Salutations, my fellow pre-op patients

We wage war on terrorism; we declare victory when we still have private bombings. I am the drug against war, our answer can be found, but it will always be too late for any point in the solution. Go ahead and build a better messiah, we can dig another grave.

          When Jesus comes back, we will only kill him again. There will be Kent State Massacres, more Waco on our hands. Who would Jesus vote for? George Bush, when asked, said that the war that we wage on Iraq ‘Is a war in the name of peace, not a religious war.’ A war in the name of peace is like poking hole in a balloon to get more air into it. George also said that he prayed to Christ, and that he told him to go to war with Iraq. So his God said to go to war with religious extremists. So, it is a holy war.


You are just a book on a shelf, and when I pull you, the hidden door will open.
You are just a flashing red button, and when I push you, the machine comes to life
You are just a blade on a ceiling fan only stirring the air when I tell you to
You are just a chemical in the solution; you only make a cure when I mix you
You are just an infant left at the front door, and I silently move you to the next door
You are a simple gear, and I am the one overseeing the great machine         

I have been too distracted to work

Too amused to play

Too hateful to be angry

Too fast to slow down

I am at a junction, I can continue on

Or I can stop completely

If I continue one I will perish

If I stop now, I will be consumed in flame

What is there left to do?

  
          When your god jumps off a bridge, will you fall with him? Some of you that like to be called faithful are just trumpeting your beliefs without even knowing how to define them. Christianity is it’s own cross to bear, but no other religion is any different. If everyone is born with Original Sin, and all sinners are sent to hell, when we die we get to be with all of our friends. Consider this: Heaven is the best place for the good-doers and hell is only heaven for sinners. The bible describes hell as total isolation from god. Does that sound familiar?

          The hours have arrived; the time has come wasteful in itself. The concept of self-pursuit is keying into my life. New people only arrive to replace old ones, I don’t need their hate to keep me going, I need their hate to keep me alive. Some people adore the writings and the photography that I contribute, some people are unamused. When I conceptualize for my next writing or for my next shoot, I have never kept in mind what people want to see. In fact, I do the opposite. I know that the previous essay that I posted was probably my most vicious (Aside from the Wrathful Manifesto and the Hateful Manifesto) and I know that it did not warrant the attention that my less angry writings do.
Capsules and patents
Releasing the chemical, baby
Acidic combatants
I wish I were there already

The antichrist has been popularized; the devil has been stripped of his evil. People flock towards the darker side in droves and there is no stopping it. I guess it is a time of change, there was a time where the holiness of the people was held as an important factor of everyday life, and now the population believes that in darkness lies depth.


If you have ever watched the history channel, you will agree that it has basically turned itself into the World War Two Channel, and eventually it will be the Hitler Channel. History is not war, though war makes history. The ratings soar when the programs about the Third Reich come on, but they dip when the documentary about the interconnectedness of the all of our presidents comes on.  It seems that people like Kennedy, but mostly for those few seconds that he was shot.


Why dwell on the claustrophobic crevasses of our lives? When we get so dark, there is not enough room in us to learn otherwise. 

Keep mindfulness
And drugfullness

And you will soon find out

There is a new hole in your head

But don’t you worry it away

It only lets things in

But it doesn’t let them out

Until you toke too much

And the hole begins to stretch

And it begins to leak

Your brain falls out

And it is on the floor

And it stares at you

And it walks away

You have got a baby

Growing inside of your head

If you shake it, or burn it 

It will soon be dead

They are tender at this age
They bruise so quickly

If you are not responsible

They will wither away

Put the pipe at your lips

Fill your lungs with smoke

Blacken you from the inside out

Guiltless, you draw, and heave a cloud

Take the skull from your pocket

And put the tar in your mouth 

Chew until your teeth loosen
And then they fall out from your head

The noise you make with your jaw
Keeps the baby awake at night

And then you light up a cigar

Because you think that you earned it

You have got a baby sleeping 

Between your skull

And if you indulge too much

It will crawl out of the hole

Take care of it

And it will grow

Until you split at the seam

And it crawls away

Such an addict
When I get to you, your heart will be in three pieces, one left for me, one left for her, and one part left to keep the blood flowing.  You will be playing dice with your life, your relations begin to blur. You don’t know what you have until I take it from you, if you cry it is not my fault, if you still need me, that is not my fault. It is not about the difference between you and I, this is about the flaws in you alone.
The obstacles that have been set affront you, will never move, and you can never overcome them. And in light of this you still run as fast as you can, and you just jump as high as you can when you reach the hurdle, and you still forget that it is the hole in your life that that you cannot avoid. In the end, you ran just fast enough that when you fall, you skid across the pavement twice as far. 

I read about a young boy who threw his brother out a window, sending him plummeting to his death. I remember that there was a public outcry; it seemed to focus on finding someone to blame, but no one wanted to blame the kid that threw his brother out the window. People went to Grand Theft Auto and said that the kid had played that game and gotten violent, but the kid had never played the game, they tried blaming movies, television, and then music. The kid had come from a poor family; he had not much access to any of those things that would ‘Induce violent behavior’
The death gave something for politicians to yell about, something that they would try to have a unique opinion. The shot is a mixture of seeing a politician taking his hat off to a crowd, and a young man falling out a window. The light colors of the background reflect youthfulness to him, but the stern, cracked look in the eyes and the aged face is what I view as a political face. Maybe I am wrong, but I could see politician to be some of the most depressed people in our dying years.

I’ll send your family some flowers; I will make your funeral a groundbreaking ceremony. Every second will die a thousand deaths; the fruit flies will gather dust. My seasons are changing, my leaves are dying. There is no way out, no way out. I am only dropping these leaves to fertilize my earth, I give up the unneeded in order to survive longer. 
We will be buried in concrete, breathing and love, holding hands for what will be an eternity. Every commitment follows terror and every commitment warrants terror. I am the third class ego, a less permitted stem. Who we are a 2 will eventually mold into who we are as 1 + 1. To be equal with me you must add or subtract, and I do not like your methods of math. 

The destruction is postponed. If the Christian God is so merciful, why do they advise being ‘God Fearing?’ If you react, make it violent. If you see a dog misbehaving, and you yell at it, the dog will go and misbehave again. If you see a dog misbehaving, and you strike the dog, the dog will no longer misbehave. If your neighbor strikes you on your cheek, bash him upon the other. 
I have a bad history with rapists, you see

It’s like bleach and ammonia

Reflection on the knife

I keep the history close

And the enemy closer

Searing and paranoid

Let’s never let that happen again

The tips of my fingers are cold, but black. My past is being relived, my future is crumbling. Why should I be anyone else? Too many people tell me to stop being me, too many people want the Winslow that they hate to change, but just don’t change the way I look. Every day is just another perverted flirt, another miniskirt. I have not the time for these untouchables. 
The freedom that follows the title of artist is unimaginably long; to be able to do as I please feels so good that it should be condemned as sin. I take note that when I do not receive good reviews I receive nothing at all. Everything that I write focuses on what will happen next. I am the abstract extractor, now who is the boss will not be the one to govern. 

What is not dying on its own is being actively destroyed.
The paint, it is chipping

My fingers, they are slipping

As the hole grows bigger than I

Feelings getting grayer

Someone say a prayer

Now who put that hole in the sky?
The vortex, it is spinning

The oxygen, is thinning

To stop it, you try

The effort is worthless
Soon we will be earthless

No enough water to cry

To you, I am staring

As the hole begins flaring
Tell me, are you ready to die?

Perpetuatin’ the hate,
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