HOW TO DIE ALONE IN UR BED

BY JONNY BOLDUC




And on the day | am finally judged | will
be glad to be free of this gnawing terror.

| will be glad to crumble in the light.







FAKEIT
TILLYOU
FUCK UP
IRREVOCABLY




no one will ever guide you home.
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AM NOT WELCOME ON THIS EARTH.
{ CANNOT FIND MY WAY OUT OF THIS
LIFE--AND IF I TRY, WHERE WILL 1 GO? WHO
WILL HELP? 1 WILL THRASH, MY BLOOD
IS WARM, THE LION IN HIS DEN WILL

ROAR AND I WILL REMAIN AS PETULANT
AS EVER AND I WILL NEVER CHANGE



ing

yth



sometimes
this world
1s too bright
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! you will remain |

fundementally . }
broken ‘. // :

forever \

- — -a\.o-a—-—_“".‘-‘

when u actively add to the terror and
sadness of this sick world with your
unending petulance and bloated,
diseased pride




DO NO fu\ﬁ 1M FE

THE \IDiD.
THE FIBES 2

BURN INSI ~f‘$ ‘

DO NOT G \“

SEEK NO KINDNESS.
NO COMFORT. =MBF
PERPETUAL N

DO NOT SLEEP:
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in your
/
/ \
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ams, pretend i won.
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you pass through my

my alone screams out, te

/AN




LET THE HARSH
LIGHT HARM YOU

LET THE HARSH WIND
CARRY YOU AWAY
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| WILL CRUMBLE IN THE LIGHT




of the world_

7

scared minute *
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| tried my best to be
tortured.

| drank and
drank

and
thought
you

would B N
venthengher A

and let me t s  Jomore
lean up against you for awnile

like a restful dream.

| thought you could Hearmesss:

and when i was beside the

bathtub, crying at the logical end of

my desperation, i thought you'd help.

but it wasn't your job. | was acting out of line
you didn't even know.




THE LOGICAL PROGRESSION
OF AN ILLNESS. THE
CONCLUSION, DRAMATIC,
SWOLLEN WITH DESPERATE
TEARS. THE BREAKING OF
INSIDES. THE IMAGE OF THE
PRIMAL EVERYMAN’S TERROR.
THE ABSTRACT CRACKED SKY.
THE HANGOVER TASTE.
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CRYING AGAINST THE
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has
everyone

terror
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I will lash

out against
the perpetual
terror
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in my desperation
| will destroy
myself completely
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you will not find
safety or comfort in this
unkind place







25



i do't really enjoy anything anymore
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when the deep rains come
it will not help.

nothing can help from deep rain.
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you should leave now.
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in the

mornings

the

harsh new
daylight

was very unkind
to me

in the night

I made an
arrangment
so | would
never have to
wake up again

Sometimes

| wish | never
backed out of
the deal.

I cling to my
terror and
fall far from
the light.



30

ay is not a gift. every morning the terror

wakes with me. every night the terror drags me

into a fitful sleep. i must remain fogged.

if i am clearheaded, i will sucumb instantly to the raw pain
of existence.

if i let it eat at me, and rip me apart

i will slowly suck each day dry, ring out

each drop from the dregs until i finally

wither and die. i am in pain. it will not be a kind death, but
i do not have a choice. i am a broken coward.
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e haled myse¥

since | was a small boy.

But I'd Bke 1o thank you

for the small amount of happiness
hat you gave lo me.

i love you focever.

1 miss you 5o fucking much,
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my last day on earth,
i will greet this terror by name.
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pretend to be ok
until the final dark sets in
like a rolling fog
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know YO
wént t top, |
angA'm sopry, |

but you have to
kKeep driving}
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A
| don't want to fall apart again

‘unable to change
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but b : ,\ b /’) =,

i am not going to YOUT®  imnotagood ijusthaven't

try and correct you. paltd for anything 5
ye

and in all my |
sadness, all my terror i have
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DO NOT LET THE FIRE DIE
DO NOT LET THE FIRE DIE
DO NOT LET THE FIRE DIE
DO NOT LET THE FIRE DIE
DO NOT LET THE FIRE DIE
DO NOT LET THE FIRE DIE

000




YOU WILL DIE ALONE IN UR BE
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| hope i don't have to watch anyone die ever again

| hope | die first




roses in her
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this earth is not the

pride of some w
kind God 6 -
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PLEASE LET ME REST
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in a Shared fire that wi

that hangs over each ; ds and i preténd that you wi
help me feel like i can function as a human being
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in my desperate attempt to survive this horror
| have made many mistakes and trampled many
others. i am not sorry. i will be destroyed.

————




| have lived these years

now, i would like to sleep
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all that remains is a perpetual, deep sadness. | have let the
terror win. i have gifted my soul to the forever pain, i will
never sleep soundly again, in this life or the next.
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emancipate yourself /£
from mental
slavery




move to Phillys Clinically die

for 48 hours.Make up on a
park bench.” Eathummus you
jacked from#@ salsa company to
regain strengtisand stabilize.
Rob a noise band's tour bus.

Feel bad. Turn yourself'in,
spend a year on probation.
Blur the time you spend alive
out with all sorts of fucked up
substances. Submit to the void.
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| should

= ‘ :
w&l.bring out the best in me

I !
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you are a
simple song--
i know

all your words
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| post online but i don't really like it that much



1 1it the filter end of my
smoke by accident, stomped 1it,

took the last from the pack
and 1it 1t
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and the wholé-way home all
i could thihk of was crushing
out my light forever
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are short

| would
like rest
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peace out iriendo(s). i'm off to a betier place.



i don't havethe,,
money for a cab
so i'll just walk but thanks

NI I
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If death should come
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the earth
is not a cold
dead place

but it's pretty
close
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Craftdecom Al Rights Reserved



at night
my body pressed into the bed, and i often rose,

in the morning alone

BRA = \(a, — b)) + (a, — by)’;
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babe how old ig ur

five
minutes

Into the play
your ass starts

to hurt and you

wonder how
SO man of your

-
coulg ﬁave died
at once
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plus deposit
this is a
valid exit
strategy

this

. L4

IS a

way out
when | was
a kid, despite the
he always fact that

5 _let me use his i was young

my grandfather _~best lures 3 and foolish

4 taught me to —and | aimost
<h. _always got
~ them caught on
”  submerged
rocks

he'd just
% smile, and

when he was 2
7 tie another on

dying }
8 _and high on
morphine, i sat next to him for

an hour, and we were alone,
and he was smiling-- just like he used to smile when we were fishing
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rent's due on the flrs
of- t~h A
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who was |
ten years ago?
who Will | be
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Tve haled myse¥

since | was a small boy.

But I'd ke 1o thank you

for the small amount of happiness
hat you gave 1o me.

i love you focever.

1 miss you 5o fucking much,
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everyone

has



BIRDS BEAKS

B

i have a catalouge of i sort them by severity colour code study the
mistakes of transgression them patterns
éio 3 B \'O§ ;jé o S?
i'd like to think but i spin the same shit every
i do this so as to not repeat
é:
| ©
each morning butitis ~
= : today is going.
tnseandthink 5 pe 2 quiet one. inescapable and terror knocks.
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thank you
love,

jonny
bolduc



