livejournal.com
Email: dementedheather@hotmail.com



If you feel that you have a serious mental illness, we suggest that you contact your general practitioner who can direct 
you to a mental health professional in your area who can be of assistance. 

If you need immediate assistance, please call one of the following:

Suicide: 
 • 800-SUICIDE
 • 800-273-TALK

Crisis:
 • 800-442-HOPE (4673): National Youth Crisis Hotline
 • 800-448-3000 Girls and Boys Town National Hotline
 • 800-999-9999 Covenant House Hotline

Child abuse:
 • 800-342-3009: Access to general information regarding Department programs and HEAP Hotline
 • 800-732-5207: Day Care Complaint Line
 • 800-342-3720: Child Abuse Hotline
 • 800-25-ABUSE: National Child Abuse Hotline

Domestic Violence:
 • 800-799-SAFE : National Domestic Violence/Child Abuse/ Sexual Abuse
 • 800-942-6908 (Spanish)

Eating Disorder:
 • 847-831-3438 (long distance): National Association of Anorexia Nervosa & Associated  Disorders 
 • 800-969-6642: National Mental Health Association

Elder Abuse:
 • 800-252-8966: Elder Abuse Hotline
 • 800-621-0379:  8:30AM-4:00PM, Alzheimer’s Association Hotline: Mon-Fri 

HIV/AIDS/sexually transmitted diseases:
 • 800-458-5231: The CDC (Center for Disease Control) National Prevention  Information Network
 • 800-342-AIDS (2437): 24/7 National AIDS Hotline
 • 800-344-SIDA (7432): (AIDS Hotline in Spanish)
 • 800-243-7889: (AIDS hotline for hearing impared)
 • 800-227-8922: National Sexually Transmitted Disease Hotline (clinic info)
 • 800-332-2437: Sexually Transmitted  Disease & AIDS/HIV Information Hotline

Poison Control:
 • 800-662-9886: Poison Control Any Kind of Substance
 • 800-362-9922: Poison Control

Rape:
 • 800-656-4673: Nationwide RAINN National Rape Crisis Hotline

Runaway/Exploited Children
 • 800-235-3535: Missing Children Network
 • 818-710-1181: The National Call Center for At-Risk Youth
 • 800-843-5678: National Hotline for Missing and Exploited Children
 • 800-621-4000: National Runaway Switchboard
 • 800-I-AM-LOST (426.5678) :Child Find of America Hotline
 • 800-231-6946: CONFIDENTIAL Runaway Hotline
 • 800-292-9688: Parent Abduction Hotline

Substance Abuse/Alcoholism:
 • 800-448-3000: Boys Town National  Hotline
 • 800-662-HELP  (4357): National Drug Information Treatment and Referral Hotline
 • 800-COCAINE (262-2463): National Cocaine Hotline
 • 800-352-9996: Al-ateen
 • 800-234-0246: Alcohol Abuse and Crisis Intervention
 • 800-234-0420: Alcohol and Drug Abuse Helpline and Treatment
 • 800-331-2900: Alcohol Hotline Support & Information

For other important numbers, please log into community.livejournal.com/_asylum_ and post that you need help. Our 
staff will help you get what you need ASAP.



2007   http://community.livejournal.com/_asylum_
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