Hello, my sinking ships
You can’t push the envelope when there is nothing inside of it, why press your thoughts against someone when you don’t have any ink? Being offensive is impossible when we are raised to repent from facts. The structure of our civilized lives lies in fiction and half-truths. What I write is the syntax of the equation, the anthrax of the envelope. 
We let race separate us

When there should be hate

I am a scar of the borough

I am the grey shade thorough

The champion of soot

Two colors, molded flesh

Humans and sickening numbers

We break the bullets at our knees and we humble

I am in the wake of the world that has been so blind; I wade through the dripping contracts I’ve signed. A promise is a promise, but this one goes especially deep. A promise is a promise, I have sewn far too much than what I can reap. I have balance my world on the tip of a pin, and when it falls down, I collapse unto sin. I can’t help being nothing, I can’t help being nothing at all, I have been crafted the way you wanted, the most perfect piece of trash. The most perfect piece of them all. 

Love is the thinner to my paints, my rainbow of a dull grey. An icicle that forms around a thermometer, hello and why. I am a celebrating the funeral. When we say that we don’t need, we do not need. But when I refer to us, there is no one else to pair with me here. ISOLATIONISTS are just as immoral as you; ISOLATIONISTS are just as immortal as you.

The cradle that my babies play in is white and dynamic. The game that they play is a taste test of poison: What Tastes Better, Cyanide or Arsenic? No matter what happens, I always win. Life boils down to finding the highest caliber that I can afford.

I am becoming worthless; I only become the bitter-pill-taker that fakes fake things once I put prices on what I have. But if a price is a worth, and people reserve the priceless, what makes the worthless? I guess I can’t put numbers any further than they have already gone for me, lest I crack the nines.

I am black knuckle, negative adrenalin. Extreme thoughts and fantastic personalities are wastes, when nothing has any value left to the customer. No matter what you say, it has been said before, everything has been reproduced and signed to labels, thusly there is nothing that you can do that will warrant ruckus. You might as well abandon the threats and just run people down with you car as you said you would.

This is just another party that we attend more smiles and lies, we drink and become drunk: We deny the presence of the hole. The invitation is coming in the mail; get out the new dress for the show. I want elegant people. Those that boast their respect for what I do, they are the HIGHEST FORMS OF LOWLIFE. Sure, come to my show, you will only be standing under the spotlight and under the scope, so wear red.

The scent of saliva has been absent from me for a good time now, the smell of gasoline has been in its place. I don’t need friends, I don’t need coffee, I don’t need this or you, I need something explosive. I want bass lines and trouble chords, I need alcohol but not for drinking, I need explosives. I only hope that more people get in my way so that I can tear through them head on.

What I want is solid, unmitigated, unresolved, pointless, intense violence. The screams to piece your ears, the flames to burn trees to ashes, right down to their roots, this is what I want. More things, drenched in more blood, more often. The war we wage overseas is only adding to the nonsense, and the only time that art can be appreciated is in total chaos. Name one happy artist; name one that has had a good, calm life. I defy you.

Dogs follow the screams to the pulpit, humans follow their dogs. Life is constructed by the simple minded, the broken willed and the white sighs, the only way to meet any progress is to eliminate the rotten wood at the base. So, my friends, get out your axes, get out your saws, and sharpen your teeth embedded in your jaws. There are weak people here, and we will eliminate them from the picture entirely, we will find them, we will kill them, we will chop them up, put them in our pipes and WE WILL SMOKE THEM.

If you are here and you know how to read, be you a father or be you a daughter, you are implored to sign yourself up to the Tripe. Join the arts of negativity, the positive influence that is created by overwhelming depression. This is the ARMY OF ART, the THIRD WRITE, the SCAIR FORCE, anyone is applicable, as long as they are repugnant. Enough.

Life in the Hole:

I can’t tell if my muscles are relaxing, or if they are simple tightening around the shards of mirror that protrude from my arm. I am slumped against the sweating walls, in the Hole. I am where all the addicts go when they are slipping into the black, I am one of them and I am slipping into the black just as well as they are. 


The Hole is a physical place just as much as it is a mental one. No one welcomes you into the Hole, as they once would twelve years ago. The Hole is an abandoned hotel. No one wants to come here, but they are bitterly rejected from rehabilitation centers, and from themselves. 


The nameless are here, residing in their waters of salts and sweat. There area itching, shivering addicts in the corner, teens curled up upon the grimy floor, and twitching, stuttering wrecks that have been reduced to skin and bone. I am lying on my broken ribs, in what was a bathroom, but the toilet and the sink have been shattered.



The nobodies that I am studying are huddled in a bedroom without a bed. When I look at them I know that each one of them I see my face on their steadily decomposing body, and I know that they could say the same if they could speak at all. It’s all in the cage, here; I can see the outline of brittle, blackened lungs through the ribs of the people that surround me. 


And so I drag myself across the broken glass, it pops and crackles beneath my ribs. I slide across the soaked hallway on my bare, raw chest. The red EXIT signs are the only lights illuminated, shedding a violent red on the horrorshow inside the bedroom. Two more of my addicted twins watch me pull myself, lunge by lunge, minute by minute, they watch me wrap my fingers around the trim of the door and put all my last efforts into grinding myself into the room of addictors. 


I fall asleep, for several hours, but nothing changes in the time that passes. The hallways are decorated with floral patterns and grime, the trim is painted seafoam and scum, the lamps are a burgundy-and- shit color. There is a small cigar box of needles, and pill bottles wander across the pavement. Scissors and depression dance on the ceilings, playfully cutting each other, my eyes dilate inside their lids. 


The carpet surges and moans beneath me, animated lumps crawl up, from their decadent hiding under the floorboards. Where a bed used to be, there is just a hole, deep and black, exposing the concrete and floorboards. The painting on the wall has fallen to the side, the image has grayed a blueish gray, the letters ‘ULI’ from ‘TULIP’ are the only ones visible. 


I am awakened by a flood of hypodermic garbage and smut pouring out form the tipped garbage can, the crunch against my elbow awakened some former sleepers. Calming, crusty, I can’t feel the broken pains that should be rushing my brain. I can barely make bloodshot eye contact with what looks to be me. The faces I see are drawn and gaunt, the skin is shedding and cracking, the hairs and veins are protruding like cables form the soil, graying and rough. The teen that is on the floor is soaked in some fluids, kerosene, turpentine, nicotine, gasoline, it could be anything. The holes in his shirt show his pale, bony skin beneath. His ribcage swells with every breath he takes, though each breath is shallow and far between


The fingernails on the hands of the man against the wall are stubby and bleeding, each finger is a scabrous probe, always with four of them at the mouth. He is in the position of a man sucking his thumb, but his eyes show that of a man that is in a perpetual train wreck. It’s difficult to determine if he can control both eyes independently, he twitches and glances around so quickly that you can’t follow both eyes at the same time. Each bone in his body is visible, his kneecaps bulging out from his legs, his wrists only six inches in diameter. The hair on his face, coarse, gnarled in its nature, knotting around each scar beneath the follicles. 


And so I pull myself on my side through the door, the hollow end of the hallway is only partially visible due to the cold, icy glow from the outside window. The three of the glass panes on the window are broken, one remains only weathered, frosted thick, and cracked. Snow drives in, piling against the torn wallpaper. I am asphyxiated in the grey haze, the fog that lurks at ground level, crawling down every dip and crevasse in the floors structure. It billows over pill bottles and triumphs through devious, stained, bullet holes that shine through the drywall. 


The bedroom itself seems like you were to take an entire room and tilt it just the slightest bit. The floor is wet with substance and feeling, the dry, cliché emotions seep from the ‘human’ contents inside. The ceiling is chipping off, leaving dangling cells and exposed wood to loom overhead. 


Each person has a stinging interrelationship, no one knows anyone by name. Life here was taken and boiled down to that of animalism. It is a matter of survival of the fittest, who comes in the strongest lasts the longest, everyone dies in the end. Once you come here you don’t leave. The doors are always open, and the sun might be shining, even if no one in the room has seen it for weeks. If you walk through the door, there is no where to run. It is a matter of bravery here, if you stay in the Hole, you die in excruciating cowardice, if you trudge a path through the arctic wastes you will die but be recovered later by a street patrol. If you even make it that far.


There are no fences here, no physical borderlines or restrictions. The only thing that is keeping people in the Hole is themselves, their own restrictions and limitations. The Hole is not just for narcotic zealots, not just for abusive alcoholic husbands, but for anyone that is driving themselves down. The door into the Hole is just wide enough to fit one person in at a time; no one ever comes in with a partner. 


Physically, the hole is simply an old hotel, in a dirty, refused district of our town, but it is also the lowest part of town. It is in the center of every ghetto and every poor-chop-farm. If you are poor you go to the poor district, if you are bankrupt you go to the FilthHouse (for those that can only hold a home for a week at a time) and if you are homeless, you go to the camp, where all the near death and rotting citizens go. The Hole is lower than that. The amazing thing is that the Hole is lesser than the sum of its parts. The human lives that dwindle down to the Hole are still lives at all, but the Hole itself is a physical and mental thing, it shreds the dignity to a fine dust and it ravages anything in its way. The Hole is a juggernaut of negative colors, and the only fuel for the Hole is that of the actual participants. 

There is a gaping hole where the bed was, nothing ever comes up from it but flies and rats; it is the physical hole to the basement. 


When a member of the Habitualists, or junkies, dies, they are thrown into the hole. The only thing that is keeping us alive is the food that good Samaritans bring in when they do Duties of Christ. Food is eaten when it is recovered; no one here looks any further into the future than their next meal. There is no stockpiling; there is no cache of supplies. No one here has faith in anything, they are not trying to prolong their lives, but just push their death further away. It is not a survival in the means of lust for life, but one that is simply based on a fear of death.


My chest is full of a burning cold, the feeling that you would get if you had ingested Clorox or put a burning log in your throat. The only thing that is keeping me from freezing to death is the inflammations and the infections that dot my skin. The sand and debris crackles as I slide myself up against the doorframe, leaving myself half illuminated by the red glow of the overhead EXIT sign. 

The rest of the room is dashed in shreds of the hollow light, what is revealed by the changing light leaves me fearful of what else could be in the room. The holes in the bathroom wall behind me spout beams of dusty rays into the room, I can see the needles and the joints, the razors and the nudie magazines. 


You have to understand that the people here are not junkies they are habitualists. Junkies get a high from what they do, they do it simply for the high. Habitualists do what they do because if they do not they get the low, and once you have been depraved from you necessity for too long, you are at the irradiating, flu-burnt low from where you are stained permanently, the opportunity of getting a high off of what you do is nullified, and any feelings of pleasure from your endorphins are even negated my the low. 


The hotel has many other rooms, none any more sanitary than the one that we have here. There could be other habitualists roaming this building, sources of food and drink, maybe even ways out that would lead to the survival of those who find it. Nearly everyone that comes into the Hole does not speak any language, still bitter cold from the shock that they faced. To have something and to lose it is one thing, but to have something and to know that it will never be recovered is another. The Hole is home only to the hopeless, the horrible, the tender-teeth and the bitter-willed


It’s tough to see that ‘we’ are the people, when everyone here is me. I don’t see anyone else; when I look at the people here I see my face on their bodies. I am a state of multitude, a state of incessant, relentless, determined panic. The feeling of running from gunfire, being shot in the back and then put down like a dog, all throughout the day I am simply running from myself. Everyone has that emotion inside of them, no matter who you are or what point you are in you have something that tells you do not need what you actually need. “I can quit any time that I want”, “I am not an addict, I do it when I want to do it” or “I don’t need anything” are quick excuses from ones own addiction.


The sober prey on us like we are roaming animals, they try to clean us up, just to sweep us away. In actuality, I don’t blame them for what they do. If they want to vanquish the scum of the earth, they don’t have to simply improve upon security and other minor things, but they have to eliminate the direct negatives. To live a negative life is a tedious thing. 


Shambling, deaf, and limp, a figure skulks in the hallway, slamming into the right side of the hallway. I make a slow, grueling effort to turn my head in his direction. The figure is simple a blurred, fuzzy figure that is fading in my mind between real and false. He grabs his chest and heaves up warm, pungent air in efforts to relieve himself from the stomach tension that he is being washed with. He falls to the other side of the hallway, and slumps himself against the wall.

Seeing someone in pain only hurts those with tender hearts and loving souls, the only thing tender on my body is my teeth. I began to see in black and white, like an old film where the cell began to burn during its projection, where the white light from the window grew so intense that it eclipsed and shone out some of the man in the hallway. Coldness overwhelmed me, I didn’t feel when I fell down, but I kept my eyes down the hallway. My vision burnt out, to a charred black and white, I tried to resist the urge, but in the end my eyes for a moment.

My senses were about as sharp as a rubber mallet, so the ensuing sensations were a broad, dull grey. The sound that penetrated my ears was that of a cymbal clashing into another, muffled by a closed closet door. When I opened my eyes the man had ceased to be upright, now on his side, lacking grey matter.

In the minutes following, the man’s body heat quickly escaped into the surroundings. The colors I saw soon faded off, tapering away until I felt the blunt force of a knee being held against my thigh, while another man crawled over me. He stumbled down the hallway on all fours, until he got to the man against the wall, where he made great effort to lift him over his shoulder, making no effort to remain clean from the blood. He dragged the man back over, bit by bit up the hallway. 

The process was slow; the frosted beige ceiling lights with translucent icicles fascinated me until I had fallen lightly asleep. Aside for stray minutes, there really was not any sleeping in the Hole. Why waste the time sleeping, when they are your last minutes alive? Most of the time, when there is unconsciousness, it is usually in a comatose like state where it is unavoidable. 


In reality the Hole acts like an infectious pin prick: once you make it there, you could be the healthiest, most well to do man in America, the Hole infects. It forces you down until you are on all fours hacking and wheezing, not knowing which way is up or where you are. The building that the Hole is in was abandoned for its asbestos filled walls, it could have been cleaned out and fixed up but by the time they found the asbestos, the part of town that it was located in had become undesirable. 


The medical aspect of the Hole is just like the mental aspect. Once you are inside of it, the floors are coated with ground glass, the windows are all broken, the pipes are all frozen and any other water is stagnant. If you come into contact with anything inside you will become infected, and no matter how fast you run or how smart you are, the cells divide too quickly, you will be consumed. People realize that they are infected and they run to the hospital, or to a Red Cross station. One of the largest pick up points for the ambulances is several hundred feet outside of the Hole, where all the elements combine and destroy those who attempt to leave. In summary, no matter how fast you run from your problems, how fast you run from your infections, they will always catch up to you. That is the deepest wound that the Hole leaves, the hopeless bleak despair that you feel.

Running from the Hole is not as easy as one would assume, the driving snow only teases the open wounds, and the snow melts in warm blood. One can only breathe in so much ice until their lungs get coated with it, dying from the inside you. It suits a human best to stay inside and live, simply until they die.

The Hole is a place where the palms of your hands are always warm and the tips of your fingers are always numb, a place where you always feel like you could pop your knuckles, but they only sear and get sorer. Unlike many tortures, the Hole does not rely on sharp, stinging or burning pains, but on that of an over all discomfort. The Hole was not created intentionally, there was no bottoming point that was originally established, the Hole was dug naturally, but the physical hole in the bedroom was chopped up with one purpose.


I was shocked awake, into an even more frightful vision when a man bumped into me as he took the man that was originally in the hallway over his shoulder, into the bedroom. I pushed myself up against the wall using only my left arm; my right had still the shards of broken mirror protruding from it, since I had originated in the bathroom. When the man dragged across my legs, I could explicitly see the inner workings of his mind, and bits of his skull that were still tethered to his cranium by his hair. His face was no longer visible, and I would suspect that it hadn’t been even before he kissed the bullet. I still looked at him to see my own face though, just the outline of it, ravaged by my own empty spirit. 


No one else seemed to care when the man dragged the corpse into the bedroom, heaving him headlong into the hole, letting several dull thumps and crashes resonate from its almighty pitch blackness. The physical hole was chopped up earlier when some plumbers were looking to fix a pipe, but they never got back to repairing it. It drops down to the basement, now where the bodies are stored. At the end of the man’s fall, a loud, watery splash was sounded, suggesting that a pipe had burst, also suggesting that the cells that carry disease and sickness within the Hole were only growing faster with the addition of water into their habitat.


Out of my one straight eye I watched as the man who carried the body, huddled in the corner against some exposed bricks. One of the strangest aspects of the entire building is that it boasted to present emotions, some could say that the only emotion would be despair, but then again some might say that despair here is not an emotion but a fact. Then again, those who can say either are damned to a slow death. Being a hotel, it had feeling of warmth and health at some point in time, but that feeling has decayed to a grisly pink on the wallpaper, the dotted flowers on the wall begin to look like simply blurred stains and tears in the paper itself. 

In the deathful red glow of the EXIT sign, I see a man drag a shining, gritty, syringe out from a ratty cigar box that was positioned at the edge of the hole. The syringe was dirty; the insides from its previous use had grown a film or a surface tension at the end of its orange cylinder, going up to the number 2 on the CC level. He tapped his arm moving his yellow gauze bandage to reach an open vein, but he reaches a silent disappointment when he finds that he can’t reach anything from his arm. Dragging the cold tip down to his leg, he found a hole in his pants where he could tap a vein. Once he stuck it in himself, he drew the lever back just far enough to see his own blood rush the tank, stirring with the clear but foggy fluid that was dormant inside. Once he pushed the lever down again, sending the concoction back into his veins. 

Reacting to the agent in his body he struggled to say “That’s the shit” several times, starting with “That’s…that’s…the” and then reducing what he said to a slow whisper that he continued as he slid against the wall. He was quickly into a black-hazed comatose on the ground. His leg lined with blood and fluid, I took note from the slight smile that crept up on his mouth for a brief second. He had found heaven hiding in hell, and sure as he would never wake back up from this sleep, he went down with a smile.


The man was heavier only by two CCs, lighter by twenty one grams, ghostly white with a faded smile. The silence following the gunshot was burning holes in my mind, staring at the newly dead had not any effect on me whatsoever, and that was one of the most intensely frightening and saddening feelings that I had ever felt. Those who die in the Hole all end up thinking the same thoughts and knowing same things. The Hole brainwashes you and replaces your thoughts with the ones are shared by all participants has. The idea that you are no longer needed, not only by your family but those who promised their ever-lasting affection and promises of good health are all null and void, is a wrecking sensation. 

I crawl back into the bathroom and lunge back behind the toilet, removing my sinister instrument of addiction, a dusty, greasy, Polaroid camera. I eagerly shuffled back over to my warmed corner of the room with the sick anticipation of ten year old boy watching promiscuous activity on a cable channel that he did not know existed. Once I made it back to my indentation, I aimed the camera at my head like a revolver. I clicked the lever that caused it to emit a blinding, confusing flash, and then I searched frantically for the photograph that did not emit from the slot where they normally would. I had tapped the wrong vein, the lust for vanity ate away at me while I proceeded to rock back and forth on my assbones. 
The woman that the man fell against rustled her way into life, waking up to see that the needle was still protruding from his vein. She removed it with the grace of a cinderblock, tapping the edge to see if there was any material or fluid left in it at all. Seeing that there was none she cast the syringe angrily into the hole, only to lunge for it again once she remembered that there was an untapped vial of her drug of choice that was still left in the cigar box, failing to catch in mid air, she tried to grab onto my arm to keep herself from falling in. Her cold arm woke me up from my photographic trance, but her meager seventy pounds of weight was enough to drag me over the gaping hole, to fall headlong into the basement.

I stared up from the frigid, gelid waters waist high, into the red halo dotted with exposed pipes and bits of floorings. The bergs of the dead floated without animation, their skin a pale ghost shade, eyes frozen but open, fingertips a white bleach. The woman that pulled me over the edge peers down into this abyss, but the lighting is crooked to the point where I can see her but she can’t see me. Her eyes catch the burning gleam of the exit sign before she retreats back to her safe corner of her room. I recall that the light slowly fading from my view. The heartless, hopeless, black gloom that follows self addiction was flooding my vacant ears; I am the photograph that is not worth developing, spat on by all that exist outside of the Hole.
But that’s not the end

I saw the shining glitter of a white pair eyes off in the distance, he was walking towards me. I had fallen totally numb; my hands were slicked with a slippery coating that made me nearly fall underwater. The eyes reached me, they were glowing enough to illuminate his entire body. He was in rags, torn to shreds and dead in appearance. His voice was somewhere between a snarled rasp and a knowledgeable drawl. 
“We are the dead, but only dead by definition. We are lifeless but only by your definition of what life is. Do you think that your friends are really your friends when you are not present and with them? Do you think that they are when you are present? Your paranoia’s correct, but not justified. Once you end up down here your death connects with your rebirth, your self addiction is completely snuffed and you are released from your totalitarian cage. This is not fiction, this is real, the rebirthing is only accountable through the death of that which you rely on in life.

The society looks at us like we cut down a tree that they had fallen in love with, but we only cut their hanging trees down. Death protects you from clouded worry, if you ever wonder who plants the seeds of doubt, they are in your hands, but you water them with our spit. Then again, I have no reason to tell you about the faults of the living, because the living can’t see us or hear use speak. You are one of us, one of us.”
Wading in the black yolk,

Winslow 404
