We are next to nothing

Thinkin’ that we are something

Hoping for value

Wanderlust is bombing us

From here on our, I guess we gotta make due

What we have, it sure ain’t much

It won’t last us long.

No, it won’t last us long

But then again, neither will we.

Where is my outlet now? Photography is ruining me, written word is digging my grave, music is hopeless. I don’t have anywhere to go. I can’t run, because my legs are numb, and I can’t fight because my eyes are burnt out and my fists are cold and swollen. I can’t do shit. I am not even loyal to myself.

After this Sunday…there will be no Monday.

My line of thinking is that those who believe nonsensical lies really deserve to be fucked over, and now that you are part of the information process, you can fuck them over harder, faster and leave them more desperate at the end of it all, and you will lose less of yourself along the way
Mental notes. It’s late. Or early. I don’t know what to say about the time because my watch affixed upside down and I am too busy thinking about other things to try and understand it.  I’m backstage recording one stream of consciousness to paper, I am afraid that I might run out of ink. I am using the pen that I had used to write down some bible passages that I was dictated to by a priest in Gretna, I never gave it back but I don’t think that he will miss it. This Christian ink is about as blue as my toilet water, and that’s not the only connection here. I don’t know how he took my idea of Devourism, I don’t really sense any vibes from anyone when I start talking about it. I just shut down and force myself into repeating the same concept over and over in different wordings until I get it through their heads, and then they tell me that they don’t understand it but they will listen anyway. That’s basically spitting on me, it pisses me off. It really does. I wonder what they would do if I went to one of their masses and said that I wasn’t going to put any effort into understanding their practice, but I was going to have them do everything for my entertainment. Christians can be like streetmimes, they are out making a fool of themselves and you can hit them but they can’t hit you back because that would mean they would be coming out of character. I guess pretending to be Jesus the entire time does take a toll on personality, and mental wealth.


I also talked to some Jewish guys, out of the blue, about politics and then about religion. It’s funny how close those two topics are. Didn’t we make part of the constitution that says that it shouldn’t be like that? I guess that we can’t complain, because I am the one paying to live here. One of the Jewish guys walked off while I was in midsentence and the other one didn’t really care about that. It was like he thought that he could instruct me on religion, because, as we all know, kids don’t anything about anything at all, and we know that it is totally respectable to cut them off and treat them all like they are four. I guess I am sounding bitter, or probably juvenile, or a nasty mix of both, but I just don’t really have the patience to deal with people. It’s not the religion that defines them; it’s the person behind it that you have to pay attention to. Both sides have begun to really make me sick, make me really regret being alive sometimes, knowing that I am part of this and that I am just as human as they are… I don’t really know what to do sometimes. I don’t want to remain human all my life, even if that means that I would have to become subhuman.


Religion acts to the personality as an addiction to a narcotic does. Everyone says that you have to look past the nastiness and the depravation that blackens the personality, and that you have to really dig deep in order to recover the inner self that you have to cherish and blah blah blah. I don’t think that it is necessary, or even right to be a person that walks around expecting from everyone the same requirements in order to deal with them, just shrugging off the troubles that you create by saying ‘You just have to get to know me, and then I will stop being like this.’ Promising everybody that you have a good personality underneath what religion does to you, and then revealing it just so they don’t think you are a liar [though they will still think of you as a liar because you have to walk around with a feeble mask of protection, warding off all of the worries with your defensive addiction to religion] seems to be too much to carry around all of the time. Devourism is nothing like that, because it is transparent but rigid. Your personality shines through everything else because you don’t have to go around striving to be someone else, you don’t have to act like Jesus or pray and fast and whittle yourself down to a weasely ball of garbage and then thank God for giving you the life so that you could experience pain. It’s kind of like, what happens when a company fined the cure for cancer but they can only give the antidote to one person a day…I can’t spread this religion alone and there is no real way for me to start a movement just yet. I suppose that you will soon see DEVOURISM in lights that stream across the headlines and across cellphone tickers, and then you can see it again in the cinders and ashes of the temples, synagogues, and churches that were burnt down for the insurance money because they had lost all of their business. 


I am thankful for those that hate Devourism, because they add texture to the ride that I am embarking upon. They say that the idea of self-love and self-respect and godliness will never work, and that it will destroy their foundations in religion that they worked oh-so-hard on for the last 2000 years. I see MEGAzines for agnostic teens that advertise self-love, I see AA cliques and rehabilitation centers that spiral their numbers together and try to ensure everyone that a good sense of self respect is all that we need, I see church bulletins in mullet-towns that say that we should all be just like Jesus…then again those are the same bulletins that say that Jesus hates gay people and blacks and democrats and all the other nonsense that they put on those bulletins, but that is besides my point. What I am trying convey here is that we already believe in the disassociated aspects of Devourism, but we don’t want to admit it. We all are Devouritsts, but it’s like we have a table that is decorated with the components to make a gun, and we all know who we want to shoot, but we are afraid to try and make the gun because we think that we might accidentally shoot ourselves, or that our target will shoot us first. Stand up, admit it, and get it over with. Devourism does not promise a heaven at the end of life, we promise a heaven during your life. I think that my pen is running out of its ink, the ink as blue as the holes in the word ‘TEAM,’ so I think I might sign off with this: Fulfillment of the ego is the meaning of all life.
Next to nothing,
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