Hello, operators.


I’m here again. Not in the now, but more in the middle…like the middle of a certain conflict that keeps regenerating, like both parties suffer countless casualties but they always have enough men to send in more. Since no one here can associate with death, the tanks freely introduce you. I need no outlet; I need no drains any longer. The alarm clock is certainly more alarming…it is an actual alarm…or a siren. The bombing is like a painters grace…churches freefall under pressure and torches, this war is over but the river of ammunition and censored headlines still rages rapidly. At this point, if you have a home, it’s been scorched, and if you don’t you’re probably already dead.  In water, the chalkmarks disappear. Goals fades from light and in lice white, we see the future as only as our hands before our faces. Smoke billows again, after sleep and waiting, from ashes, steel girdles, and girls in girdles, from alienation to an Alien Nation, I come. I am the Elvis of Dresden.
The bread that transforms into body has fallen stale and ill. The minds weakness is bitter and medicated. There will be crawling now. Crawling because we have fallen out of our beds and we want to get back in and go to sleep. The minds eye wanders back to childhood and bitterness makes for a sweet birthday cake. These years are being ignored and revoked. Even with the bathroom door locked, we still hear the noises of pain and the tremor of childbirth, seeping through the cracks in the floorboards, crawling into our ears and into our hearts and minds, the dismissal and suffering that spawns from the tragedy of childbirth has become parasitic and it has unconsciously burrowed holes in the stars and bars…the same flag that we pray to and worship every morning. This democracy can only withstand its own weight, and luckily enough, it is the heaviest one of them all…but lo, the counterweight of the enemies of the state is far heavier than anything we could ever muster. The coin bites the bill; the man bites the dog back. Money will be spent in revenge…and upon that, you can paint, sketch, dance, and sing in art and in blood or laughter, in face and in pornography, but the most active form of art to this date is the art of revenge. People are but canvasses that I paint on, canvases are just stretches of skin, and it is not my fault that the sickness that I plagiarize from them is because of their childhood abuse and sexual misconduct in the halls of authority.

The doors come already locked. Fresh from the factory, flesh from the factory. Face value demeans the value of the facial. Punches come before kicks, but repeated punches below the belt can be easily misinterpreted. Atop the hill, the goat cries and is sacrificed. With organs, I dream. Right now the seeds of tomorrows dichotomy have been planted, with gears, I compute. Numbers crunch into letters…the letters that make the latticework that is your name…that is a name. Humanity. Lobotomy. If you can’t already tell, I’m sedated and rusting. A syringe with a fleshlight on top.

I’m going to buy a pack of cigarettes and give one to every one of my friends…and hope they become addicted. I’m amorphous. A blob with eyes but one that can’t see. I’ve made mistakes, but damn it if they weren’t amusing. Soon, addicts will be all that there are left…and not because the non-addicted with be killed, but because more of them will admit to being addicted to something. You’re thinking about love or fucking. And then a gunshot, wham, you don’t know what you were thinking about ten seconds ago, but you are still thinking about a warm bleeding hole…behind you, the lights come on and the fans start spinning, the gun drops to the floor and I shake the hole off of your chest. My ringworms have ringworms. Come down with me. Remember the clashes. Me and you. We’ll rattle with palsy. Come down. Come down, not for your sake, but for mine, because I don’t know you well enough to be able to tell if today is better than yesterday, or if the contrary applies. Something has got to give, since I’m the crevasse and there seems to be a bridge of people walking across. Send one down for me…

A submarine charges with human cerebral…cortexes, vortexes, the water that we drink, its water IN BLACK. This ship is sinking, slinking, the cow looks at the calf and laughs…its child starves and its mother consumes her own milk. The ocean is bleeding, the white lies and tree trunks that we sit on and think, unmoving. If anyone here gave a flying fuck about the environment, and they weren’t just in it for the fanfare, they would actually do something. I suggest that we actively destroy the environment. Exterminate the last of a species. Burn a tire. Dollars have bills to pay. Pills have dollars to…nevermind. The king is crowned, he crowns…it browns, I feel the active assets of desperation leaking in and taking over. There is a way to see the future is to analyze what you hate right now, and that is what you will become…thusly, if you claim to hate nothing…you can understand where I am going with this. Again…with right now, I can hear racism slapping the face of facism, races combat faces. I shouldn’t have to spoonfeed myself, but I do. The sound of teeth clinking against the pavement, the energetic spray of mingling blood that decorates the floorboards forces smiles. Again, no gains, no process, or expedition. I don’t look forward to things anymore, because I get neck pains if I stare downward too long. My brain frowns… my face smiles and then I ache, because it takes more muscle to pick yourself up than it does to simply lay uncontested and removed from contact. My grin vomits, sleeps, and shits in common life…the mind plays tricks with spelling errors and spiderwebs, cobwebs, rather, that clog up the drainpipes, making it impossible for water to flow through and into your glass without that revolting taste of drowning disease. It grimaces. I know what I mean, and who I am talking to when I say it, but only because we are the ones who refer to the day as IT. 

Anyways. Back to Baghdad. 

Your children, while, I understand that my target audience does not, or should not have children, I still speak metaphorically. Your children are playing dice and being diced, in the alley there is still talk of rejects that only have their name because they were forgotten. Maniacs. The clowns that dress up for funerals are the same ones that lick their thumb and smear the ink. While the telephone rings, you know that the caller is not for you. Jesus is knocking at the door, but only because he is going door to door selling something.  Take another hit of this morphine, do another line of this blow, these stairs are steep and you can only take them downward. I want to hold your hand, or your hips, come down with me. Being alone is not as painful when you are mentally vacant. In order to feel pain, you must register it, correct? The spiral is only here because it looks pretty, but all the beauties I see are pretty…and vacant. Maybe that’s the way I like it and I don’t know it. I should give up. I plan to leave this place and not come back for a long time, and again, before I am being criticized for empty threats, you have to understand that I know no one will know if I am gone. 

You don’t study for tests…but neither do I. We can both be failures, together, together in sickness and in crutches. Howl. Barking dogs symbolize broken kneecaps, round, and round, and round she goes, where my money is, nobody knows. The summer is coming all over winters face and hair, in heir, two arms and in disagreement makes you immortal, it takes you up like a hobby. Think of sex that does not end, it the same feeling that you get the a bullet just enters your chest and floats in bone and blood…negative space. We have two arms and move, in grace, to our open cuts and abrasions. To arms. Shoot those who have not been shot already, and then shoot the survivors. 

Subtraction. Again. I’m sorry, but the show must go on. Understand it, that you are part of the crowd, part of the digits in a larger number, and beneath the floorboards of this stage is not a beating heart, but the likeness of a ticking time bomb. Sharks swim in rivers of mud and corrosion, they evolve not to the extent that they walk on land, but just afar enough so that they know how to speak English…now if only we could get them to bus tables. We’d be set.


Monkeys have sex in my kitchen, I don’t know who gave it to them, but I eat what comes out anyways. 


And then, bombers from a penciled in, unscripted horizon boom overhead, releasing payloads of explosives and sexist remarks that pummel the surface like acne and scarring pockmarks the faces of young boys. Radioactive hosts and worms writhe out from the soil, poking holes in the alabaster snow that was the nuclear winter. Cymbals clash, symbolism begins again, the loudness from passing bullets is temporarily quieted by the sounds of the bullets reaching their destination, and all this echoes.


And then…


Then the there is this…the twittering sense of compassion. Staring down into the expectant eyes, dripping with solemn tears. Redemption, or something like that, whispers in your ear by sultry, pouting lips. For a moment, regret floods the stage and all the actors drown themselves or are drowned by other actors trying to reach high ground. The rims of my eyes start to resemble the rim of hers. Impossibility reigns like a formless contract of ideals and figments that go without needing to be said, I bind myself, in but a split second. The universe is nothing but an atom stretched out to contain itself countless times beforehand. My compassion fades into a feeling of computed passion…and then into a feeling of composted fashion, and then into a sensation, like when you are trying to remember something really important, and you think you remember it, but then you find that you are still back at square one. My compassion for painfulness and remedies has gone off, as if I was told to forget it, I refused, only to later forget it anyways. 


With the time I have spared from watching the drops continuously fall, into a glass of water…the coloring spreads out, spores take hold of each wall of the glass, and soon the fluid is tainted. We’ll forget it soon, though. The emperor sits upon his throne in tears, his articles burn, every envelope is laced in the powder of direct supremacy…I can only explain it because God forbids it, I can, I can, I can, I can do so much while disguising it to be so little. Unknowing, a gram of a toxin can kill you; a moment of regret will be all that I need. The human brain laughs on its way of parade. The cane in the hand of the apocalyptic mogul is made of the same leather as your wallet…

Remove the prejudice
And then you’ll see

You’ve removed the root

From the hanging tree.


Shadows pummel the surface angrily, blind to regret and remorse. Emotional devastation will become the smallest physical substance until it is lit…but now, in memory and in faith of those who have been born before us, we must deny their existence. Our mistakes, they’ll say, will be the frosting on the machete. When you are done kissing the fist, your help will make the knuckles blush. Clouds float past the sun, and conceal broken bones in their wisp.

The universe inside an atom. Everything is going to happen again, and in the last ten minutes before the end of time, billions of beings will be in lines at grocery stores, forcing pectens to clerks, unknowing that they will soon be bones pushing daisies. Tomorrow you will die and if you are not ready, no one will remember you, and for Devourism, that is how you go to hell. Death is not afraid of you. Death is inside of you. Embrace it, don’t wear it, and know it, because there is an irreversible inevitability that consumes every single living being in the history of all life, and that is the fact that death is going to occur. The sun is rising again, the new dawn, all sleeping animals awake, all wearied nocturals asleep. Today is a new day to chisel your name into the mountain face. 


Even when the war is over, that does not mean the bombing will stop. Right now, war is a term that means violence, and not murder…but when we declare victory, we stop using the term war. Conflicts, policing action, and other terms are used in place. Massacre doesn’t happen to be one of them. Since not one politician truly knows what he is talking about, every single one gets the chance to make up his story without regret. No one checks them anyways. 
Mildew thrives between the pages of a wet book,
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