
people pleaser  
   
if you stabbed me in the heart  
i’d thank you over and over again 
  
i would mop up my own blood  
as you leave me to hemorrhage   
  
your clothes tarnish with ichor  
don’t worry, i can hand-wash them  
  
the hands of someone i loved  
are now the ones of carnage   
  
but let me clean the stains off you  
you don’t deserve the mess i caused 
  
thank you for understanding  
  
 
 


