Henry woke up with a smile on his face, a contented, happy smile. “Today is the first day of the rest of my life” he thought. He was very right, because today was the day that Henry was finally all alone in his world, finally he did not have to deal with any other human, he didn’t have to interact with any other being. Henry spent his life writing a fake biography of a miserable failure, and he did it with a happy feeling of fluttering butterflies, schizophrenically convulsing inside of his stomach. 

He spun his legs out of his warm bed and onto the cold, hardwood floor. Normally, people want to stay in bed and waste the day away by rotting under the sheets, Henry was just like them every other day but this one. He looked in the mirror and did nothing to improve his appearance. His hair was mussed and tangled, his breath was foul and nearly palpable, his chin went unshaved. He pulled a shirt over his bony chest purely for warmth, not for a stylistic sense. There was a short moment that Henry simply stared at his reflection, the only other human being that he would ever have to look at. He was rushed, rushed with the warming, tingling sensation that is felt after the first kiss, or before the first fuck, he unleashed a happy scream at his smudged reflection in the frame. As Henry walked merrily down the hall, he pushed lamps off shelves, tore down paintings with the same grace of those that made them in the first place. He made his favorite breakfast; he knew that he had to be ready for his big day, an orange and a glass of Nyquil. Henry soon fell asleep for several hours, waking up and performing the entire procedure again, and again, and again, until he was out of Nyquil and he was forced to trudge down to a local convenience store, heave a rock through a window and steal all of their Nyquil and oranges. Henry was fine and happy, there was no one left to disagree with him, no one left that he had to agree with, and no one left to criticize his way of life. His life without human interaction of any way, shape, or form was the first time that he had ever actually been content with himself, he had made a paradise and revealed a truth: Heaven is actually very lonely, not that there are no good people, but good people don’t rely on constant human interaction to keep them from going insane. 

Let this be an introduction to the new world, kiddies, the explosive decompression that occur when I surface from my two years in obscurity has now begun its effect. Art is only the start of the landslide that I have ushered in. You are part of me now, just like a leg is part of its amputee, disconnected but still genetically unseparated. I am holding hands with the rabbits and the cats, staring into the silvery mirror and suggesting that my reflection is the opposite of me, the white to my black, he is the Inanity that I am peddling like hotcakes at an STD infested carnival. I have domesticated my creative process and refined it to a choke-hold at the end of a leash.
        
        I can see the reflection of the smoggy, green sky in the eyes of those that have fallen before me. The only peoples that have seen the ends of war are the dead.

        My dogs will chew through the weeds like they are cannibals in a prison, what we have here is a human shape that has been shook…and shanked, a balloon has burst and we are the bits of rubber flying outward. Some of us are mistakes and some of us are the sons and daughters unloving marriages of bodies, and not of minds, but things happen and our fiscal concepts will prevail if we allow them to. The human mind is a cage, a coffin, or an asylum… and the animal, the corpse, or the crazyfolk that are trapped inside are relentlessly expanding and growing, they are our ideas and our influence. It is up to us to tear down the walls of the cage and pluck the nails from the coffin, and take the hinges off each door of every cell of the asylum. Creative people aren’t actually creative, but they know precisely how to destroy the things that are in their way of creating, in order to further their creation. 

        Bark bark bark! I’m now like a carnival barker, a ringmaster or just a simpleminded pinhead, a master of ringworms…I collect stamps and corpses, because behind every rotting body is a life of history, just like behind every stamp is a layer of adhesive. If we are to collect or to compound anything in front of us, we should gather experience. A fund that can never be spent, a substance that is more potent than a potent dose of a raw Neuropeptide, living history is untraceable and unprovable. There is no sticker of approval or document that disclaims a well ridden life, but the best way to know that you have succeeded in this empty game of self-hate and guilt is when you can’t share your stories with anyone…for the fact that no one would believe them anyways.

        Influenza…the influence. 

        I don’t assert my gender…or my race. I plan to exist in perfect obscurity for a very extensive period of my life. I associate myself more with the dead than with the living…I associate myself with the dead more than the living. At some point in time, I just want to declare: FUCK THIS. I’m going back in time. 

        Artists throughout time have depicted what hell would sound like…what hell would feel like and what hell would smell like, but no one knows the taste of damnation. The salty briny sting of ones’ own sweat on the tongue, the satisfying taste that is not unlike that of ones own blood. Every second is a hot flash; every second is a stab in the gut. Millions of years ago, heaven and hell both got too full and they both exploded, the shrapnel and particles from both presumed-to-be-imaginary locales pockmarked our universe and our lives, our good moments can be attributed to the combustion of heaven, and generously so, the bad seconds come from hells demise. 

        I’ve broken my hourglass across my head, and the sand is stuck in my eye. I want to shout profanity, but I am frustrated when my mouth only emits a sharp siren of noise. I am in a state where I am paralleled with a man that wants to stab his assailant, but has fallen into paralysis. Bombs are dropped to set the prisoners free, their freshly shed blood is only feeding our dollar tree. This town is set up in shanties, instead of food in their mailboxes they get flags in bulk, so that the can drape them over the coffins of their newlydead. Our weddings come with weedings…plucking out the poison ivy from between the cobblestones, our ebony is clashing with our ivory, the only colors that we can ever hope to produce are the infinite shades of gray. Gather the children and cut the barbwires to dangle freely, send all sons to gather wood and send all our daughters to ready the pyre. Publicly, we will destroy all our visceral insignias; everything that is nearest to our hearts is ripped from our chest and set aflame
e. I want my last sight to be that of my organs in the pyre, I want my last scent to be that of my burning flesh. There are some of us that love the feeling of bursting boils on their skin…they like the feeling of release. I am one with them. I am astonished with every time I release a little bet of me to freely course down my side, down onto the sidewalk. A little girls comes up to me and stares at my pale, scabrous visage. She does not say anything, but I answer her question, with a short movement to show her my hands, the hands that are my art that I have worked so diligently upon, the hands that I have mutilated so badly and destroyed so thoroughly and completely. I turn them to her, pointing to the largest cluster of criss-crossed scars and misshapen lumps. From the angle of her head, laced with an alabaster layer of nearly pedophilic hair, she can see the bones in my hand stick out like beetles under my skin.  I wait for her reaction, but I am not surprised when she begins to blench until she is the id
entical tone of her velour, rabbits-fur hair. 

        I’m strangling the honest-arts and watching their paints fade back to blue…the sunsets that have already been painted are starting to turn into sunrises… We can’t hold our arts higher than we hold our young, but fortunately we are letting our young crawl at our feet so we don’t need to worry about how high we hold our arts. I’m in the dictionary under missionary. 
        
        We must overcome this heat, our examples must be set in stone before we move on. Every genius and every artist has a decision to make: How long do I want to live? They can freely choose their lifespan depending on how much they want to influence the world. Einstein, Picasso, Oppenheimer, these men are geniuses, O’Keefe, Kahlo, Gentileschi, these women are geniuses. They made the move to live on forever, and they started new movements and trudged off the broken path. Our archetype is sickly now, the cure is hidden inside the skin and bone of the NEW PARADIGM. All the cuts in my skin are only made to conceal previous scars and wounds…from previous battles and relationships. For too long we have measured our real-time-from-bullet-time arts in pieces of silver, where we list the name of the creator and the revenue that his fashion generates…we have degraded art until it was nothing more than a writhing bit of living intestine, a lump of flesh separate from its flock. 

        We know the problems and we know the solutions. There is a Shepard, somewhere, a metaphorical man that casts his gaze over grassy knolls and fields of prey; he controls the current of thought. While he controls the flow of new ideas and new mindsets…new worldviews waiting to be acquired by our vernal bodies, we control the wake of the fluids, the ocean of organs and milk, where the waters breathe brackish scents of burning plastic. The overlords that dominate our legs don’t know that they do not have control over our arms and fists. They have taken away our skin, our eyes, our very flesh and bone…they have stripped us of any mean of expressing a novel new idea, but one thing that they can never remove from us is the power to overcome. Art belongs back in the motherland, not rotting in graves that are pockmarked across the American nation, but in the real home of intellectual thought. Go back to Africa, back to Austria, back to Australia, where arts had instilled their roots. There is no art in America that is not referencing to something outside of America. We have no culture. Modern artists here are just sculpting like it was done in Japan twenty years ago, or painting like it was done in Vienna thirty years ago. All our squares in frames are just sitting and decaying…while the frames that contain the bodies and blood of the fallen thoughts are flourishing in the nutrient-rich environments that cover the outside world like a table cloth. 

        SAINT PETER LOOKS AND LAUGHS…he shuts the gate and seals the latch. The saints laugh because they no longer need me. My name has been whited out, my face has been erased, and I have been deleted from the registry. My efforts are cheap and venal, vindictive and vulgar. I’ve made a bomb that I can barely lift, a bomb so big that the fuse is on your side of the island. We have waited long enough, and now it is time to detonate. So many people say that my plans won’t work and that they can never be done…but that is only because there has been nothing like them before hand. What many people neglect to see is that when you are God, you don’t have to worry anymore. No one likes my idea of self-Godliness, because confidence has become unpopular to the tongue…but that recalls a situation like selling a car for the gas money, because if you make yourself God, no ones opinions matter any more. You create destructively and destroy creatively, no sense of verbosity, no need for any omerta, because whatever is said is the word of God…whatever is done is the work. Self-creation. Self-assumption. Self-absolution. There is nothing else in the universe that can match the powers that can be delivered unto the self by one single person. 

        I’ve bought it up and sold it out, my anger can be verbalized and abused. I am throwing up my anger into a toilet…and with every art publication I can lift my hand up just high enough to flush it down. I find myself throwing up more than I can handle, more than I can withstand, my anger spills over the sides of the bowl and onto the floor, with the dirt and cigarette butts, and onto everyone else that I have ever had to deal with.
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