Hello my dreary dearies,

The feelings that I have already are coming back to me. Each person that I pretend is just a nail of the coffin, and all the actions that I do in defense of my own mind is the hammer. When everything is totally dead will you be digging the grave or will you be the one filling it? 


The human brain is a terrifying box of infinite thought, so it is pathetic that my concepts are repeating. If I am regressing backwards, should I consider my next birthday to be my fourteenth? My Thirteenth? Where are all the good people going?

I am finding out all the things that I don’t want to know, now all I can ask to you is: Are you dead too? These secrets are cracking me open and exposing the red sun inside. Common sense is not a common factor, apathy is bland but it tastes better than action does. I am not a subject of sins any longer.

IF YOU DO NOT SELL YOUR SOUL, IT WILL BE STOLEN FROM YOU. Your country is counting on you and all your materialistic nonsense 


It is hard to determine if nothing is actually nothing. Thusly it is difficult to determine if a policy of doing nothing is successful. 

DEATH IS OUR FUTURE. Ghostliness will be above godliness, cleanliness is not an obstacle. 


Down to business, ladies and ladylike gentlemen. 


When I die, I shall be buried in concrete, and submerged into the ocean. If my goal is to be forgotten about in a grand scale, what do I do to achieve it? If trace killing was illegal I would be serial. Calculatory murder, the numbers grow discreet.  

We drink drinks; the photographs that I hate are the ones that show me when I am not ready to think. Who here has been violated, we are all as dry as the ink on the newspaper, three months pass like three days, I don’t need segregation to move forward, I just need connection between one and two. 


The relationships are crumbling like the walls that they constructed, the most fiery-eyed virgins are the most bloodshot vigils. Everyone here has constructed a belief from mortal and mortar to think that I am faking my hate, that my signs are all plastic and foldable. But the lies that I tell you are all true, every bridge that I burn is just as good as every word that you speak, I wish people could depend on one another. 


The leaves are falling from the trees; Mother Nature heaves a sigh as father time punches his clock out. I see people with socks on their hands, and I know that they are not crazy, I see people with tears tattooed under their eyes and I know that they have been whittled away like the information that I die for. Ego breeds curiosity, relaxed throats just propagates animosity. If you cannot stay strong, stay hidden.


The colors on the American flag are running, just as fast as the bombs drop. Electing the president that we have is one of the better things to happen for me, because a terrible president is the best thing that can occur for the terminally angry. Artists rejoice in the oppression and the tyranny that is brought upon them by a systematically crumbling government. 


The temperature is dropping my temper is searing, if I am having thoughts that I didn’t even know existed, am I really having them? The police want to break into me again, the authorities hate the authors, and I am the photographer that abuses his photographs.  

Hippies scream tripe

Like Vietnam is the Reich

Every great evil

Comes with media hype

Televised protests

Rolls Royce and the SS

Proud swastika scar

Heil God has blessed us

White power, napalm and holy
If we do not engage, the war will burn slowly

Every dispute between a man and a ‘maus’
Here lies the lowly

Your fathers slides from darkest hour

Ye who has the gun, holds the power

Iraq is for Americans

Every citizen that cowers


There is no way out. The seven deadly sins are the only things that have ever warranted pleasure amongst humans. Envy is only sharing a common desire, anger is an emotion, greed wants more than you already have, lust is the one thing that we can thank for our survival. When a dog acts like a dog, we punish it. When a human acts like a human we punish them.  


All the yelling that we are doing will only serve to wake the dead. Liberalism stomps up and down the graveyard, pounding the soft earth with messages such as: “George Bush is desecrating the constitution”  “George Washington wouldn’t have done that!” The screaming citizens are perched upon gravestones and chanting their own political message, and do you know what the republicans are doing during all of this? They are the ones that are getting the bulldozers ready to level the cemetery so they can build a park. Or a gas station for that matter.


You are not dancing with your dates; you are dancing on your dates.  But now your dates are not boys and girls, but you dance a cheery dance on the dates of the tombstone. Our newest generation is laughing at the epitaphs; every casualty is only searching  for a punch line.  If we are only piling our dying on top of the already deceased, we can only hope that they have enough chairs at the wake.


We are all slaves for the grave; every minute that we work we are running away from death, but in reality we will only work ourselves to death. When your world collapses, you will try and fix it, but the more you try and fix it, the more it will break. We will burn down every building and scatter the dust, just to prove our points. When the time comes for us to survive, we will be quickly exterminated. THE MOST COMMON CAUSE OF DEATH IS BEING HUMAN.

Some of us have a friendly relationship with death, and some of us are simply hiding in our closets. How long can we run from death? Can we even run if it is a permanent aspect to life? How fast can facts run?

The pall bearers are crawling in your direction, everyone is going bald now. 


The crows just called, and they want their feet back. I know some girls that wear so much make up that I think if I were to hose them down, they wouldn’t even be anymore.  


The fine lines that I draw are down from your nose, the holes that are here are so very clear. You can take a car to the bus station so you can go to the airport and fly away as fast as you can, but when you are in the pressurized cabin at thirty thousand feet, you cannot run from your age. 


We have waited millions and millions of years just so we can wait some more.
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While machines spew out their paper trails, I am coughing up the entrails, the contents of the box, the clueless commoner. I’ll eat up all of your dead and clean out your crypts. The decay is a cushion for the stiff bones; I am post rigor mortis with vigor. Warped are the corpses, and clay are the cadavers. When your parents die, you will see what I am saying, in the very most literal sense.
All the windows will shatter

Every dog will have his day

I am the former, not the latter

And I grow strong from decay.

We grow wicked in our ways,
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