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oW one of them must be hiding
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vvalls o) . ,m Walls feel barren and
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dead. -'*- dana nX|ety attack and ran away
to my home , , framed in time telling me that it
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will live on. Idont k n# wh

| cannot help but think that my neighbors must have walls that ook better than
mine. Their walls must be why they have so much fun. Thelr music blaring on

Tuesday mornings and their friends cheering "Fuck yeah man your walls are so
cool”. At least that Is what | hear. There must be a way for me to crawl through these
vents and hide In their homes to slowly become one of them. | could hang myself

on their walls and become a fixture of a home with less air, less wall, more fun. Then
| could be at ease.
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