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But possibly not for long,
And 1 am scared.

Today, like so many of my
other days,

1 am not scared of what’s
under my bed or the thump
at night 1 have fears that
T will be on this bathroom
floor For the rest of my
short life.
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That T will wake up one
morning and realise that
not a day has passed where
T have not wanted to expel
whatever is inside of me,
Whether it be in words or
in liquid, chohing its way vp
my throat

And T am reduced to what
T’ve always been at this
poin'}.

A scared sichk little girl.

'uJaHod

P200QSSayd oy} | Yoo
0y bUiLa04S 30 Spuby Ay

"$40Jw0J J0 32.n0S Ajuo
Aw awod2q Soy 4oyy 400}y

Y4 Y4iM U0 W [1pun play

'uJaHod

¥Iayd ajiym pUo Yio|q ays
04U j|aw 0} bUiLapyS wo |

@angusbillie_bujo

$ou4
aJO:‘aq \Huow Yy JO:) puV

'SYa3M 7 4Sb| Y4 404 340
PUD U0 U33q 3Dy [ 343YyM
200}§ wOOY40q hAw

uo ‘buifin] ‘ou ‘buryps wo |

C'\gr\ Untitled

Billie Angus

A poem




