
CHEW THROUGH THE RESTRAINTS.

Macabre, an invasion of privacy, agitpropaganda, a corporate scamdelabra. I’m burning, knight me and I’m king, insidevourismorphine. Rattle and thumbless, the flashbulbs are smashing, these colors are running, your flag is pale, state birds are extinctionaries. Missionaries. Fissionaries. I’ve got two hands but only one glove, starlight, shine bright, guide me towards the hostel, tonight’s the night. Scandalmations seek zen in burning daycare centers, oddly enough, crimin[m]alnourisheders find the same zen in setting the daycares on fire. 
It girl, thumbing, thumping Thomas

Shitfaced, dancing mimes, count the crows

But don’t bother, they always outnumber

The murder travels in its own little shape. 

I’ve found myself making friends purely for the fact they when I destroy them, I will be comforted by the fact that I do not miss them. I’ve dug graves inside my own graves, I’ve made bullets that shoot bullets, I’ve hidden speeches in speeches. The doorhandle in is piping hot and there is now no way out. You’re stuck with me, in the basement of a hospital, I’ll have my way with you. Waking up hours later, not seeing anything but the fading glow of an exit sign, and then nothing. Tomorrow won’t be any better, not for me, you or anyone else in this riddled world. 

Now, there are no answers. Only questions. 

You’ve kept me tied up and locked for far too long. I can’t talk deeply. I can’t converse and I can’t maintain any sense of presence. I’m waiting. People are gathering, the year is ending, the clock is fucking ticking. You just sit there and read, if that, just sit there and drone on about your girl problems, about your boy problems, about your personal problems. Well, your time is up. The cues have all been set. No time for evacuation. No time for prayer. God has died. You will go down in the same burning plane that he did. No excuses any more. I’m sick of having to wake up into this putrid world, where everything is so fake, when I produce something that is real, it is viewed as artificial. Fuck everything in my way. Fuck all my exes and formers, fuck every robot that I have ever programmed. I’m sick of the life that dwells within everyone around me, and it’s a contagious motherfucking disease. You just fucking wait. I’m coming back, coked up, bleeding heavy, and I’ll laugh as I decimate every last shred of opposition in my way. No more empty threats. Stop the world’s fucking spinning, I’m going to get off and grind up the gearbox with my own raw teeth. 


BREATHE. BREED. MIX UP THE SHIT.


I’ve got a machinegun, I’ve got bullets, I’ve got grenades and trenches. I’ve got nothing short of a paradigm, a parade of stacking bodies, every telescreen is screaming telepathically, every Mormon wants more. I’m both the worm and the fishhook. I molt the birds and destroy their nests. I’m a brawl-cast-violent-type. This mold is porous and absorbent. Breakneck. My knuckles went black, It’s not rocket science, it’s brain surgery. Sick, contagious, rageful, wrathful, no similarities, not breathing familiarities. 
THIS BOAT IS SINKING.

THIS CAR IS CRASHING.

THIS PLANE IS FALLING.

THIS HOME IS BURNING.

No prisoners. Let the problem bleed itself to death. Let the death be the end of the enemy and the birth of our glory. Break the legs and let the virgins crawl a thousand miles under the baking sun, and force their makers to watch, and when they are feet away from the finishline, let out the pitbulls. Cut off all the roads and starve them to death. Make their last meals be the rats or their own children, or force the children to eat their parents. Wave through their homes, stealing, pillaging, tearing, destroying, raping, killing, and then burn the home until the cinders have cinders and burn the home until the flames have their own tiny little flames.

Shellshock. Insulin shock. Syringe. 

Kaboom. Necrophagia. Gatling.

 Chainlink. Bandage. Bonesaw.

Awake. No anesthesia. Shout.

Punctured. Daddy. Gurney. 

Rebuild. Reanimate. Dead. 

Blight. Doctor. Amputate. 

Monster. Blinded. Groan.

Incision. Sharpen. Beg

Resist. Plea. Hymn

Rip. Tear. Flesh.

Sudden. Dark. I.

Gasp.

Craving.
Wanting.

Needing.
Revolting

Trembling.

Suffocating.
Withdrawing

Asphyxiating.


Blood will be shed from the flesh, the flesh will be torn and shredded off of the bones, the bones, just as the flesh, will be disassembled and categorized, documented, and then pulverized…we will take the powder of the bones and filter it into our drinking water, we will destroy every last trace of our enemies, and consume both the living and the dead. Not even death has stopped the most ravenous of men.
Incest. Filicide. Agent Orange.

Soon, you’ll need medication to wake up in the morning, to open your stomach for food, and medication to go to sleep. We wade in chemical rivers, our plankton smirk and titter at our deformations and translucencies; our skin is so thin that any quick gesture, any flick of the wrist can cause it to split wide open and expose the tender sides of us. 
Here’s Disney movie for you: LITTLE KNIFE; BIG PLANS


Oil is harvested but unrefined; the alabaster backs of our slaves are whipped and torn, open and raw, both physically and metaphorically. Listen to Nietzsche, we are born and then turn into dust. I am an obstratician that only births dead babies, I am an abortion doctor that only surgerizes the living. This building is ready to crumble, this skin is about to break, my stitches are thin and feeble. Just waiting for the right moment. Just waiting. I'm fleshly decorated. 



CRUSH YOUR FINGERS UNDERNEATH THE PILLBOTTLE...

Hold your head underneath the beer bottle...

COUNT THE DAISIES floating under your eyelids.

Digging fresh graves for rotten people.

A BULLET IS AIMED AT THE SKULL OF EVERY MAN WOMAN AND CHILD IN EXISTANCE…the clock is ticking. Our world is developed and fullified, nullified, falsified and it’s not working, we can’t take it back to the maker, because our actions have driven the only fathomable God off of the steepest cliff of his own anxiety attack…thumbtacks and blood drips. TNTV. The mind is a terrible thing to taste. 
NO, SIR, NO…Men turn to dust and dust makes the women, the ratboat is full, but it makes many trips, vileness and violence. I want to know the same things as you. I want to know where the ladder is, I want to know where to steeple is, and I want to know how long I can remain perched there, with the priest tied and gagged, as I pick off the unneeded one by one with a high power sniper rifle. When they hit the ground I laugh, I’m not talking about the dead, I’m talking about the news reporters that hit the ground to explain the scene, feverishly pretending to know what is going on, acting like they are sane, making up the story as they go along, throwing in a ‘sources say’ and a ‘I have reason to believe that--’ every here and there. So. In other words. I guess I am talking about the dead. They are the worthless, pointless, fake individuals that overload and overtalk, looming, dooming, screaming, helpless counterfeit bills of human beings. The ratboat is full…but it makes multiple trips.
Tremble like the swine
You’re broken bones are mine

IDIOSYNCRACY
Redneck, or how about NO NECK
Necklace, neckless, the DIE HAS BEEN SET.

THE BEST THOUGHTS I’VE HAD ARE SPLATTERED AGAINST THE PAVEMENT. Words mean nothing but words, I will stay in this stripclub because I like the music they are playing, I’m more comfortable in a casket than a bedframe. Silk will be silk, the fluids flow gracefully out from a stabwound and into the babies bathwater, we’re all still children, being raped and pounded by fallible priests, we’re continuously growing up, helplessly trying to fumble with a world that is too big for our hands, and the second we think that, our hands are too big for this world, and it slips away. When I say Meatgrinders, I’m thinking… ‘proactiv’ Our teams are battling and losing, rearrange the letters and we spell meat. I would rather be consumed while shrieking, than be left to rot without recognition. This ride doesn’t deserve to a have the line it does.
Here is my bible

Here is my gun

First one’s for fighting

Last one’s for fun

I’ve already committed suicide. I’m already dead and gone, and there is no resurrection. I’m down here with the bones of Christ, and the skullduggery won’t stop. The worms are gawking, they want to eat, but the flies won’t stop talking. I’m a sperm that always takes, a poison that never leaves any fraction of any percent alive, I’m a sure fire hit, a wedding bell made of glass, when it rings, the dress is torn asunder. Pole to pole, polar opposite of me is vim and vigor, they’re gay and holding hands, their marriage was ignored but their love is unstoppable, like a Molotov through the window of a Christian bookstore. The legs spread open; paintings are hung up by knives in place in corners, coroners breathe in Sunday morning fog, wishing ‘goddamn’
THE WORST OF OUR PAST SHALL BE THE BEST OF OUR FUTURE.
It’s braintime.

Death, bang, finger …

I never want to see again

My life has burnt out like a bulb

It takes three liberals to unscrew me

Dream, dream, necrophagia, feel you up, philia
Wake up, wake up, wailing infant

Shredding treads of patriarch tanks 

Boiling flesh and breaking bones

My father wants to kill me

To kill me and eat me

After years of waiting, spitting around, nothing happening, my life flashing before every else’s eyes, I’m ready to admit their defeat. I’ve been feeding the enemy with my flesh and with my blood for all this time, trying to make a valuable opponent out of their crooked, cracked, broken shell. All of the leaves on all of the trees are dead, and no one bothers to bury them, no one cares or gives a shit about the dead or the damned anymore. I spent a moment of my live in eutero, I cared. I wept. I bled. I tried to save this place for the good sake of my mother, my brother and my love…not even for myself, but within every living vessel, there is a dead one waiting to show face, every home and every womb is nothing short of a corpse factory. I can’t categorize myself, my feelings, my rage has turned into love and my love is enraged. My hate is no longer a viable weapon against myself; my anger is bought up and sold out. No one will read this. Or this. The candles that are lit are crying in anguish, the candles that are extinguished only wish that they were lit because feeling pain throughout your entire existence is far better than feeling nothing at all.

I am with Madeline, my girlfriend, in my room, I am spending my idle time checking my alarm clock, it’s three in the morning, Madeline is sorting my laundry, scolding me for its dirtiness. Stefan is downstairs and my mother is asleep. I hear thumping, bumping, humping, squeaking, rattling, I open the door to see the banisters to the railing adjacent of my staircase are being held like prisonbars, my father is spattered in blood, trembling in his boots, his hair is patched and his breath reeks, though the scent could be evaporating from his clothes. I took a moment to think and recall. There were many police cases in my neighborhood but recently there have been cases that have dealt with the unknown elements in our criminal society…parts of crime and sickness that are too criminal and sick for the media to cover them without deliberately taking the liberty of butchering the story so that the public wouldn’t riot over the poor handling of the case. There were several local murder-and-consummations…or the victim was found dead, very rotten, very badly beaten, signs of lasting resistance and pain, and the body was found partially eaten. My father looks deranged, torn, again, face is very bloodied and his eyes are swollen. He speaks crookedly. “Winslow. I just killed a man and ate him” he speaks. Madeline pauses briefly, leaning dramatically backwards to view my father’s ragged appearance, and then she resumes sorting my laundry and muttering in her own small voice. “W-w-what?” I gasped, knocked back, practically verbally kneed in the balls. My life flashed, cops bursting in to my house, beating everyone in their way, I’ll never see my dad again, I wouldn’t want to even if I could, I’ll never be able to grow up past this, I’ll never amount to be anything at all…my thoughts were being shouted in my own voice, barreling out at me, but towards the end the voice became more masculine and heavier, I was no longer shouting it to myself, but there still was shouting. 

“I can’t control myself anymore. When I’m around you I feel useless. I can’t fix any of your problems, your age, your ideals, I can’t do this…I found a way out and it’s in eating the living.” I fell back, aghast, shocked, astounded, rattled. Several times I tried to formulate a sentence, but to no avail, only teetering out random syllables and disconnected, wandering fragments. I pushed through my father, went downstairs, heart racing with a searing rasp, I shoved Stefan out of my way and went out onto my back porch. Everything was frosted, more than that, it was iced, more than that It was layered with an unmovable northern mass of frigid ice. The peach tree and the apple tree were united in shivering harmony; even their smallest twigs boasted a new frozen shield inches thick, it was miraculous that the trees were still standing, then again, the ground must have been twice as frozen as the ice, thusly it would be difficult for the tree to fall over. I screamed with twice the force I had ever screamed, I screamed WHY. WHY. WHY. WHY OF ALL PEOPLE…does it have to be my father? Why is it HIS mental disorder…? (!) I took off my boot, my foot got immediately cold, and I threw the boot towards the moon, the massive, glowing, alabaster moon. I didn’t think it would reach it, but apparently gravity was having an off night, and so the boot kept going until it struck the moons surface. The moon slowly turned in its place, it stared me down with its leathery, contorted face. “Because” the moon speaks “It is not that it is the father of you that has been made into a monster, but you were made to be the son of a monster, your children will be the spawn of that very same monster. Your brothers and sisters were not made to be ‘boy and girls’ but they were simply made so that you would have brothers and sisters”

 
I roared through my house once again, my mother was stumbling around in a hospital gown, muttering, stammering, struggling to pour a cup of coffee without a cup there to contain it. Stefan tried to slow me down; I bolted up the stairs, past the essence of my father, waiting with his hands at the bars. I made it to my room to see Madeline, my soldierblossom, still sorting out my dirty clothing, and my father hungrily looming over her. His eyes caught mine, my eyes froze open. “I’ve done too much as it is, and there is no regressing, no place in heaven, no place in the heart of any living being. I’m now only working for the fact that I hunger. Madeline is my next of kin.” I shook my head, I shook all over, my eyes watered up and the dam broke, Madeline slowly turned her face to me to reveal that her face was no longer adorning her head, but that of my father was there. She had no facial expression and moved mechanically. My fathers and my love, both staring me down…my mother and my closest friend are now null and void, even the moon is against me.
Tender, pulsing flesh is meat

Raw and pink, brains is sweets

Pineapple grenades

When so finely sautéed

Every part of you I will eat

Stabs in the dark,

404

