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How does one do "art"?
I don’t feel trapped, why should I?
Like everyone tells me…
…I’m free, I have all the power, I can do so much!
And I’m soooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo ungrateful…
And sure as hell, I’m privileged!
I can do shit!
I can at least try to be myself!
		And there are too many people who can’t
I don’t have anything against the people who vote Trump;
I don’t have anything against the person a Nazi might once have been;
I hate what made them this way!
I hate all that guts their dreams,
	all that confines them in a role,
		all that teaches them to hate,
			and not the system around,
				not the one responsible,
					they only want your best!
If it worked till now, why change a thing?
Isn’t life beautiful? Meant to be lived?
To become a Nazi one mustn’t be evil!
One mustn’t be stupid!
One mustn’t even be easily influenced!
It’s enough for evil to be normal
	You adapt what’s told to be right.

Yes! We live in an awful latestage capitalism!
		Yes! We are products! 			
But has it to be like that?
I’m privileged, so why should I care?
		It’s not my problem, it’s theirs
They are strange
They aren’t like us								We are humans…
So what are they?
Why does caring end where it stops being profitable?
Why do we unite against them, against us?
I shouldn’t throw my gift away!				I should continue to try…
		Try to be me,
		Try to be more,
Try to be!
I want to give up;
It’s so easy to give up;
To be part of We against them;
But in the same time…
It’s impossible to stop caring!!!
And We’re not alone!
	It became difficult to hope.
		Either you can’t because it’s too "expensive", too "time intense"
		or you can’t because you lost it, lost the human spark, gave up…	
I don’t know what I want;
	I don’t know who I am;
		I don’t know where we’re going;
But I dare to hope
I hate too many days as I hate too many people
I feel alone too often								
Is this "art"?
I do feel trapped, why shouldn’t I?

Because I’m lazy?
Like everyone tells me…
I shouldn’t try to be myself!
I’m not special, at least not in a way I would consider.
I just was lucky!


I want to rage


I have too much anger


I feel too trapped


I am too trapped

I am not trapped
WHERE DOES THIS LEAD?
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