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--Confine
These are my accounts of futile rage
Spinning and spitting like a cat in a cage

I hate as much as I push the cinderblock of transgressed race

Made with infinite tonnage to take up infinite space

Turn your head like a vulture beak
Gnash your teeth but do not speak
With machinegun eyes glaring at the man with the leash

It’s your bleak paints that color this fetid pastiche

--Squadron

Smiles below the blindfold
Bristles on the chin and teeth full of fool’s gold

A cheap cigarette dangles from perky lips

A yellow grin glistens as the men load their clips

A demand for last words goes undernoted

“Kill me quickly, though I’ll soon be quoted

You’ve only found half my work

And left the rest to lowly lurk”

“But who is to complain?

For this, I express no distain

But when you see what is left

You’ll wish my death was not near so deft”

--Domesticate

Down, down soldierfucker,

I play piano to sooth your arrogance

Cloud, cloud, corpsefucker

Planes crash and boom like the stockmarket.

Down with the control

Up with empty rivalry

Look who’s got a job to do

I’ll taste your arrogance


Not one of the finest cooks can satisfy my tongue of flame…the apostles dance above my head dance above like the dust above my televisions. The bone saw grinds, the medical tapes loop back over and the surgery has begun once more. We have to search through the thigh to find the musket ball lodged in there again, and again, and again. I take few mild sleeping agents and drift off into a percussion sleep. I don’t break into dreams, I smash them, and sometime the bits of glass have the potential to wake me up. I am vigil potential in its living form. Here we have the habit of the transsexuals…I have prayed to a part of God that regenerates like a mold. My face is disintegrating. Empty out the pipe of its tobacco contents…and the smoking will slow to a stop. I’ll cough on your ashes instead of mine…GIVE ME MY COFFIN NAILS BACK!

My ink is dripping, mom, I can’t slow this pace. I BLEED MYSELF AWAY LIKE THE INK ON THIS VERY PAGE! I am no longer the indefinable, I am not any sort of breakfast-tasting individual…It’s not that you can’t stick a label on me, but that I already have collected them all and I am simply looking for more deeds to reclaim. Emo, gawth, dead, what have you, I’ve tried on all the shirts, they fit but they aren’t my color. Give me a rainbow-juicer and I’ll show you how to make a real suit of good fear, pain, and cotton…maybe some polyurethane.

I’ve pacified my parentals into a domesticated slumber, knocking them over the head with the corporate tools that they had once threatened me with. Me and you, we’ll dance like moneys with leashes, or like vowels in letters to the president of television, dance over the graves of all my dead friends. Drug overdoses, the hospitals that I have been burning all these years, I have found that their human cargo is the most tender meat that is flooding the blood-slicked streets. I’ll show you what amputation can do for the body; I’ll just have to tell you what it can do for the soul. Push out the pestilence like a wretched cluster of beetles, bones and shit.

I’ll show you what my hands really look like if you show me what your genitals really want to be. I’m a farmer that sleeps with his crops, I am a farmer that reaps just as he rapes, I am a dirty soil-plunger, with bits of ground in blood, or ‘lovestains’ for that matter, that I wear proudly on my sleeves. Nothing can be purified by dirty hands, you are a wasted bit of matter, just a packet of pregnant seeds that count up like the spots on a giraffes coat. Can I introduce you to what my voice sounds like to me? It’s like a dog barking. I am supplied and nurture under the black wing of the hospital…the ashes are like little ants to an infant’s eye. I would laugh at the patients that are still popping up from the ashes, but every time I laugh I get burnt. I am not on ground zero, I am ground zero, and the politics that follow every arson are like newsreporters throwing their own bones out to dogs to chew on. 

This is backwards land


And I am backwards man


Into the bottom of a bucket, I cough up all my dreams


I know you want to think that I’m not as broken as I seem


But this is backwards land


And I am backwards man


I live to regret


Past actions and profit


I fashion a new idea just as quick as the old ones die.


Censorship, many necrosuckers can count out the numbers that I have lined up be counted…I shoot arrows through little boys and then paint targets around them…and then I go back go the little boys and eat up the organs off the cold tile floor like a vacuum sucks up dust, hair or cockroaches, or like the way an anteater eats ants. I do things now, just because they work better, work better at painting a scarier picture. I am not trying to show you how low a human can go; I am actively portraying what the atomic combination is inside of all of the most depressive paints. Go ahead and point and laugh at the beat that is sprouting up from the concrete and steel like the provincial films that are occurring in our theatres…if I didn’t direct them, I can’t see them. 


I spill my seed at the feet of swine and lay all my pearls out I front… in exactable intention to watch the roots take hold on the earth, and watch the leaves come up and choke all my pigs to death. You can’t tell now, but my feet are black inside of these boots (I don’t like to let the light in). Advance the barnyard into a smothered smoke, a black plume of slave-owning. How many people can you fit in one noose? I’ll have to find out; because I am sure there are more useless people than there are ways of dying. Money means war, war means money. 

WHY?


BECAUSE.


I play to keep, every card in my deck stands for a person I don’t care about…I’ve built a house of cards. Welcome to the boneyard, sorry if it smells like home. Calluses on your eyeballs, there are scars on your chest; I’ve dug my fingers into your wrists and taken out the brief glimpse of history that is revealed by what you can manage to actually tell me. I love you for what I know, but for what you have given me, I don’t know much…the grave you dig is shallow, so I can’t fit all my bodies in it. Are you going out of your way to keep me clueless, or are you simply sitting and waiting for the cue to flood me and hang me up to dry? Simple people live simple lives…short relationships are characterized by short thoughts that light short fuses…

Take your hand out of your pants.


And stop thanking me, it’s getting old.


Stand to your guns, this is mine and this is mine, I’ll sample a small taste of human confidence. Stand up, et al, in front of the guns and behind these tulips, you’ll find the sounds of silence to be much more peaceful inside of the grave that you have dug. The sniper rifle is all but silent, because unexpected death is a party in your ears and everyone is invited. When the skull pops off the spine, the doctors nod to each other and conclude; explosive decompression. I’m just a doctor, no emotions and no outlook on death that suggests a sad face is coming. I want the Zapruder films to play loudly and wake me up…I’ve been ostracized, cut out of the picture like an unwanted baby from the umbilical cord. This isn’t a cold state. I am separated for autonomy. 


COMMERCE IS COMMENCING…The ones and zeros that dance inside all of our pocketbooks are coming out to play, and they are going to play soldier. All the threats that they write are legalized and castrated, they go for the balls when they swing their fists, and they never seem to miss. If this is what you work for, you should be working harder, because you will probably never see the lights or the likenesses of your children. 

Sometimes I have to stop and think about what I am doing, what I am listening to. Most often I am in an absence of astounding feeling, just a vulgar surprise. I don’t like to listen to what I listen to; sometimes the sounds that please me seem to scare me just as much. My ears are fragile, and open. I enjoy the quiet, sometimes, I like reading complex texts…but I never knew that I liked hearing them just as much. Good art is a fine combination of thought and sound, one that I would recommend many people to indulge upon. Not everyone will appreciate the sounds, but some will, and not everyone will appreciate the downward-facing narratives that art can spit out, but some will. That is what art is about, serving those that are willing to take the time for it. Art is like a Zyprexa [a powerful antipsychotic medication now linked to diabetes] pill, good for those who need it, though it may cause unwanted side effects, but not everyone can handle art’s juggernaut dosage in the first place.


Art shouldn’t be exclusive, but it should certainly exclude those that are not willing to understand it. Now, watch, I never said that you have to understand art to be a part of it, but that you must be willing to put forth effort into thinking about it before you take part. Think of the last piece of art that was created without insight, furthering the use of human expression, or that was completed without knowing prior to it’s beginning that effort would have to be deposited…? They don’t exist. Things that are created and dubbed[or ‘dumbed’, rather] as art most often rapidly plunge into obscurity.


 Though, sadly, some low-arts make millions. Money does not mean concept or depth. Money is money. Art cannot and should never be measured by money. Million dollar artists sell because they cater to a vast genre of people because their message is so extraordinarily vague. Fruits and vegetables sell at supermarkets; they make a lot of money that way. Is there any severe though put into picking a fruit and selling it? No, there isn’t. There may be though in the process of growing the plant or shipping the produce, there is no thought in the basic task. 


If it was feasible and moralistic…do you think the artistic climate would accept a concept that would exterminate low-artists? Or are there too many of them in the art-government already, so many that we would have no means of overthrowing their rule? There is a bit of politics in everything…


These medical tapes only succeed on divulging and causing attention to fall upon my unsightly tumors. I am a garden without a flower; I’ve made riches by digging ditches. The children that I am going to have will eventually end up in therapeutic homes for the abused and molested, I don’t think that I should have children. I abuse myself an inanimate objects enough, I couldn’t imagine not bashing something that counteracts me. I don’t have any control over my dapper-violence… I never have. A kid kicked me in the balls the other day, and I clipped him in the mouth with my fingers like a fishhook. I tore him up really badly, he spat up blood until 12:30 in the morning. If only I knew myself well enough to know where I have gone horribly awry…until then, I will progress downward and only get darker. 

I’ll document my every spiral so you can read along with me. It’ll be fun.


Just about as drunk as any hero gets


I’ve got two fists but only one glove fits


Count the crickets in the bile


Funny numbers shoot for equal style


I beat a different marching drummer,
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