TODAY IS THE HOLIEST DAY OF THE YEAR.

Soon, everything will finally be in its right place, formulated, and finally still. I believe that if I continue to do what I do, eventually yesterday will be referred to as Egoprin eve. Christ built Christianity, thusly, Christmas was born. I built Devourism, and from this I created today. For Devourism, in my terms, Today is Egoprin, from Latin, meaning ‘Self First’. My birthday, the day I was brought to this world, the day the world was brought to me.

YOUR NINE CANDLE CRUCIFIX HAS FALLEN BACKWARDS ONTO ME.

Forever, peace will not last, nuke strike will sear us fast, I know, I know, I know, I've realized. I've been milked and copied, fringed and rewritten.

My message has been strewn to plagiarists and none of them will let the seeds take. There is a library of blank pages because I've hoarded the ink. I don't care if it is dry. 

When hell is full, the dead will walk the earth. When heaven is full, Hell

will open it's bowels. The thunderheads move gracefully, the peace they bring is only when the raindrops extinguish the flames that are born. The embers glows smiles at you, the ashes thank you presence, the rain repairs your tattered home, the cinders exterminate the vermin that remain. Everything that has ever occurred will occur again, and this time it will happen in a split second. Your home is my home, because we live in harmony, while the thunderhead we’ve made has destroyed our nest, the same forces will be used to repair it. The smoke caresses your skin and into your ear, it whispers: ‘victory!’

I'm Dead. Champagne time. So. Help. Me. God, four words that rattle like a lump in a trumpet, certain things said will not echo but will be constantly repeating, and cheating, the chemical weapons are mostly comprised of estrogen, testosterone, dopamine…neurotoxins relate to bulldozers, factories have been made to produce facts, I’m in love with the hands that are separate from the arm. I’m pale because of the game I play. Verbally comatose, the dreams that are wanted are the dreams already taken. Your friends will suffocate you, cut off your air, and tell you to like it. 

Your marching band is waltzing right into my mouth.

The eyes are bulging out from the skull

Cut until you feel the bone.

Tentacles grasp along tendrils, your will cannot be set

Chastisement judges nothing but the words that are said.

This hurts you more than it hurts me.

The birdsnests are empty; the machinegun nests are packed tightly and wrapped with saran seal so that they don't spoil. I'm a milk that is always minutes away from going sour, not curdled enough for it's drinker to notice, but just enough to give them sickening stabs. The tumor pulses, you quiver, it stills and thinks. The doctor that should be operating on you is riding off into the snowfall on the back of a horse that we both have beaten to death. The napalm trees sway in the breeze, this war promotes obstination amongst once-happy peoples. Where we go with our troops in only metaphorical, and eventually it will become proof that Devourism will right the wrongs of this crippled, raped government. Bullethole ostentation, moaning aberration. 

America has shed its grace for me. Nationwide panic for dichotic tremors, we dance happily, but we don't know that it is malaria. Our trembling fears will symbolize the cymbals crashing in the parade into my mouth. I've shaven the head of Mother Nature and tattooed my name across her chest. Even when our knuckles are broken we will continue to punch the immovable force with unstoppable speeds, we will reflect light and annoyance. Tickets to boastfulness and robotic carnival rides plagiarize works that have yet to be written. We’ll sleep in the hay, and bathe with the slugs. I retain waterdamage but I am resistant to forcefulness. It’s the four year of JewLie and our firecrackers push the snakes towards shedding their skin. 

We. As in me and you. Devourism.. We are but children wandering through the cornstalks, too blind and too dumb to think that we could stop eating the bugs and ticks off the rotting road kill and that we could be eating the corn, or each other. Eroticizer, tracheotomy. Every story I've told you is from a wheelchairs perspective, my promise of 'GOOD HEALTH FORTUNE WEALTH GRACE AND GENERAL PROSPERITY' will only come true if you read it. Now do you regret gouging your eyes out? The intercom crackles out a garbled message of massage-style integrity. We've made fences around our flowerpatch with our teeth. We make friends with the minds and the paperweights. The length of the fuse is double the width, therefore, it is very short and very angry. Let’s get closer. Adding faces to bullets, kissing the lips of bombs, put personalities unto unloving morsels. Let’s get closer. Fueling our carriers and feeding our men the fallen brothers that were taken by storm or by sea. Let’s get closer. Gassing out children and burning down their flags so that we may raise our own. We have arrived. Einstein said that God does not play dice with the world…and Einstein is dead, and the thunder you hear right now is the rumbling of the each die colliding with itself as it rolls down the heavenly alleyway. Tomorrow may not be another day at all, but when you wake up and it’s dark, I will be the guiding flashlight. 

Right now, you either board the rocket ship, or stay home to die. This is MUTUALLY ASSURED DESTRUCTION. The garbage has been taken out and thrown onto the backs of our working men, communism threatens the communists, the syringes stick forth from our legs and eyes, overmedicated, over reliant, ridiculously destructive. We are ever prepared for the coming of death, my casket is waiting and it can hold two more. I do not believe in death at first sight, so I will walk by again, this time holding hands with a disgusting lump of puppy love…and that puppy love will be flattened by a van. Out of this van will arrive the company of Whole Hearted Happy House soldiers in Santa Claus Beards, threatening us with gifts and scriptures. 

We’ve grown cold together

This winter will last forever

The warmth of the flesh will prevail

I’ll sleep inside of you

My skeleton dances to the beat of the drum

Prosperities left to accumulate scum

If you are reading this, you've probably been taken advantage of at some point in time. Human foolishness is infinite and perpetuating, always staggeringly beautiful, we all have it. I'm scarcely human, but human enough to recognize the fact that I am interminable and dumb, impossible to represent into a mixed crowd and usually empty headed. I don't want to move from here because I've stepped into a metaphorical morgue, packed with freshness, and I've positioned all the bodies erotically so that I could sleep with warmth. Metaphor, mice with blind mouths usually die from eating their own hands.

I can argue and pillage my way into a structure and into a heart, I’ve got choices to make. I seek the Normandy inside all of us. Most people never stop to think that they are not planning ahead, their skulls are that which separate us from ball pein hammers. I would rather be pall bearing than here right now, I would rather be pushing the deserving down the stairs and I would rather die by drowning in my own cause than force myself to sit and write once more. ‘If only I had the monetary key’ I think ‘I could open the governemental door and spread my message.’ Lo, I never think to burn down the door directly. I’ve weaved dreams from baby-white clouds, where are the simpletons? Guns need bullets and pastries need butter, and any religion needs a scrotum-posse of easily-exorcizeable acolytes.  

When you took my hand and followed me to here, I want you to know that you lead yourself into a crematorium, a plasterfest of dragon-etchings and

burnstains. MY ASHES WILL BE PRIZED, SOLD, AND POWDERIZED SO THEY COULD BE PUT ON THE BACK OF STAMPS...we will be distributed. We will take all the dust from the chalkmarks and reconstitute them back into a piece of chalk that can be reused, just as I will do with what I can remember from you. Words evaporate into thin air and the smoke that they leave wisping by is all that I can relate to you by. There are a million men waiting outside your door, panzers roaming the streets, crosses burning because they were places within dangerous vicinity of flags-in-flames, AK-47s for everyone. There has been a wall built of solid stone and inaugural addresses, and we will torch it to the ground. 

Words move like bullets whizzing through your hair, writers and talkers are different in many ways, but we don’t mind that. Moving faster than the speed of the slow-mans thought, we consume both the living and the dead. Our ancestors are only dead to those that never knew them. For ten thousand years, murder will reign peace amongst the lands, we’ve sewn our stitches with sorrow and the staples that keep our wounds shut are grinning because they love their job so much. Even the ashes will weep dust for the sake of eliminating their oppressors.

TREMBLE BEFORE YOURSELF

              This is it. This is it. Everything is spinning out of place, there is blood and cum that soaks through the virgin wool that we wear so innocently, as if we had forgotten the fact that we are all raging psychic vampires in search of an unhealthy fix to our soullessness. Humans search for ways to make other people happy, and they shall die a thousand miserable deaths for that same reason. I am up in heaven, Allah, Buddha, Jesus, Mohammad are burning in the fires that sweep earth, and with me now are all my most fellow Devourists, throwing the unjustly sanctified saints and heavengoers screaming to earth, ghastly sights of corpses pelting the ground at shockwave inducing speeds, blood sloshed streets are only offset by the tremendous bushel of feathers that clog up gutters, ventilation shafts and fleshy windpipes.


The sky is everlasting, but it deforms like lead bullets in your brain
The Morningstar twitters and bursts into tears. That’s how we get rain. 

Because the moon is too tired to shine me back to sleep

Across the horizon, the burning sun slyly creeps

Woefully, I load my gun with the essence of night

I aim a steady round into the sleeping giant’s plight

The hole becomes larger and stretches with cataracts

And from there it falls apart and bends like wax

Fight for the betterment of yourself, and soon you can fight for the betterment of your people. Know your own name before you know another’s. Be able to lift your own weight before you lift someone else’s, even if they are lighter than you. 

Fading hypocrisies

Territorial democracies.

We’ll bite the heads off

And let them freeze to death

Of frost and mold,
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