Hello, my kittens, my soldiers of salvation.


There is a time that ripens before us, a people that are fresh to the world, cheering fearleaders and clamorous glamour of the cream-foundation of our youth. Our bodies still tender, our bright eyes instilled with a sense of hope. But there are some of us, not the lothful gothic, no more stereoHYPEs, there are still some of us that terrify.


Some of the children that I associate with are too lazy to get up once they have been hit, too lazy to act out, be expressive, teens. Ev-a-por-ate. Why have personalities when you refuse to use it? Such actions seem to be wasteful, and we do not appreciate those that waste time. God gave you fingers, so go and twist his Eucharist. 


Nazism still thrives amongst us; between one person from another there is a gap. Physical and mental, no matter how close you will get. Define trust. Is it reliance on yourself and one another, would that even make sense? I know that I can never trust anyone completely, and I know that I could never trust myself completely. 


Hitler is in his house, overlooking a photo-esque scene of the Alps. Even after his death, he still won the war. Humans breed hatred, nihilism is still absent from the ether, why would anyone be hopeful when the line had been drawn so quickly, and so crudely? Religious Reichs always preach love of the other man but there is always a string attached, “Well love everyone, minus the gays,” and they reverse themselves spitting hatred. 


I am not a writer. I am a rewriter. There is nothing new here, there is nothing to read about that hasn’t been reproduced and read before. We have a newer bible that features a whiter Jesus, we have a Koran that features a suicidal Allah, and we have a Torah that pays Rabbis in gold.  Why don’t we incorporate all religions into one? Why don’t we just kill everyone and let God sort them out? “Do you believe in God?” the innocent question asked, “Do I believe in God? Sure I do. I have mine court appointed after I attempted suicide. I tried to kill myself and so the Judge baptized me. It has been working out real well, I am my own boss.”


I have a dream, which both sides of a human, the host pix and the election fixers, will come together in absolute intolerance. I have had dreams with little girls, tripping, falling on nails; I have had dreams where I am shot, self mutilation, using a burning cross to light a burning monk. I have had dreams that they wouldn’t show on CSI, I have had dreams of suffocation, hate crimes, and dreams of evaporation…you can’t scare me now, my fellow eletricuters, you are too busy being scared of yourselves.


Sexual explicit actions become regular for students of this age. I am fourteen going on forty. I fear falling into the fresh crops, the popular crowd…girls with perfect teeth and expensive eyelashes, shining faces and diamond braces, pairing with boys that dress in the same polo’s and torn khakis everyday. If you want to be anti-conformity, you must conform.


There is no such thing as rebellion. Simply put. Once you rebel, who do you go to? Once the cops pull you over, and make a violent scene from their xenophobic fears, who could you rebel from? Once you rebel, you join the legion of the anti-conformists, each person conforming to another. FAKE INDIVIDUALITY THROUGH TOTAL CONFORMITY.


So we know that we can’t trust the police. We now know that we can’t trust the president. We now know that we can’t trust our religious leaders. Where do we go? All of our homes are now only houses, and we can barely read the newspapers that are heavy with filicide. Where can we turn to? 


Do you trust yourself?


When the question arises, why would you trust yourself? Do the bones even bend that way? Trust follows suit with love and loving yourself is not an ‘in’ thing to do, and self acceptance and exo-acceptance is the primary cause of the problems of teenage life. The people that you say are the troublemakers, are problems within themselves. 


There is an excuse for everything now. Blame shifting, guilt-tripping, senile teens, “Its not their fault that they are fat, its their genetics. 

He is just an alcoholic.

Drugs are in his family history.

He was always like that

Ever kid goes through the violent period.”


I feel sick, can I move on to my next life? How come all my thoughts are random strings of words, almost lyrics, and none of them have any relation to do with the predecessor? “Maybe it’s ADD, or ADHD, maybe its an autism” The doctors that I have encountered, and that my friends have reported all seemed eager to prescribe all sorts of medications to cure the common personality.

“My son has anger issues”

“Prozac”

“My son is doing poorly in school”

“Concerta”

“My son doesn’t look like the other kids”

“Typretocil”

“My son is too energetic”

“Ritalin ”


The parents that I know are desperate, desolate, they want their kids to fit in, but remain individual, they want them to be outstanding with their grades, but not be a nerd, they want them to excel in sports but not become overly athletic and I ignore their academia. They want a sleep aid that won’t cause drowsiness. 


Turn the TV on. CNN shows you some terrifying things. Seven hundred dead in Fallujah, slaughtered for what they believe. The pro-lifers hold candlelight vigils in a solemn prayer for the souls of those who died, where many tears were shed. The next scene on the television is someone bombing an abortion clinic because he hated those inside for what they believed. The same pro-lifers are now celebrating their miraculous victory. Two hundred more die, and then a bus driver’s throat is slashed causing thirty-two more deaths, the next is a hijacking, then jihading, and then bombs in cars, and then birds with SARS. Cut to commercial. 


Images strobe across the scenes with white people in excess-UVs, and target marketing the minorities. Everyone seems to be smiling, ever one seems to love the mileage…turn the TV off.


I never thought central would have a uniform, but everyone seems to wear the same thing. I feel lucky to have escaped the matriarchal Reich that I was attending. The people sicken me, the teachers shock me, but I made out with the golden girls, and the be-holding boys. Some digits were left behind to make number of their own, I let the lines out to play and they made their own shape. 


Your message is not as monotonous as your voice. Images begin to gray, ideas now too dim to remember. Where will we be when everything has been thought up? Science has proven my dignity wrong; my ideas are all grade F meats that must be sent back so that Sur-Fine can cram ‘em with the spam. Maybe I should only photograph, just the words speaking for themselves, no need for the extra tension. It would challenge me and it would massacre my fan base.

Pregnancy is a parasitism

And the young are the worms

The infants chew on gumdrops

Right up until the bombs drop

We can look at anything though any eyes

Take truths and rewrite our lies

Steal a shape and then the born.

Reveal a rape and then the horn

Life is a miracle

But six billion is enough

Life has become satirical

And the crowd is rather tough

If we believe in everything

It’s just like nothing at all

But when we forge our own beliefs

We will be struck with sudden pall

Sly stabs at abortion

Scrambled fetus contortion

Bombing clinics

Screaming cynics

I can hear the weeping of Isis

Here is where I draw the line

You can focus on your crisis

And I can focus on mine

God’s gift of animation
His Caucasian hand, you say

To all, you offer salvation

But you hate them anyway


Clouds have fallen to earth,
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