
I promise

"De-Cap-I-Tat-Ed.
Your-Self."

(Silence)

(Fine)

Remember: It went something like this:

(Fine)

See also

You're 
completely 
incomplete.

Remember...

Yes

Not-Right

Open wide.It's only as easy as saying it's so.

Something to look forward to

Not so fast.
No vomiting.

Don't cheat! 
You think 
you can 
just go 

wherever 
you want? 
That's what 
got you into 
this mess.

Take some time to take it all in.

Hyperbole

bit by 
bit 

with 
your 

own 2 
hands

There is nothing 
left of you

No one else is to 
blame

Say it 
aloud

You have been 
dismembered

torn to 
shreds,

taken apart Say it!

Legs aren't what they used to be

Other limbs also overrated

You 
couldn't 

get used to 
the way 
things 

were. You 
couldn't 

get used to 
how skin 

felt 
wrapped 
around 

your 
organs 

anymore. 
Everything 

felt the 
same and 

you 
weren't 

used to it. 
It was too 
sunny. It 
was too 

hungry out 
there. It 

wasn't like 
you could 

change 
anything. 
It wasn't 
like you 
could 
make 

yourself 
into the 
person 

sitting next 
to you, 

capable of 
just sitting 
there, like 

you 
weren't 
sitting 

beside her, 
right next 

to her, 
falling 
apart.

Stop that.

Really. 
You have 
to stop.

No.

Okay

oh yes:
disassembled, 

invaded,

Just take a look 
in the mirror.

Just take a look 
at yourself.

Your insides 
are
oozing out 

onto everything 
and everyone. 

Things you tell yourself

You are dislimbed,
bare, 
broken down, skinned 

like a dead pig. 
Butchered some, but 
more
like dissected.

Just take a look. 
Go on. You 

have to.

And don't even 
try
to put 

yourself back 
together before 
you do. You're 

no Humpty 
Dumpty.


You'll end up with arms and legs of different
lengths. You'll end up 
with a stomach where your heart is and a liver
for a brain.

You'll 
end
up 

de-formed. 

Stomach, 
Not Heart

Liver for a 
brain.

Other parts 
come off 

like clothes

blown

to

pie-

ces
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Face the 
facts. Bite 
the bullet. 

There's a light at 
the end of the 

tunnel!

I know, you don't
want 
to hear it. You know 
already.  It's old hat, 

a
broken record.

Take a good, 
long, hard look 
at what you've 

become.

Now what?

You'll find your keys in 
your pocket and your 

shoes on your feet

and
the luxury of taking 
your time to get to 

wherever you need to 
go, 

which won't be clear to 
you until you actually 

get there.   


to
an empty 
apartment you 

don't remember 
ever arriving at

You'll 
wake up 

with a bad
headache, no 
wallet, and no clue 

where your car's parked. 
You'll walk
out to the 
street and find a great 
big bright sun waiting 

for you.


You've been 
here before


