Friday. April 28, 2006. 
ONE HALF PULLS THE TRIGGER
ONE HALF SHRUGS THE SHOULDER…

Tomorrow beacons in the eve of destruction. Look around you, man, do you see what I see? Our race is being contaminated and destroyed, eaten away from the inside out. Be it small pox or black cocks, we are being destroyed by our own flesh. Viral murder, Viral murder! Here, now, is a knife, stick it into your arms and tell me what you see. The only thing pulsing beneath your skin is your veins…they do not harbor blood alone, but half of the material that they transport to your heart and mind is the taste of terror. We need to stop this. Half of our blood should not be terrorized by the deadheaded thugs that roam our streets. Our blood should be returned to it’s healthful status in hate and mold…
The blood is on the sheets so you might just admit to loving it

Your once shimmering gem is crushed like the spider that was coveting it

No one can remain virgin forever, if they claim otherwise they are a psychic whore

When the guilt, shame, and scent fades, this will repeat, just to keep your body sore

No catalysts across the face of those who’ve won, the lottery sweepstakes. I’m going to leave and not come back. My speed undermines the stake. My fingernails are the last nails that I will put into the coffin. My birthday was this week. I wish that I didn’t have a birthday, because then I wouldn’t be here. It’s not worth it. I’m tired and I want to sleep, but I can’t. All the best songs are short, all the most dramatic lines are brief, I’ve got nothing but a hope for leukemia or some other murderer disease that would thin me out before tackling be to the ground. 
Gloating.

Combing

Throw yourself through the glass

Peep in, out, throbbing in the locker room

Rally new speed with shapes that came before us

Looking for quick votes and don’t count the chorus

I’m going to die. You’re going to watch. Keep your tickets close and wear clothes you don’t care about. This is a way to push the hollow Christmas, your face scatters and falls apart. You like to watch me wash you…down on your knees. We play nice with battle attempts, the only wars were are flash fires started by burning tampons. I don’t know what the problems are, but I can assure you I have the universal solution. The colors that we paint with are all dried up and I’ve left to acquire new ones. You’ve videotaped yourself in sex, you play it backwards so you look like you are running from yourself. I know what this is. I’m not making other people feel miserable, I’m making other people from nothing, and bringing them down to my level. We’re just prices amidst the rest of the dump, propped up, newstakers and tearjerkers. 
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I’m invading again with cliché…and a great killer neutron bomb, with your first name on it in bright red lipstick. You speak of greed and prayers, and I speak of tactics and morbidity. The play has already been written so that we can all play the fools, but the only stage we can use is inside of a church. We light fires with our tongues, and extinguish them with our tears. Line all the rifles up and force them down the mouth of the river. If we can no longer think of something, it will be no longer, a lie said enough will eventually become the truth. No loner, no longer in need of help, there is proof that I’m nothing but a man who dressed like a clown who dresses like a man. Every monster has a zipper in the back.
Come on.

You can’t get rid of it

You can’t get used to it

You’ll never be any rival to what I can do to myself.

I simply don’t want to be any longer. I don’t want to think, or speak, process or move. I want to not be. I want to vaporize, go up in smoke, fall backwards into my mirror and never be seen again. You are watching me fall down every stair, and into every belt-sander, looking at the products of my degenerative rampage with a smirk painted across your face. Why don’t you take a picture? The mire is poisoned, all my ideas are done, my photographs are developed, my writing is stagnant. 
We spin new greed on machines that we paid for in blood. We trust in justice and in ice that we put on our bruises, and the icing that we layer all over the ‘created-via-hatred’ birthday cakes. We’re unknowing, hollow, faceless, and soon it will elapse. The gears are grinding, every sacrifice that we make is written down like it is permanent…everything courses over itself, my hate and my love will wither within my containment. They don’t make strollers for three, well, they do, but they don’t make strollers for three adults. Drowning, we can’t feel fear because we know how it will end already. In a coma, you can see everything. 

Step inside the wake, funeral for numbers. My friends have died and come back time and time again, and every time I feel a bit more rotten. Palsy, rabies, scurvy, dictatorship. I’ll hang myself on a grey torpedo, my face turns blue and them I’m back into black. The redness is spared; saliva is like the most valuable gem to me, but a gem that cannot reflect its owner. It contains no dignity or pride to what it has become; it retains nothing but sheer ugliness and regret. All I taste is the delicious insides of you and my revelation makes itself true—you’re a burning serpent and from your ashes comes the crown of kings, and the crutches of kings. 

Amerikamikazes. Our flag flows in the wind. Gently. Gracefully, gravely. I’m done reading the newspapers, the ink slides off the page and into the gutters, and we are left with a lame, glistening surface to peer into. Vows to nothing, Jack and Jill tumble and tremble to no avail. We mold and frost in VEIN, palaces is built with ashes from the fields of shanties and tents. A nation of bled-dry, heartheadded, heavy-embargo fools, led by a clown, with his tongue cut out. While our nation tries to speak, it dribbles on blood and no words can manage out, presiDENTially, its teeth are red and yellow. With one graceful movement, in the play I have written, the vixen extinguishes her Eve cigarette on the forehead of her willful daughter. 

Wake me up when winter is over, when progress reconstitutes, we are out of dollars and scents. Mark my place with reeking odors. I’m perpetuating hate because that’s what I’ve got. Depression sells; I wouldn’t be anything without the self –esteem that reminds me that I’m nothing. My worrywarts are being burnt off. Facing downhill, I grind semesters and teamsters until their shining souls split searingly open, and expose the flesh. I orCHESTrate and CASTrate my homogenous Christmas. I wear this mask because it covers up my mouth. Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold shake hands and smile at the gates, the brimstone scent evaporates when the odor of sweat assaults their noses. RedLake combined with Columbine, stare blankly at the twittering television, we’re being killed by caustic feelings. Soon, the aggravation will dominate and we will finally be crying on the inside and the outside. One hand picks the bone, the other digs up the old hatchet. Every bullet that has been shot is now in motion.

  
Cloud coverage dissipates and ceases to span across, but the clout that has been generated still obscures our vision. Male bombs rally with depressed protesters, every cause is in hopes that it can stop something else from occurring, because no one can agree on a single thing. Every trace of money has got to end somewhere. Pasted across the temples and churches of dissipating races, messages of hope and inspiration crumble into dust. Sheet music and saxophones prepared as raw kindling for the blaze, consuming structures and reducing them to steel skeletons. The depression cells apart…I’ve make a key that makes more locks. Crashing, burning, it’s sewing me onto more self-needingness…
The moon is out this morning. Blasphemous, shining, a murderous glance in any general directions sends bowel-shaded-red ideas ricocheting through the cranium. My listlessness is scared from the sudden abhorrence of open-minded massacres. I’ve begun to question my authority and author their questions, but maybe not. Every mathematician needs a little arousal every once in a while.  I’m a snake with two jaws, not only can I bite myself, but I can bite you as well.
It’s raining today, because god is crying, and he is crying because of something you did. Humbling, bumbling, the wasps that we fear are turning into our children. Everything that I hold so dearly has been framed, framed for a crime it sincerely committed. I’m a lawyer who can’t wash the blood from his hair. This rape will be taped; the evolution will be televised, because the revolution is within television. Here is a morbid fiasco for you; here is a noose with a nickname. Skinny girls drinking paint thinner and sleeping with their father and their uncle, ending up on vogue, puking to the top, we see this and then ask how disgusting humanity can be…before we realize that they are still in our gene pool. We will devour the simpletons but leave their skeletons behind as a symbol to our repressors, regressers, and fore-comers. Companies spend millions on curing solutions and solving the cure, scientists shoot for answers in a magicians hat, only to find that they’ve cloned and albino rabbit with a third eye, we invest in bombs that are smarter than the people that protest their use, all the advancement that we are making are jokes…because we are taking steps to clean up after ourselves. We’ve written our names in the back of an infant in ink, and we promise to wash it all off with Clorox. 
Follow the path of least acceptance. The typewriters have written tripe, ousted by the wordprocessor that has processed more slurred and blurred words than the ears can. Thankfully I still have my fountain pen sticking from my desk. The full deck of cards still plays, but it’s difficult to play with the menstrual blood. I will prove my legacy in feathers. Follow the drips to reach me, it’s faster than the phone, it’s quicker than the glance. Erratic, erotic, strippers and cripples bury themselves in magma. I say that smoke rings should dictate my lifestyle, but maybe I should have known better. My loves are fading to black, or that could be white, then again, I haven’t paid enough attention anyways. Maybe that is where the fading sets in. I’m going to need help getting up, but not from anyone here. The pavement that I sleep on is warmer than your face. I’m watching everyone else take their two steps forward and them pushing me so many steps backwards. I’ll always been a full-grown shrink, no room for expanding, no hope for evolution, no reason to move forward even if I could. I can no longer do anything for myself or anyone else. 
You need to understand that I have functioned for years of my life without human interaction. People are still new to me. You’ve developed reliance onto the cur that surrounds you. I avoid them. I try. Understand that as long as you claim to not truly need other people in your life, you never live it. I don’t need you. I have never needed anything that has been given to me. There are certain things that make the ride less turbulent, but in the end, I’ve been fine on my white-purity race for self-mutilation and fleshiness. If you want to still maintain a thoughtful existence with me, so be it, it’s going to be your phone call, it’s going to be your actions that maintain it. I’m here and not moving because I know you aren’t either. I can see everyone from here, both down blouses and up skirts, so many people have revealed themselves to me because they think it’s safe to do so, they find it easier. 

Most people probably don’t even believe what I say. They like pretty words. They like sounds and glitter, especially glitter around gunshot wounds. This is what hunger is like, this is what feeding is like. I am whatever I’ve been told to be, genius, moron, faggot, creep. I’m waiting for your move, the entire chessboard is coughing, the poison is not yet in your skin, but just as I am, it is decorating your skin and all of its tingling goodness. Back to the scene with all the faces, it’s where witnesses crawl to be heard. Right now I am the last thing that I would ever expect from you to come from me, I would ask to be saved but I understand that it would blow my cover and no one would remember me anymore. It’s OK for me. I’ll be asleep when you open the door, and I’ll wake up only so you can explain your absence. 

It won’t matter. I’ve written a book that can drop off at any moment because it contains no words or letters. Everything that you have found isn’t real. The choreography is perfect to the point that we don’t even need dancers. Things that have never held life can not truly die, but these seconds and friends are collapsing into death. There is nothing that we can do to push the advance. We pray to things that don’t exist, so that we may get the things we don’t really want, and then we go to sleep and dream of people doing things that would make any Christian man cringe at the reality.
When today is over there will be no proof that it ever begun in the first place.

​My heart is hard, not heard.
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