
In between, men come. They crush my 
bones with their weight. They split me open. 
Then they disappear.I cannot tell which of the  
things they do to me are real, and which are          
nightmares.I decide to think that it is all a                        
nightmare. Because if what is happening is real,                 
it is unbearable.                                                                              it is unbearable.                                                                              
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