Friday May 5, 2006. 
Heavily Medicated Worms Fell into a Coma and Dreamed the Following:
Since nobody here knows my name, I might as well repaint myself and reintroduce myself. I will be remembered with photographs placed decoratively inside the funeral wreath, the photographs of my grisly autopsy. Religion spawns across the White Plains…the same plains that are being actively painted black. God is blank, watching and waiting, tears form. Religions inform us on how to get in touch with our creators, and sometimes it involves the mutilation of the genitalia of our male children. It takes so many muscles to smile, it takes so many muscles to frown, but it doesn’t take a second thought to simply give up and kill yourself.

There are scars that exist because of us being stupid, and they don’t go away when we try to be smart.

The scriptures begin to play through, like the upper hood of skin…the most sensitive part. Even when the book is closed, people still read it and change the words as to not offend anyone in their assorted audiences. Disappointment has a flavor and it’s the same of all my relationships, fleshy. I’ve wasted prodigies here and there, putting them down for the same reasons that I even exist, and thusly I become my own worst enemy.
You give and I’ll take.

But right now, I’m a taker

Throughout all walks of life

There will be both givers and takers

And what can I say?

I take all but asbestos

Let it slide in when you don’t think about it

And the rules smile

With unabridged documentation of all events

I will be portrayed as a hypocrite

Because someone has been watching and writing

This entire time 

It’s raining spit, sideways

My mind has yet to heal

The streetlamp is dim and it flickers

My heart begins to reel.

The dead can’t laugh; the courthouse crumbles underneath the weight of ten thousand snakes. We welcome the thumbtacks into our bellies, and then find apoplexy when our supper pokes holes in our stomach. WHEN WE KISS … I taste saliva and you taste blood, the exchange of fluids. My face has been painted on like a Cheshire cat smiles at the adorable prey of the common mouse. 
The body is not cold because the pulsing worms inside of it are providing warmth. THE HIVE IS INSIDE YOUR HEAD...my effort combined with your realization is privy to the bastardization of mutant-genders. We are heating the future. Let’s play Cats and Robbers, I get to be the cult leader and you can be my robe. My paintings have been burnt to a crisp with all of my heart, the skin of the skin is crying tears of odor, it wants to be felt but it knows that it is a curse. We have stopped our bombing in Cambodia and begun bombing in timewarps, the tears that I shed are only because of the mace in my eyes. I want nothing but warmth. Who do I go to if animalism takes it’s effect? I have been born into War with pissing ideals, the money that we flush down the emotional mineshaft is not coming back. Well, it is, but it will all be two dollar bills that you will be forced to permanently loan to their friends. 

MY SEXUAL TRANGENDENCIES HAVE BEEN NEUTERED. Why we act so soft to each other is a metaphorical mystery, we know that we are both too hard to believe! Let’s get the cavalry and the casualties and make Buddha angry. Move on to a newer present, a worse president, a hot hat on your head and ice running down your back feels almost as bad as the pick that we use to break ice apart. The Lord Jesus Christ has been bloodied and violently ripped apart, and the crowd goes wild, the crown has fallen off the kings head, and all of his men can’t put it together again. Everything that would be at my funeral will be in the evidence locker.
When this international conflickt is over, we can beat all of those that caused it into a confused and screaming pulp, and while we are viciously distracted, we will be taken by a dumbfounded surprise: the problems that we are still screaming over have sent seeds backwards in time, so that they would create new trivial apocalypses for us to slaughter ourselves over. With pliers, I cut off my pointer finger and watch the materials spill out, in laughter. WITH MY NEWFOUND glorified ink pen, MEMETICS is written across the bathtub, in laughter. Eventually, I fall asleep from blood loss and from the draining of my strength from cutting off my finger, in laughter.

Associates bleed degrees with husbandry and hustlers. We acculturate selfishness and gene-pool dichotomies with the invitation of memes into our bloodstream. The only changes that occur are adaptations when we see someone that is doing something we want to do alone. The carpet matches the curtains, because everything is sighing into baldness, ankles being suffocated by inkles, slutships and mourning sons. 


It sounds like a lotus has found her feathers. Shed your grace, I pray unto thee. The symphonic sounds delicately sooth you into a practitioners sleep. The daylights trickles to a dim fuzz, knowing the father by the foreskin is reeling my mind. The awkward evanescence of non-medicated symphoniousness lightens my head, thoughts dribble into my wordbox begin to play around and masturbate into fire. The jump from sleep into CRASH-BANG-BOOM awake is like dying and coming back to life every morning…all but I am not celebrated, but everyday smeared a little more, like when you are scrubbing at a stain and every swipe you make only spreads the muck further and further until the entire surface you are cleaning is taken by it’s color. Waking up will soon be just like going to sleep. Pilled or non-pilled, it won’t matter. I only wake up because I want another chance at suicide, and then I take my pill out of habit, thusly changing my outlook of surviving until the medication wears off.
There is a target here. A place to drop our bombs. Every morning is white and every day is night. The grim undertones of every child’s films are becoming unbearably clear. Every character that was intentionally positioned to be a case of authority brimming with urine, but at the same time we were plugged in when we found them out to be voluptuous redheads with bodies that would sends beads of sweat down the facial slalom of any inmate she staggers by. We walk in wanting tap dancing, and stay for the lap dancing. With underlying lies, I’ve already met our children…our little boys and girls…and I told them that some day we will raise a boy to be nice, honest and strong, and that we will raise the girl to think she is a boy for comic relief.
Papers arrive in the mail with bad news on every page. Every team lost to its rival, every friends coworker was found dead, every dog that was run over isn’t coming back. The writers of columns are being censored and strangled; essentially, they are being forced to create a mottled, sinewy monstrosity of loud colors and racist statements. Then when the civil rights movement starts to succeed, the entire news-media puts their thoughts through the grinder and collects the screaming, thoroughly truncated pulp that will be pressed to paper and consumed like drops of acid at a Black Tuesday Parade. 

We’re in a museum of the mistakes and misleading statements made by our forefathers, and as a rule there will be no laughing, only crying. Paintings of pain and suffering dot the walls like holes in a four-year-olds body, each canvas sufficiently violated and if one were to expose them to UV lights, a bright pink glow of sperm would illuminate the room and the faces and dresses of ‘loyal housewives’ would then be in question. Like Disney World has receptacles for vomiting patrons, nauseated by the six pounds of cotton candy, Gobstoppers and Diet Cherry Vanilla Dr. Pepper they muscled down, the museum has bins for customer who tears our their hair in anguish. Let there be a photograph for every time Christ has crucified himself in a plexiglass box for our entertainment. Watching organized, monopolized, Religions try and fail pitifully is like watching a mime beg for mercy as we turn up the temperature degree by degree until he is scalded by his own sweat and saliva that pours out of his motionless mouth like a dead baboon.
Nails pound through the hands as we applaud just to make fun of the host. Thankfully, dinner was served before we killed our host. A dinner of the tannest of his daughters, we save the pale one for the world famous Dessert of the Body. The taste, you can see it pour out of every wound in her convulsing flesh, is coloring this pastiche of a vixen open for us. The chainsaw whines and trembles violently as the blade begins gnawing away at the bone, the screams break all of our wineglasses. We weren’t very thirsty anyways, our mouths full of piping hot chainsaw-oil, blood, and laughter. 
We’re all guests in this house and we wear our suits carefully, ready to exchange pre-menstrual glances towards those wearing anything better than we. In the middle of it all, in the center of purgatory is a cow, honking on its last few gasps of life, bleeding to death. I milk it with the idea in mind that I need to retain its tainted fluids for my later use. When our children die of SIDS we will eat them and destroy the trace of their presence. 

There is a madman in the kitchen, boiling up a pot of broken bones, ears and desperation, adding salt when needed. The stench of his soul pierces the ceiling and God collapses into a hacking fit, the fans turn on by themselves and spin the foul odor into the mess hall were it is accepted with delight. “Feed us with your agony” the patients plea “We have only ever tasted our own, and if your flavor shall kill us, we will still be grateful to die…for living a life without tasting the fruit of another is living a life where death does not matter…!” Ergo, the stew is poured sloppily into Styrofoam bowls with a few stale crackers to balance the meal. Violinists and violence approach the room and pluck musical strings and heartstrings with tales of taken lives, and wrecked homes. The tables sway with the music, triumphing at every high note and dipping at the low ones.  The grossness is passed on and assumed over it is a very strange and foreign feeling. It is the feeling of the end of a party, when everyone has to go home, or in this case, all the mental-ward patients have to go to a seminar about the Evils of Incest and Filicide. As with all the other seminars, there will be rudimentary tones of acceptance, informing the patients [the very same ones that are now full of thick stew-o-human and stale crackers] that it is OK and right to spread sexual relations with your children, and after that, you can kill them if you don’t want them, or if you can’t support them. Halfway through the seminar, the lights flicker, and when they are back on, the security guards are all dead, but for one that is alive and frightened to the point that he has soiled his underwear, tied,  to a table before the eagerly waiting patients. A doctor materialized from behind a cabinet door, clapping ensues, and then he proceeds to cut until the ribcage of the security guard is revealed, her removes two ribs and plays the fleshy xylophone across the shrieking, burning ribcage of the living guard. The insane will overcome the strong.
A white trash woman named Gemini nursed a bruise on her arm from a can of yams that her husband threw at her in a drunken stupor, she watches unsatisfied, deathfully as her two illegitimate bastard sons, Clem and Stevie[He was named Stevie, not Steven, because growing up, Gemini didn’t know that Stevie was a nickname] erect their Christmas awkwardly in the corner of the trailer. The tree is too tall so it bends with the shape of the container that is in so the top three feet are permanently warped. The vehicle soon fills with the scent of burnt plastic, Clem saw that the tip of the tree had gotten itself jammed in the exposed fanblades installed for ventilation above, the tree falls burning onto Gemini’s already-numbed-by-Jagermeister body. The tree is decorated but not as festively as the character it falls up on is. Gemini is decorated with thousands of tiny cuts and abrasions, not large enough to force her to bleed to death, but large enough so that they become pus-dripping infections. The awe-inspiring flash of the electric shock from the alcohol touching the exposed Christmas lights sends Clem and Stevie cowardly into a corner as they watch terrified as the sparks ignite the alcohol in their mothers mouth, as the weight of the Christmas tree is too much for her to lift, and as she burns slowly to a howling crisp. The flames creep like a diseased fungus, scorching the carpet that was applied with thick explosive glue and later soaked in oil and gasoline, Clem turns in Stevie’s direction and confesses his homosexuality to his wiry older brother. His dream came true when he found himself quickly in a match of last-minute-before-we-die-in-the-same-flames-that-killed-our-mother sex. In the hole that was so viciously violated by his older brother, Clem turns and spatters out the few last drops of blood and semen that sizzle into the flames. The fire soon melted the piping to the faucet that was running to fill a pot to soak Gemini’s feet in, sending blasting water out that quickly extinguished the fire. Clem positioned his body to minimize the soreness and hide his gleaming erection as he and Stevie stared at the charred body on the couch. Considering the fact that both of them were terribly revealed, they came to the same conclusion and guzzled the Clorox, swiftly ending their lightfooted trek on earth.
Pro-Nazi while anti-governmental
Thusly

A paradox forms

Not trendsetters but show up in plaid

Anti-establishment, corporate goons

Still we profit nonetheless

Harvests from foolish youth

Blind acrobats can only see their faces in the mirror

Many times in my life humans have tried to be there for me…and failed for the simple fact that their version of ‘being there’ boiled down to them being everyone that I am and to make sure that everything I do coincides with everything they do. “Our legs may be tied together” they’ll say “but I am sure we can still dance.” They claim to appreciate and love my personality, and at the same time, all the parts of me that they do not like, they label crudely as ‘non-existent.’ They’ll expect me to change and to suit their needs, if I do, I won’t be true to myself[as I had been instructed to do earlier] and if I do not, that makes me closed minded. 

Thusly, a continuum forms. Every situation is lose-lose, every photograph is etched in all black ink, cliché; I understand the trendiness and foolishness that you may be perceiving, but look past it for a split second. Leave your schoolface behind and stare onto this brainwashing screen with your unwavering attention: The metaphorical condoms I use are brittle and chipping, I want to protect you from my ideals for long enough that you will discover my intent when I am already days away. I started this year with nothing, and if my pace continues, and my plans are executed, I will end it with the same as I had begun.
I’m not known to be blessed with longevity. 
Three cheers in blood,
404
