
Hello, my coffee addicts and girlfriend-grinders…


But what about this art that I produce? My intentions are direct and fiery, painting, pastels, photography, writing, and films are all in my future, every piece of art funds its predecessor and its next manifestation. I will put the veins of experimentalism to a dry status, forcing allies into solos, lobbing jagged words to the mediadaugs, the screaming stabwounds of stardumb, I am the dog behind the mouse facing the cat. ALL GOOD SIGARETS GO STRAIGHT FOR THE THROAT.


The new sun has dawned upon me, but the first sun has yet to set. I am becoming a juggler of thought. Now that the art show is done I continue to vigorously rattle the cage in which art is kept. 


This is a holocaust that they deserve. Not all humans are created equal, and there are some that are especially lesser than others. If we must fight for a cleaner world, should we fight as the cleaners or simply fight against the filth that clogs our view? DEFCONOCLASTS are what we are, my Sigarets know me by name, I know my Sigarets by love. These facts are proven true; I don’t write Sigaret in hate I write it in love. They are cures to my favorite disease.


My name might as well be HELP, and you should be used to screaming it all night long. I want you. Right now. In my basement. Ball gag, ropes, wax, ground glass, groans, cuts, razors, chainsaws, shins, tears, please let me free from here, bricks, chisels, intense white light, rust, smut, infected cuts, My name might as well be help…


The cold is overwhelming

I’ll cut off your feet


If you provide the saw


I’ve got a second, and a knife


And a problem, you see?


Self mutilation was always

So fucking boring


DIGIT[al]


I am losing my mind, and losing control. I must remain the dominant aspect of my art, lest I become a tool to its undying grace.
I talk about art a lot, but you must realize that most anything that you do creatively can be an art. We are the breed that fears change, the species that runs from threats. 


Wake up, deathead, your mind is the bullet, your fist is the trigger [pull it.] Wake up, braindead, every second that you spend sitting is not one spend living; awaken each morn to the sound of bones breaking under the razorlame jaws that plague your fellow-man-kinship. Every lie that you were told as a child is coming true, people are out to get you.


The people are smarter than you, spread out further than you; they sprawl across the map and across your life. No matter how fast you run or how deep you can hide, they can seek and destroy. Even past your death, they will still search. Angels and demons are alike in many ways, they both watch you, they both know you, they both want to save you from the opposition. 


To them you are but another coin, if you mean just as much to other people, than what do you mean at all? The paranoia that spawns and breeds is all non-fiction, a book that a creed could be based on, a story that unfolds at a pace that is just fast enough to crush all of the innocence that is in your way. 

Angelhead, Satanfold, pildrive

Evolve from monkeys

Tanks crush and bombs drop

I ate the cure, nuke the junkies

Burning swallow of flower petal

Raping past, my demon skies

Infant teeth gnash

Little black lights, heavy white lies

Too much is at stake

Awake and quake

Frigid, pale, freezing shiver

Heart fails to deliver

Sigaret finger beacons

Forget the rainy days, critiquing deacons

Calculate, confuse und Drang

Spiral number when I’m knocked out

Clicking, twitching babies’ weakness

Gestapo and Sickle, Muslim clout

Faith full of wraiths

With harpies molting

Straight edge with dull mind

Sweat, noose, front page revolting

Rattling coffins, dancing tombstones

Sound of bones splinter

Radiation of common man

This is the silent winter

Grey matter and the soul are separate

Fire breathers, regret unfolding

Holistic and papal, and fingernails

Allah-be-acid-tongued with lips-a-scolding

Lovey-dovey firing skwad

Slowing down the motion picture

Hugs, drugs and six-inch-shanks

Chew God up, awash with stricture 


Soaked in blood, emasculated, I drip with eager stench, the life grows on me. Broken knees just make me fall down harder, water washed memories that I lust for forgetfulness. If you own a violin, play it.

Bleeding heart lunatics

Please, Sebastian

Death Wing Conserveratists

There are no arrows here

I am the bow, you see


Pain is derived from art, I believe. Art can make you sick; make you queasy or sometimes violent. Art is designed to be incendiary, that’s what makes art what it is down, downcast and ugly to the high arts. Art is here to put opinion to another form other than though, through words, sound, visuals...and sometimes culinary confections can be labeled as art and thrown to the hungry masses. What separates high art from low art, is that high art can feed more of a hunger in the needy and low art is more available but feeds less, while DEGENERATE art only creates more of a hunger, forcing the participant to digest themselves.


Here I am the pixel that is fake. The first class broken head, tranquil but red. We must mind the differences, respect the gap, mine the differences. If you are to know one thing, let it be that there is no variation within the blood, it all tastes the same.

I

AM

YOU

WELCOME, WELL COME, WE’LL CUM. We are all so glad that you made it.

It’s a windy, windy day in the fields of rape.

Come in, sit down, we’ll eat you.

Wells are dug without remorse here. 

If you squint and peer over,

You can see all the infants that we deemed worthless in the bottoms of our wells.
The lies we hide
We’ve crossed our hearts and we hope to die

It’s chrissmiss time.

Life here is plain and normal. Every morning after that is.

We pray and plead for death within our space helmets.

We made ourselves alone and cold, and we like it.
Do you want some coffee?
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Sadness makes a Christmas tree.

Death pointed at your head

Childish horror stories are true

Awake the violence

Shock the blood to the walls

You are not alone

I wish I had control.

I remember the first 

You remember the last

Futile, wrath, gun, rage

Now, shut up, turn the page

The taste of tears, piss, sugar

I once was where you are now

The faster you run 

We fatten sick, breathe carb

Superior through teeth and claw

Peace through the empty eyes

Do you believe?

Master yourself over, clean it up

Submission is praise

Erratic and erotic

I pray through the system of myself

Holocaust suckers, we got problems

Who deserves what?

Assignment: Genocide

Gods and guns

Who really runs the war?

Sell your life; you always own your death

Money is softest when you are alone

Instigate, perpetuate

Lies of Christ

I can’t relate

So, pack and sell

Revenge and produce

Sturm und Drang

My Christ is new, and yours is old

Sex sells, and your soul is sold


If there is one thing that I know about my brother, it is his self testament of uselessness, and the fact that he stopped using drugs a long time ago. That was when the drugs started to use him. The prick of the needle, the drag of the plunger, the face of ecstasy and regret, it is all flooding back to you. It lies in your veins, waiting for your next urge. It is the high and the low, the chaotic ‘fuck you’ that resides in each and every syringe. 


The sickness spreads to the eager dead, not one of the body; it grows in your head. Crayons and needles, arsenic weighed down with sugar till it’s irresistibly sweet. Kill yourself now, save me the time. 

Quality. Bombing Bethlehem until it’s black…

“AGONY COME TO LIFE, NO GREATER MISERY, HATE THE PURER STATE OF MIND.”

I have turned my doctrinal war to a war against myself. Guns shoot boomerang bullets, planes made of magnets drop bombs on Bethlehem. Disintegrator rising from the oil, the head of death shadows all that I do. The people collect scars and wounds, broken bones and burning homes.


Humanity, use your teeth to climb. We have created quite the insurmountable force here. The gristle of the meat is spat out; the respect is spat upon us only because of the serial rights that keep it there. Angels and good thoughts must soar with the phlegm, devils and clichés drop down with the mineral water


I am not like you, you are just like me. No, in fact… I am you.

Story time.


“Why should I even be talking to you? After all that you’ve done to me…” Jack stared at Dylan through his dry, red eyes. It hurt to talk from his severely chapped lips. “You should be talking to me for the fact that I saved you from death. That’s why.” Dylan was smooth with his approach, but if one were to look hard enough, you can see the depth and darkness that are briefly behind his eyes. “You didn’t save me from shit. You didn’t save me from fucking shit. You came in, and murdered my wife and locked me up. I should put you down like a fucking dog.”


“I put you in that crate because you were hysterical. It was from the rat poison. You are fine now; I don’t see why you are being so crude with this.” Dylan curled his lip into a defensive grimace. “You have no fucking proof of any poison. Why would you even come to think of such a thing? I don’t know you any-fucking-more, Dylan, I’m calling the cops.” Jack took a cell phone from his pocket; Dylan snatched from his hand and threw down the sewer grate. “Fuck the police, Jack. Why don’t you take a breather and see what happened through my eyes.” Jack jerked over to the grate and stared down into the watery abyss, to never see his cell phone again. Enraged he looked back up at Dylan.


“You know Cynthia was putting poison in your beers, bit by bit. Ever since you hooked up with her, I saw the sneaky shits that she was pulling, I only had to gain the courage to strike.” Jack shoved Dylan against the wall, pressing his shoulders and screaming “You have no fucking proof of anything, you killed my wife, you took away my family, my fucking life, my fucking life is wasted because of you!” Dylan quickly overpowered Jack, shoving him back and holding him against the wall. Dylan was calm throughout this standoff, Jack was acting delirious, but rightfully so.


“Jack, did you ever wonder who was in that red van? You remember it; you were just driving along the street that you normally take to get home, the street that Cynthia would always call you from home at. Who was it that sent the van barreling straight to you? Cynthia, Jack. It was. I know that it is hard to swallow, but women are like that.” Jack stabbed forth with his piercing eyes, raw from the tears that he had shed in recent times. “If you hadn’t leapt out of the car, you would have been totaled with it. The only reason that Cynthia was surprised when you told her is because of the fact that you were there at all.” Dylan used his comforting, hollow voice to sooth Jack, but it failed to work.

“You are fucking crazy. Fucking crazy. How would Cynthia find someone to crash their car into mine? You’re story is a piece of shit, it makes no goddamned sense.” Dylan sighed “Don’t be ignorant! The driver knew that he was going to be in a car crash, Cynthia paid him out. He was wearing a helmet and driving, Jack.” Dylan shrugged his shoulders “Come on.”

“No, Dylan, I am no fucking moron. He wasn’t wearing a helmet; his skull was crushed inside the windshield. Don’t you fucking start shit with me again.” Dylan laughed briefly “The helmet was thrown from his head, the cops found it in the cab of his car.” Dylan spoke satisfied.

“So fucking what? So fucking what?” Jack stabbed his wiry fingers towards Dylan “You are such a fucking moron. Having a helmet doesn’t prove anything at fucking all.” Dylan rolled up his sleeves. “Cynthia was on his recent calls, on the cell phone found in the van.” Dylan prepared for a moment of short quiet, or awe, but he was cut off. “You have no proof, murderer.”

“Why do you think that she was so tense whenever you were out to dinner with her? Why would that be? Did you ever notice that all meals eaten with her resulted in crippling food sickness? She never succeeded; she would have though, until I came in.”


“She loved French food, but it has made me sick ever since childhood. She had no push to have me dead; your story has too many holes.” 

“When you were a child, did French food make you vomit, did it give you splitting headaches, did it put you to catatonia for days? No. It did when you ate out with her; it was the beginning of the poison. You were too weak to react, so I reacted for you.”


“Shut the fuck up, Dylan. I got sick because two of my allergic medications didn’t agree with each other. She didn’t poison me.”


“Why didn’t your doctor tell you about the medications, Jack? He is a doctor. He would most certainly know. If it was your medications, the doc would have warned you, he didn’t, therefore it was something else that caused your suffering, not the medication”


“One medication was prescription, one was off-the-shelf. The doctor didn’t know, and neither did I, Dylan.”


The street that this exchange was taking place upon was lit only by the buzzing haze of the Blue-white street light, fog crept up from the sewer that consumed Jacks cell phone. Stars were out but few, the moon was full and bleached white, an ultra bright sequin to the velvet sky.

“Don’t be the fool, Jack” Dylan hastened his message “What about that night where she locked you in the garage with the car on? What about all the open fumes and the exposed wires, and the little cuts you would wake up with. All the sex you had with her was driven by her infernal hate and psychosis.”

“Now, what the fuck? I never told anyone about that shit, how do you fu-”


At this point, a third man began to walk up to Jack and Dylan. He observed the raged arguments, the firebreathing that was taking place. He focused on Jack. 


Dylan’s eyes rolled back into his head “That’s it, Jack, ACCEPT THE TRUTH! I came down to save you from her jealous murder, I came in, butchered her right up, and scattered the remains. I murdered her before she could murder you.” Dylan spat the words out like magma “If you can’t accept it, know that I still have her, she is still with me, Jack. If you want your psychotic, braindead spouse, I have her in seventeen paintcans in my basement. She is all yours, if you want her!”


The third man was in complete awe of the shouting match, he still focused on Jack. After a moment of shock, the man summoned up his courage. He looked at Jack and, totally baffled, questioned: “Who the fuck are you talking to? There is no one else here…!”

End

Groan-boy,

Winslow 404 of the Sigaret Skwad

