SUMVER TURNS TO FALL 2005

STARTI NG QUT I N A BORROWED VAN, WE SET COURSE
FOR THE LOVNER PART OF THE PACI FI C FLANK OF LGS
USTADGOS UNI DCS.

I NSPI RATI ON CAME | N WAVES WH CH CAME NONSTOP ON
MY NONSTOP

NO COPS

DRI VE

CONDI TI ONI NG MYSELF FOR THE THREE PART SUPER
HAUL WHI CH | WOULD HAVE TO TACKLE

READY FOR VWHAT' S DOWN THE ROAD

CAR FUELED AT ANOTHER SPECI AL SPOT
TOPPED OFF LI KE A CHERRY ON A SUNDAE

MY BRAIN TOPPED OFF, RI SING LI KE A Bl GITOP
FUELED BY SPEED I N AND CF M ND

WOULD MY M ND OUTRUN THE ENG NE?

MND IF | BUMA Cl GARETTE?

COME WTH ME I N YOUR LI TTLE RED CORVETTE
FI NDI NG EACH TIME WE DO I T

OUR LOVE BECOMES BI NDI NG

ONCE BOUND DI SBANDED AND DESPONDENT

KI LLER CURVES CREATED OPPORTUNI TY FOR

Rl SKY MANUEVERS

VWHERE IS MY MENTAL TRANSM SSI ON?

GEARS GRI NDI NG AND | AM FI NDI NG

SPEED KI LLS

PRESSURE BUI LDS, TI ME PASSES

SECONDS EXTEND OUT FAR PAST THE LAST THOUGHT

THE STARS OF THE PLAYI NG HORSE
DANCI NG ON THE SYMBOLS ARCUND | TS LEGS

FOUND ME, FI NALLY, | WOULD KNOW STELLAR EQUI NE
TRUTHS

UNIQUE IN THEIR ORIG N, THROUGH UNI VERSAL
APPLI CATI ON

MOTHER MOON M GHTLY LIT UP THE HEAVENS

EXPOSI NG THE BARE HI LLS, LOCKI NG LI KE SAND DUNES
W TH THEI R PALE COVPLEXI ON, AND OURS AS VELL,
THE LUNAR LANDSCAPE

FLYI NG ALONG THE ASPHALT, MOONSI DE, SI DE BY Sl DE
W TH HER

OCCURI NG TO M ND THAT SHE RI SES AND ALSO FALLS,
PCST ZENI TH REALI TI ES WOULD UNFOLD

LONERI NG HERSELF | NTO THE ROLLI NG HI LLS, COVE
PLAI NS.

TURNI NG MCLTEN, SUPERHEATED CRYSTAL BALL SLOALY
SPI' NS, DROPS

THE STARS OF THE PLAYI NG HORSE

KI CKS LEGS WH LE KNEES BEND ANGLE RELATI ONS
DANCI NG WTH THE SYMBOLS IN ONE'S M ND

ELUCI DATE THE EXTERI ORS, SHED LI GHT SO | MAY SEE
VWHERE THE DOOR | S

TURNI NG THE KEY, SLOW OPENI NG HI NGES CREEK FROM
ACCUMULATI ON OF

SPACE DUST

TI ME BETWEEN THE SLI CES OF DELI CI QUS BREAD
SOGGY W TH LI QUI D RELEASED BY TEARS, BUT CRUNCHY
LI KE BROKEN GLASS.



FEBRUARY 2007

Crystal Moon Meditation, M crophone Mathmatics,

and | CE COD NuG ape Soda

Returning to ny room
t he wi ndows open
the noonlight streamng in.

| fell to ny
knees, cast ny
gaze towards nother noon

The cl ouds flew by her, so quickly.
Around her was a rusty rai nbow.
Then | | ooked at it through ny

Mor gani t e.

And

| saw red white and blue prismc
bubbl e froth.
And

it was danci ng.

Then | sang to the noon,
sonme old school freestyle.

Listening to the NuG ape Twns try to sell ne

their
ice cold soda.

And | went to bed, in a blue room

UNTI TLED

PLEASE PASS ME PART OF YOUR CLASS

I NEED TO FEEL BETTER ABOUT BEI NG MYSELF

BETTER THAN SOVEBODY ELSE

FI NDI NG YOUR BRAND ON THE SHELF

ASSI ST THE | NCl NERATOR, FUEL THE FIRE W TH YOUR
PRI VATE PAPERS

GOVERNMENT | SSUED MONETARY UNI TS USE AS DRUG
PARAPHERNALI A

SUPPER TI ME COVES RI GHT AROCUND THE CORNER
BEFORE YOU KNOW I T THE MEAL HAS ARRI VED
WON' T YOU COVE AND EAT I T WTH Me?

DONE WAS THE MEAL AND W PI NG MY MOUTH

I SENSE YOUR | NNER TURMO L OVER VWHAT W LL COME
NEXT

STAR FI NDER PI NVHEELS ORCHESTRATI NG ON MY BEHALF
SEVERAL META COGNI Tl VE PROPCSALS RELEASED
UNABASHED

MMCRY MM CRY WAS ALL | COULD DO

FI NDI NG THE SIM LAR NESS | N MYSELF WHEN | LAY
DOM | N My TOVB

ETERNAL OBSESSI ON W TH WHATEVER WAS COOL

WAS KI LLI NG THE M LLI ONS OF POT BELLI ED FOOLS



FEBRUARY 5t h 2007
Thunder Road

Thuder ous Egg Shel | cracki ng,
this is when destruction is so
beauti f ul .

"Hey destruction, how d you get so
beauti ful ?"

"Aw shucks Lefty! You say the
sweet est things!"

exclamation calamty bug spray hay day
epi deni ¢

Tingl i ng sensation sonmewhere bel ow ny
navel

graph it out man, graph it out.

Fate is another word for getting
fucked in the ass.

Kindly catal og those delicate broaches
up there on the wi ndowsill.

FEBRUARY 15t h 2007

| hear them n ravin heir nk n

Who do you neet on the platformof the Bahn?
What could it nmean to thenf
How do you recogni ze destiny?

Do her lips pout for you?

Have her eyes been tw nkling because of a silent
reverie focused on you,

and you and her?

Where does it begin for two souls in conmuni on?
Is the first nonment,
w
ith the first spark

al ways epic?
O..

Can it nerely be the dropping of a seed into the
silent Earth?

Di sinterest can be a sign of interest.

Wat ch whet her or not she touches her hair,

bl i nks excessively, or licks her |ips.

If she is wearing earphones, she can only see
how you breathe, and your only chance is if she
takes them of f.

What is the appropriate opening |ine?
Depends on the kind!

It takes all Kkinds!
Sure does boy!



swinging fromone vine to another in this berlin

jungl e

Beats, follow the beats.

| wake up, napping from
10 PM to 2 AM
and | follow the beats.

We dance and we dance
and we find those
we hope to neet

all the while keeping tine,
and follow ng the beats.

Al'l of us go to the toilet,
to insuffulate our treats.

Sonetines nore than other tines,
our stash is so sweet.

Once everyone is taken care of,
we go back to the beats.

Rocked to ny soul
and shaken to your core,

the beats conme pounding fromthe systens,
and we al ways want nore.

Two step,

hi gh step,
twi st, spin, dip and turn,
t he novenents you nake,
the fires you burn.

The hearts that we break,
wi th our m spl aced gl ances,
and provocative stances,
we do to the beat.

The noney we
spend,
gi ve,
| ose,
and the liquors we drink.
Al articulations of vibrations attached

to the beat.

So dress up fancy, or dress down |like a bum
Bri ng your honey and your dough,

pl ease pl ease do cone.

Beat the neat to nake it tender.

The crowd needs beats, to help themrenenber.



PANORAVA BAR FREEVERSE
Gypsy heartbeat nonitors
........... blip, beep, flat-line......
cry for the nonotone of the flat-1ine,
pray for a kick-start
| ast m nute mracle.
| f that beat cones,
li ke a:

cel estial slingshot, conet dust catapult, stream
si ngsong. ..

San Francisco, twin, with the Cort C oud,
wi thin af orenmenti oned cont ext

Create space for interpretation to devel op
Real tinme revisions, every nonent editorial,
| ost t hought

fi sher man,
finish it.
Limt me.

Bathe ne in sil ence.

/* kkhkkkhkkhkkhkhkhkkikkhkhkkikkhkkikk*k */

Fuckual |,

by angl es

conpl enent ary,

cl eavage, beaver,
but cher,
bel i eve her!

Hi dden cl eaver,
make ne a non-believer,
| eave here to serve a | onesone warri or

Har bi nger and curi ous,
si mul t aneous
bui | di ng status paradox,
cliché class, lasso |atch
gate key ring security bl anket,
codex de codes,
do you snell what i am stepping in?

/* E R b S S Sk S S R b Sk Sk S S I S S S Rk */

Li ve stone cold, drink the strange brew down,
remenber the gods
of sol ution,
rekindle the flane
of del usi on.
Tricked with
banboozl ed by
drowni ng i n,
subt| ety



WATERGATE FREEVERSE
APRI L 10th 2007

Sun streani ng
col l ective joint appreciation,
conbi nati on of
snel |l and taste,
| ove and wast e,
prom scuity.
Push and pul |,
sanpl e and | oop,
groove and rest.

Make your own nusic
choose it.
Leave your manma at hone,
cherish her pussy,
don't lose it.

Lubricate her soul
wth your true words
Soot he her fears,
drop the balm
Soup nakes cozy warminside feelings,

can't resist.

/* kkhkkhkkkhkkhkhkkikkhkhkkhkhkkikkhkhk*k */

WATERGATE FREEVERSE april 10t" 2007 conti nued

WARRI ORS STANCE
Ma if you done seen ne
caught in the depth of my fright,

you' d have rescued nme swiftly,
carry me on to light.

The trouble inside ne, the warrior's plan
help ne kill e denons,
to make nme a man.

| f beg of you sweet nanm,
I''mdown on ny knees,

Wal k through fire, and on water,
"Il do as you pl ease.

Combi ni ng t he sadness,
and cl appi ng ny hands

| ovi ng you dearly,
even though |I'm not your nan

They said mghty risky,
they said there wasn't a chance

But | stood ny ground proudly
in a warrior stance.

She ripped into ne cleanly,
tore ne to shreds with her gl ance,

| was used to her thunder
| still longed to be in her pants.



WATERGATE FREEVERSE APRIL 10" 2007 continued

only the lucky ones can be facetious

SUN DONE COME UP THROUGH A CRYSTAL lies are iies, just ask Jesus
I"I'l tell you the truth, for all the wong
Sun done come up through a crystal, reasons
don't shine nowhere to you get real son
from the barrel of a pistol. get real.

'k khkkhhkhkhhkhkhhkhkhhkdhhkdhkhkdhkhkdhkhkdhhdhdhdhkdhkhhdhkhdkdkhdxd*x %
Showdown sundown / /

go down, slow down.

Sun done come up through a crystal, BAR 25 FREEVERSE APRIL 2007
don't shatter the water's
crystalline camness Sitting around a fire of attention
madness and sadness. confl agrati on,
Great fruit punch to dance with intention done driven ne to drink the bar dry.
late slick punch to connect with Desert ease
Shadow boxing with the Spree feeling deserted,
Shadow boxing with the Sun and
at hone,
/* **********FREE VERSE O/ER***************** */ and fee||ng

satisfied by both.

L32 SPORTFEST HASENHEI DE PARK soneti ne summer )
I nt ercourse of vibes through

GET REAL joint snoking rides,
and chem cal tides,

panorami c track sel ection stretching your attention span w de,

del ect abl e taste craving reaction focusing on your trlbe,

| ose your | oose-Ilipped factions when worlds collide;

and get real son I wanna | ove you on the

get real. i nsi de and out si de,

and extra-dinmensionally.
energetic inquisitions
of bad energy and conni ptions
| ose your internal fictions
and get real son
get real



MAY 7th 2007

Drizzle M cFizzle when the weather is Shizzle
When it rains,

it pours Mama
and |
know |
won't see your face through the clouds.

When the sky
turns to yellow

and the dust twists around
you will know fear.
When it rains
down on me,
it hurts Mama,

like ninja stars cutting
into my most sensitive areas.

MORE THOUGHTS ON RAI N
Cl ose the wi ndows, shut the doors
when it rains nama, when it rains
it pours

Unpl ug the nodem and the power too
the lighting will fry your
C. P. U

The ground is drenched, the river swollen
as | scan the clouds, | see mghty Zeusand the
44 Cal i ber Crackl e Boom Li ghtning Bolt
he i s hol di ng



Fal se Start Rel ationship Retrospective
END OF MARCH

Irish girl/woman/ goddess
Magi ¢ grains of island sand

Qur history beefier than nost
in this history filled town
Berlin

G rl/Wnman/ Goddess

| ast night | cane to you as a friend,
sonetine this afternoon

I wll still be your friend

wi th new feelings and nenories.

Your soft skin pressed into mne
whi | e happeni ng, seened unreal .
or like

we are 10 years ol d again.

Funbl i ng
hands, |inbs, |ips, tongues,
and egos.

We clinb this newterrain, intuitivly finding
our way
the next step a risk always, but not with out
rewar ds

A long arching tradjectory this night has/had
but fromthe start we both knew the caliber of
our respective munitions

we al so both knew at the beginning that the duel

woul d not commence for sone tine

t oni ght
now,
yest er day,
was the tine.
this city of history this place.

WIl we wite a history together?
NOW | N THE SECOND WEEK OF MAY 2007

Users, abusers, and | ow down dirty shanes

nanme callers, and ballers, they're all in this
gane

fashi on fun passion, m splaced ki sses and hugs
i knew it was over

when you no | onger believed i could stay away
from drugs

Your clothing and accessories still draped upon
ny frame

now that's its over, this has to be | ane

but | love patterns and textures, to these i'm
addi ct ed

but the fatal flaw in our approach, was that |
felt restricted

Your cat never loved ne, it was a whore for

af fection

Believe me mana, | tried so hard to | ove you
| nmust learn that life is not only about an

erection

Wman/ Goddess/ G r |

| haven't done you w ong

Pri estess/ Waveri der/ Dol phin
you wi Il always be in ny songs



QD O.D ACCROSTI CS FROM THE W NTER OF 2003

JESUSTOMN!

Church filled with
Rel i gi ous zeal ots
O fended by

Sex and

Sacred BULLSH T

BIG AR

Aloft with board

In the sky

Reaching for the stars

Hoping to keep nmy feet over
Each screw

And nut, so that safe
Descent is assured.

VICTIM CF GHETTO DEMVANDS

Get out your wallets and give ne your noney
Ecstasy, Blow, Pills, Acid, and Mirre

Take what you need, but renenber i need your

Money
Qccupi ed with addiction but have
No Connection?

Exam ne your financial situation, and give ne

Your noney!

415 (tribute to the S . F. DOGS!

Soul searching on the rainy streets with
An al coholic, crack head, tenderloin bum
No place to go but up!

For too long |’ ve wanted

Ri ght eous engagenents

And

Not until i arrived was i
Certain that

I would be able to

Survi ve these

Crazy streets with the help
O ny brothers and sisters

TOO MUCH TOO SOON
Bef ore the pharnm es and cocai ne, once

Upon a tine, i lived for
Reef er
Now when i nmake phone calls, i can't renenber

To whomi just dialed

On the outskirts of the mnd lies a divine
fountain

Under its pipes lies a spaceship, i wanna get
hi gher than ever

To t he noon!

ON THE CUFFE

(off the cuff conmments)
Many peopl e forgive, however fuck wth sonmeone
Enough, and forgiveness is no | onger an option
Ri ght about this tinme you start getting
t hr eat eni ng phone

Calls. I'"'msorry have sone nercy, |'ll give you

Your noney!



BAR 25, WATERGATE, and PANCRANA BAR
FREEVERSE POETRY F PRI 2007

HATS OFF TO THE DANCERS

SHUFFLE PAST EMPTY FACES

CAN' T SEE THE FI NI SH LI NE

NOT' EVEN SURE WHERE THE RACE | S.
SHOW ME YOUR GAME SUGARCANE

BRAIN DRAIN, LOST MND M NE M ND M ND
GRAVY DEATHRAI L TOUCH YOURNOSE

I F 1 AM LOCKI NG

chi pped road cl apped out sundunes (sanddunes)
oceanbreeze, drummers trapeze,

no nets, no needs,

nmer chandi ce, sol ar pl exus

flea and slice.

shots up, bottons down

do right nobody |eft

/* kkhkhkkhkkhkkhhkhkkhkkhkhkhkkhhkhkhkkhhkhkhhkkhkhkkhkkhkhkkhikkhkhkk*k */

Squeel i ng rubber burning
dangert one.

Handbui | t

fully automatic

shi nmer gri mace

theater outlets

gol den bread pie

baby go rockabout

/ 0p928u93?/

Dusty roads, Brokendown car
backseat driver

unl oad

Dust in my nose,

backst abbed,
unr enmar kabl e

Dust devils, brokenhearted,

backbr eaki ng,
unbal anced

Eat ny dust, leave ne in the cold,

shutters shout,

you' re down but not out.
Col d street corner,

wet shoes,
hard w nd,
no cover,

Col d heart,
wet pussy,
hard eyes,
no chance.

Col d nose,
wet tongue,
hard teeth,
no saliva

Col d attiude
all washed up,
har dknocks

no limt.

broke as a j oke,



Wandering eyes, its no surprise

that my calls fall on deaf ears,

repl ace the fears w th highgear beer
and drink your pain away.

The rain falls down, it doesn't nelt ny bones,
I mpul ses

nmy psychic structure, ny instructional
ny beating heart, ny heaving body,

these bursting veins, ny strained expression,

all part of the test,
its all part of the plan.

I know you know ne mana

we are in our dreamns

we have pillows wet with tears

we have sheets to be for just one
and a bed half filled

not hing can faze ne
i know what i want

j ust be honest

just be true

don't tel

My secrets,don’t break ny trust
cultivate us...

Argyl e throw up,

am dst varying gradients of stripes
starkly notivated gyrations,

sneaky pill crushing, split pea soup,
drinking, m sty maidens,

stone col d, clunky, drugged out
dancers,

sweepi ng eyes of the weeping

drug deal er.

Wavi ng hands of the clammy faced
dancer,

big girls know how to
throw t heir wei ght around

| ast chance dance step

Ai r bubbl e shoed

bi g watch weari ng

grunbl i ng, nunbling,

mama won't you dance with nme?

| cane all this way formoutside of Berlin
| just wanna dance with ny tight black shirt
Sounds like falling rain in ny brain,

can | rel ax?

hands out or in ny pockets?

talk to the girl, or ask for nore drugs?
Ki ssing turkish twentysonthi ngs

makes ne feel

bitter

sl eezy italian pol ydrug deal ers
just use ne up

stone col d worman door peopl e
"are you on holidays here?"

sl ap happy idiots
troubl e

nail nme to the cross

what a shitty night

on.



absorb styles, stockings, and smles
t he bat hroom sti nk,

the toilet paper trai

cone on bunny

hop along the trail.

Shitstain disco

crafty slinger,

guns bl azi ng,

ski ppi ng ar ound

tonb stones

epi taphs cryptic

but consistantly

cut throat,

this is the dance fl oor
grave yard after all
Berlin Tarpits,

t adpol es and sounds of...pterodactyls

Si | kworm weave nme a trail

soft as honest tears,

ny lies seal ny tear ducts

fal se reserves,

devel oped over tine,

supply me with a ready fountain of crocidle
tears.

I wish | knew what

is/what/wi |l be

real ?

Conprehensive reality
Is a tasty neal
ain't it dear?

/ * *k*kkkkkkk*% */

ext ended recognition of patience
chew the gristle of circunstance,
and work hard son,

wor k hard.

encrusted with puss and bl ood,
washed out jungle jingle basenent
dr ai ned

god damm we drai ned.

can your nose hold all i can offer?
will the casket be seal ed or open?

Grandnma is waiting
Aunt Lewis is calculating

Hardly behest to the harbingers of reason,
del ayed truth node node, start sinply,
siliently, in the vacuum
Heart boom hi ghway i nfarction.

St atetroopers done tryed to search ny trunk,
all crunked dog.

That shit was | ocked.

Smle like a guilty beaver

duck your head in the face of an

i ncom ng cl eaver

| eave luck to those who are eager beavers,
and satiate the wol f boy,

sati ate.



COUNT DOWN THE STAI RS

six a day the visitors cone awaiting life and
sonet hi ng fun

five fold klans watch carefully they |and
patiently cradling their guns

four leaf clover inprint code upon a tattered
t one

three strikes towards an early grave your story
I s al nost done

too bad nobody stopped to ask if you knew your
way

if only they had this m ght not be, the final
l'iving day.
/* kkhkkhkkhkkhkhkkhhkhkkhkkhhkhkkhhkhkhkkhhkhkhkhkkhkkhkhkkhkkhkkhkkhkkkhkk*k */

Br oken condons, dirty needles, slippery weasels,
out of pitch fiddles, hold her close,

heart beats play off each other

no apoplexion in this soul ful

transacti on.

Lift the veil, reveal her icey palor
battle for | ove, enriched with valor,
stolen cenetary

sad sack of shit

up goes the attitude, out conmes the snmile
the eyes get small, at least for a while

then comes the drop, and the attitude sinks
the frown cones to town, and everything stinks

awakened by a cold breeze, ny day began wth
ease

| aundry, nmusli, nusic, toilet

the day was young, and i was enjoying it

a hotflash sent a burst of sonething right into
nmy brain

by afternoon the sun was shinning

but inside nme poured a deep dark rain

uppers, downers, all arounders,
peepshows, voyeurs, penis hol ders
sexy texas taco sl ut

nmeet ne at the hot dog hut

i love you all,

you are so easy to hate,

its been fun witting this just now,
but now | have a date.....

HAHA, i said, it was all a lie,
i date for me? not even if | tried.

so here i sit, and shit and noan

in constant flux, with ever present groan
i stunble towards sone satisfaction

t hank god for ny poetic action.



oh what a wonderful feeling
oh what a wonderful day
everything is coming up roses
everything is going my way

during my tramp through the city

it came to me maybe to see

if i doth approached my fair lady
would she be there waiting for me?

she let me in with out even asking
who it was that rang upon her bell
as | ascended the staircase

i passed through heaven and hell

my handy so rudely interupted

our first words as she stood in the door
i cursed my friend red robin

for calling me now, not before

her dress of dark green did shimmer

the sequins which graced her chest were swell
i inquired about the occasion

she replied, "well well well"

as we sat and drank tea i felt inside me
boy it was strange to be back

things went along splendid
my tea cup even began to crack

secrets and lies
nobody tries
and everyone dies in the end

so why must we trust
in those who we lust
to dutifly swat all the flies.

oh what a wonderful feeling
oh what a wonderful day
everything is coming up roses
everything is going my way

i departed her flat in a tizzy

my head spinning from overdrive thoughts

i raced towards a sudanese fallafel

that awaited me at a distance of several blocks

as | chewed on my vegan tamiya

and as the scharf sauce burned my heart
my thoughts turned towards those of the fair lady
whose flat i did just depart

and so it goes, on and on



JUNE 1st 2007

Wien it's warmit s warm

it’s hot sometinmes too

with her light turned to blue
it feels like i amin an igloo

why is she so cold, cold, cold?
what has she been told or sol d?

She sits across the roomfrom ne

i gnoring, continuing, always beautifuly,
what happened to those nonents

when you woul d say i | ooked so cute?

It feels like |I have violated your space
have | ?
Pl ease clue ne in, wll you?

| have theories as to why things are so weird
the timng, the people, the way | appeared.

Was it that | was drinking wine for breakfast?
O the hunting incident in Belfast?

How can you just sit there and | ook at the
screen?

You make nme nmad now, you are really fucking
mean!

| know you are nice, you are good with kids,
you nelt the hearts of nen, wth the batting of
your bel ashed eyeli ds.

The anger is passing as | wite this short piece

but snoldering inside ne, is a firey beast.

| want to prove to you that | am great
great enough to deserve your attention

I wll earn your respect,
but but but but but but

why should | care what you think or what you
respect?

per haps you are a waste of ny tine,
perhaps all of this witing was a terrible
m suse of ny resources

you arent worth my words,
you arent worth nmy words
your arent worth nmy words

you arent worth nmy words

Bl ast! So absurd

to have thought of you as such
i really cared so nuch

thank god i have realized

and saw the |ight

you arent worth ny words honey,
you arent worth mnmy words

GOODNI GHT I'!!



the waves of yesterday

The waves, the waves of yesterday
i wanted answers, i needed sleep
no sleep for me, but answers plenty
on the waves, of yesterday

awoke so toxic, but on i did go
surfing the waves, yesterday's waves
approximate my goals

the future of love, nobody knows
under the waves, of yesterday

heal her body, search her out

end up with something, but really with out
saved by the interest of another

rescued me, from drowning,

yesterday.

i ate only chocolate, she would have
but she would vomit
yesterday, and even the day before.

we smoked, and we talked a lot
sometimes i could see,
she was getting lost in my eyes.

just as | thought

no longer would | slip under
she told me frankly

she loved another.

Thrashing the tubular waves,
the bodacious, cowabunga, wild
waves of yesterday.

False love, misplaced intentions,
a whole lot of wallpaper,

torn down,

yesterday.

LI GHT THOUGHTS
what is | ove ny dear
what do you hold dear ny |ove?

The snel |l of rose
t he angl es of ny nose

what is | ove ny dear
are the skies clear?

The skies are full of clouds
the clouds are full of thunder.

what is thunder
when i s over under?

Is focus essenti al
to cl ear communi cati ons?

or cani find the station
wi t hout schedul e or directional

orientation?



18 Jun 2007
St andards of instict behavior

Fl i nchi ng
Bl i nki ng
Br eat hi ng
Teet hi ng

Certain your wel fare was bei ng chal | enged

Curtains drawn up tight on the wi ndows of your

carraige

| question ny instinct to run to your cries
Upon ny arrival, the ook in your eyes
Expecti ng soneone el se

this to ne

woul d be a nobst wi cked surprise.

| would pray for your safety
if I chose not to cone running

W coul d have nade babi es

if i had been nore cunning

Instinct has told nme that you need soneone's
hel p

| wish it could have been mine, | wsh | had
been there to help

MORNI NG NOTES

morning notes

just old jokes

replayed till the sunsets
onmy life

bicycle spokes

coke spoons and dirty jokes
looking for the spot light

evening rhymes

just killing time

over and over till the stars don’t shine
inmy life

never had adime

dirty rooms and bathtub slime
nothing ever fits right

afternoon brainstorm

catharsis for the forlorn

always waiting for the clouds to clear
with my life

chow down on the cob corn

Looney tunes and gay porn

you never i know, i just might



When Push Comes To Shove

When life deals you shitty cards

shoot your creator

When the hand that feeds you bites you
Sweep the leg

When the moon doesn’t rise

and the tides cease to lap up the beach
Blow up all the coastlines.

Don't settle for shitty circumstances
dance on the grave of your murderer.

LACKADAI SI CAL LANENT
See ne duck down

wat ch ne gl ow

i can’t know you

can you pl ease go?

We both |ive here
under starry skies
living for pleasure
dodgi ng harnful Iies.

if you |l oved ne

we coul d go away

we could grow old

and our hair wll gray.

Di sconnect ed

| await your response
Baited breath

| don’t know what your on.

G ve nme sone of

your precious tine
give ne alittle
baby spare ne a dine.

| ots of lovers

end up in flanes
expect ati ons

sunk their vessel

br ought them back

to fromwhere they cane.

/* R R R R e b b ke kb e R Rk */

Perhaps | will...

See you some time, out in the madness

glances reflect, like ships passing in the night
cold waters ebb and flow, reflect and know

the deepest of rivers cuts between our polarities
charged, recharged, flipped, switched, reversed,
eclipse

run your time out, i will mine

I suspect with both have mountainsto climb.

Perhaps | will...

See you some time, out in the madness

(as smoke rings travel across the disco)

glances reflect, like ships passing in the night

(shoes tap atap step step spin dip)

cold waters ebb and flow, reflect and know

(those flashbulbs and photoshops create and destroy)
the deepest of rivers cuts between our polarities
charged, recharged, flipped, switched, reversed,

(fashion is the new insanity and that is the new Black, which is actually



White)

Eclipse!

Run your time out, | will mine

| suspect we both have mountains to climb.

write me a song

make it up

or make it from fact

write a song about us

takeit to heart

thistask | ask of thee

ignore the sins of my past

I will write you asong

of leaving, loving, and returning
subtle cycles dimmed by distraction

craving audible in my words
my voiceisthat of hunger
feed me with your attention
sooth my irritated void
apply aglaze

cooling gel

i can smell the fresh layer

but i cannot tell if it isshiny

i lost my chair

moving away from the table.

/* RR R R R R b b b b b b b b b b R b b b b b b b b R R R b b b b b b b b */
| WISH | WROTE MORE

| wish i wrote more

babe

baby cares and wears navy.

Focus on the future

underline important quotes
while reading books

blind bleeding crook looks
through bars.

Bar work

Arbeit macht frei
take me to my end
let mefeel thefire.

| wish | wrote more
honey
hersis plenty and fine fantasy.

Grope your way through prison
blind cat burglar

by bending over to wash your feet
your anal virginity islost
immature themes, keeping me
sounding like...

keeping me like a casualty

take acid casually

pay now or later

psychedelics connect you to your soul
can change your soul path

soul destiny

pay now or pay eterndly,



M sty Mirning ranblings...

Smile for darlings

honey you is so charm ng

is but it isn't

convince nme of your instinct
we hoped for the best

and recieved slightly |ess.

Smle for darlings

that pose is disarmng

Is but it isn't

convince nme of your instinct
that affair nmost hum drum

toget her did you al ways cone?

Frown all over town

as your skate rocks the slate
tears in your eyes

its no suprise

To have found yourself gutter down.

Frown all over town

no matter what get's done, no fun
tears in your eyes

its no surprise

Eyes peering down the barrel of a gun

STILL HUNGRY

Get in your uniform though you don't have to conform

this is your fight, and you know you are,
still hungry.

Fight on the platform that you feel is your norm,
push yourself to be who you are,
still hungry.

Don't take the train, you better walk in rain,
each soaking footstep helping your realize you are,
still hungry.

Begin this day with a fervor, unmatched in intensity,
remembered forever,

this day your last, at sunset your final gasp, running
towards terminal velocity,

you are,

still hungry



EARLY MORNI NG UNEXPECTED | RON AND W NE SONG ON

THE RADIO, GOD DAWNI !

I MSS YOU BABY

I MSS YOQU BABY SO MJCH | CAN T SLEEP
THE PAIN I N MY HEART

BURNS SO BRI GHT, THAT I DON T GET NO
GET NO

REST AT NI GHT.

I MSS YOU BABY

| MSS YOU BABY SO MUCH | CAN T EAT
INSIDE OF ME | S A GREAT OCEAN STORM
WTH SWELLS SO HUGE

THAT |

| CAN T EAT.

| AM SI CK OF LI VING OQUT OF A SUl TCASE
I WANT US TO HAVE OUR OMN PLACE

MY CLOTHES ARE ALL WRI NKLED

CAN T FI ND ANY MATCH NG SOCKS

SKIN I'S BECOM NG VRl NKLED

LIFE IS LI KE A BAGEL W THOUT LOX

MY SKi
MY LIF
I HAVE GOT' A HEART OF GOLD

PURE AS MY LOVE | S TRUE

SLUMBER PARTNERS TI LL WE GROW OLD

OF THS | AM SURE, | ALVWAYS KNEW
| LOVE YOU.

BUT BEFORE WE MEET UP
I KNOW I MJST BU LD UP
MY LI FE AND MY WAYS
MY HONEY MY FLOWERS
SVEETNESS PLATEAUS

BUT PERPETUALLY PEAKS W TH
LESSONS AND EXPERI ENCE

FEATHERS FI ND THEI R WAY | NTO YOUR PHOTOS
MAJESTI C W NGED PHANTOM BI RD

[ WANT TO PULL YOU QUT OF THE COSMOS

AND SPI RAL W LDLY OUT OF CONTROL, BE HURLED,
BODI ES PRESSED TOGETHER | NTERTW NED LI MBS,

I NTO THE SI NGULARI TY PO NT.

| AM AN ART | NSTALLATI ON

Here | sit

surrounded by voltage
buzzi ng

cat hode ray buzzi ng

Recunbent surrounded by
el ectrical abundance

click clack shutter clatter shatter
doughy silicon batter

done driven ne nuts,

akin to conditions

of

one mad hatter

i aman art installation

we are all art installations
fromthe theater of life

we have no vacations

but at this theater
openi ng night is every night,
And as for the matter of understudies...



found this in nmy pocket this norning...

Af t er hour
powder power.

Qut of drugs
things turn sour.

Forl orn gl ances
Hal f hearted dances

Wake up naked
"I wonder where ny pants is?"

From day to night
we do it right

Wth style and passion
draped in the | atest fashions

So here we sit
snort shit
and noan.

Thank the lord
we are all here
and not al one at hone.



CONSI STANTLY TW STED

Consi stantly Tw sted

ny days have consi sted

of squeezings and pleasings of nmy mnd' s
eyes and heart.

Hopel essly consi st ant

ny intake horrific

of pulverized crystals

shot up nose through rolled up paper pistols
enabl i ng ny ego

and di sgraci ng ny honor.

Al this | know,

but like the accurul ati on of snow,
what appears to be deep,

is nostly fluff with foundation weak.

Consi stantly Tw sted
300 pound worman was fisted
by a Beduine drifter
| heard it fromhis sister

Her nane is Sweet My

she is twisted consistantly
around and around

fromthe top of the crucifix to
the dirty bl oody ground.

Her secrets to ne

are a nost val uable comodity

i nf ormati on excl usi ve

ny rights to themall inclusive
but damm,

these tidbits dont cone for free.

The paynent in mnd

has everything and nothing to do
with nmy behind.

The guarded dirt star remains safe
nmy reputation as chaste

uni versal ly accepted by manki nd.

Thi s manki nd of which | speak
is plunging at breakneck speed
into the briny deep.

| try to kill ny self
not ny body self
but ny self self
with drugs and pills

I try to kill my self

and heck, i never succeed

fromthis noment of polydrug sizzle fusion fizzle
to nmy first dependencey on weed.

I love you nyself, and this | amsure

i love you nyself, you never bore ne

your relative interest in self destruction

is nmy major mal fuction

struggling to mantain a consisant point of view
third person, first person

perceptive ginger carrot stew.



EMOTI ONAL ROLLAR COASTER

Still up and down
still all around
still sitting shitting and noani ng.

The noans | ouder
the shits | arger
and the sitting | onger.

In tinme
sol uti on gone cl oudy
refluxed and frozen.

Crystals, crystals, crystals,
pistols, pistols, pistols,
ceremonial mlk thistle

and whistle toting

East German tough as nails
beauti es.

OH, the east German beauties
so strong, so tough,

wi | d denons, unpredictable
oh so, unpredictable.

Fl owers, pirates, feathers,
glitter gone gonzo,

strai ght bananas dog, straight bananas.

Records thrown and broken,
caught between ny | egs,
i was freaking

didn't know what record to play next,

ELVI S??7?

This one is for the Iladies...

Tutti fruity girl
what a challenge!
Bedside manor,
not my forte.
Wooly Bully mama,
grew up in a garage,
loves phantoms,
and the San Francisco Bay.
Irish Godess Mermaid,
rotton four leaf clover carraige,
so hum drum,
| wish | hadn’t gone that way.
Tender Tricky Tailor,
black bride and wolf fox should avoid marraige,
felt like i gone done you wrong,
but only for two days.
Smiley curvy DJ ghost warrior,
so far so good, helped me with sabotage,
eyes beaming as | sang my song
sure wish | brought a tent for you to have laid.
Translation Moses Mother Tongued Entity,
antics made our time feel as if we were in army traige,
no catagory to which you belong,
crystal pushing fairy.
Piece of Meat who was Stalked then Pounced Upon,
| sit here, and write this on your computer without your knowledge,
while you are in the shower, oh no, here you come,
now you stand in front of me naked,
trying on oultfits in different ways.



AUGUST 9t h 2007

bouncing balls and billy club wonder bats
Billy boy bounce baker

bakers man patty cake

cake batter bake

sitting in her sexy jeans,
I wear her clothes
you know what that neans

I know, you don't?
well i don't either!

extract the al kal oi ds
aqueous with ether...

down the crown

with royal flair

cut your toe nails

prinp your hair

get ready for the final stare
fromthe glazed over eye

of the workhorse nare.

so unfair it is for such a beautiful horse
to be |lead astray to be lost by force
forces yes, unseen and w cked again,

no magi ¢ book, or enchanted pen,

can tell the story of the fatal blow

whi ch took down ol d Bessi e,

where she fell in the snow.

AUGUST 20™ 2007

i think....uh....wel
so here we are

t hi nk. .

| ost again after finding so nuch

and there we go
of f
into our own directi

alone i sit
mout h dry, eyes wet,
wonder i ng,

ons.

and pul sing with sadness.

di sappoi nt nent | ast

ni ght,

fal se starts, m splaced anger,

raw enoti on

| hope again you wi |
maj estic bird,

and nmake a nest in the shade of ny | eaves.

| Iand on ny tree

Knowi ng that future holds treasures

that both of us wll
i prey that we wll
real m

you not to be a soul

find

be together in the physical

vapor

in nm mnd



CONFUSI ONS

Conf usi on
unf ortunate
conf usi on
first nove
| ast npve

sl eepi ng al one
and alone in ny mnd
and alone in

nmy heart

sl eepl ess, soul -l ess
W t hout a
Touchst one

pl ease | beg you
touch ny body

so that i know that i

BERLIN TIME

Berlin Time,
Mind Crimes,
Long lines,
and loose ties.

Berlin Time,

No reason or rhyme,

High Dive, High Climb,

No Day, No Hour,

No smiles just sour scowers.

am al i ve.

FREESTYLE

hats off to m chael shanley for
TOTALLY | NSPI RI NG ME. .

Ni ce knots, tight snot, stuffed nose, ripped
panty hose,

i'mlooking for an answer, in a stained pair of
panpers,

hel p me find signs,

so i can eventually ease ny m nd.

crazed polytheist priests, neeting on the
streets to discuss the future of beats. mnim
maxi mal pragmatic and practical,

for all things dyonisin and nostly fractal..

we | ook for the math, but nostly | ook past,
oblivious to the things that nmatter, the things
that | ast.

you need the beaver

your shit reeks of a newbie who is eager!

I et ny coding sets make your pussy wet,

nmy | oops and spirals drive your subconscious
wild,

let us nelt,

| et me whip you, cover your back with welts,
so that we may both under st and,

so that we nmay both join,

, the ultimate noney neker,

that's right kid, show nmy your groin.



Ri de the waves in a Spanish Gl l eon

pl ace your bets on the classic nedallion

read the bl og of beef cake ntscallion,

beacuse you can gal |l op and prance,

sew up your pants, you can even do a rain dance,

but your results wll not even approach

the essential virus the patient zero host,

so dude,

come with us, make the nost of the toast,

which i give to you, as these buds we do roast.

what what, yo yo..

drop the beat,

i ke sweaty addi das

fresh off stinky feet

| throw your footwear in the street.

Excl usi ve noose head abusi ve grundl e boot shoe,
nonsense,

I ntergal acti c voodoo,

search for answers but only find mabuut oo,

the african dictator who killed off the Hutus.

yeah yeah, the anorexic jew, com ng at you,
like a stilleto shoe,

or heel rather,

I mx your shit up |like cake batter
wat ch your stacks

I nmodify themlike the mad hatter
rabbits, down the drain,

| ooking for a transfer,

but only find the "A" train,

up in harlem

clock tower, alarm him

of the scare, the nost dangerous fear,

of the nocturn,

pirate vanpire whispering in your ear,

he wants

alittle neat,

how can you hold himoff?

just follow the beat, keep in tinme nove your
feet,

gl ance at that fly bitch across the street,
she nost certainly has hot shoes on her feet.

this is so fun,

i know that as the ghost rider

i am no | onger nunber one,

i got my man jesus riding shot gun,

he is the one,

got the inspiration sucker pun fun,

i amready for the [ ong haul bun,

in the hot dog snap,

| ooki ng out for the conmuni st trap,
like pitfall, video ganme, tine out of mnd,
junp over the lava, swng on that vine.

jungl e hunt, | ooking for diseases,

i fuck girls for all the wong reasons,

if ladies were a soverign state i would conm t
treason,

| ooking for the tree house but all i find is a
| ong house,

cat nouse,

relati onship crowsnest batlle ship,

help nme, fix it,

twi ddl e your fingers

get bored with it,

don't do that flip trick



you only appear |ike hot sauce on that el usive
sideways trip tip

posture |ike kevin costner,
wor ked so hard for second base
but never appeared on the roster.

" mroasting toasting and boasting of new found
gl ories,

hol es,

| i ke sone blind nole,

| ooki ng for a phallus anpbngst those who occupy
t he hol e,

t hi ng,

waiting for the arrival of the Kking,

who is on | eave,

| i ke the butcher, ready to cl eave,

i hope he waits,

| hope he rolls up his sleeves

Jesus Jones

riding in the md west |ooking for hoes,

hoping to find some under 30,

hoping to find a shower

cause ny prick is mad dirty,

soaked,

in the pussy juice of a Philly,

a Puerto Rican double jointed slut nanmed Billy.
mention, since i found the | ast fountain,

while i was rocking out to fire on the nountain,

yeah right, 3-18,
the first date when the magi ¢ conbo did ring,

scarlet fire,

Jesus never said Judas was a liar,

t hough the Romans the didn't require nuch,

of that truth fromsuch a doubl e-crossing bitch
ass fallacy slut

LONG STONE THROW REALI TY CHECK

Thank god for that reality check!
| realize that i amnore timd than |I expected.

Had | nmade the first nove, at first,
than I woul d have been

Honme Free!

| tried, Goddam, | tried
I wanted to get away, | wanted to | eave,

But it was not happening
It was not to be.

Al I could hope for,
was sone sil ence.
Al | got was too many,
t oo many words.

| just needed, soneone to hold ne.
| just needed anot her soul .

| just craved to be held tight, | just yearn
for,

our bodies to be intertwi ned and deep sl eep
br eat hi ng.



The faces on the winkled bed sheets
are a map to ny subconsci ous,
in them!| see,

my own reflection.
In them | see answers.

But the | anguage,

| can’t decode, the secret faces are not ny own.

| just want, soneone beside ne, | just crave,
Sone ot her heartbeat.

Ch Lord I’ m so depressed, | need sonebody
G ve ne sone rest.
Need ne sone rest

G ve ne sonebody
G ve ne sone rest
Lord knows

Need ne sone rest

It was inportant, | could not wait,
| wanted answers, | hoped for fate.
Now | lie here, all alone,

| amin a bed, that’s not ny own.

Al the sheets, they nove in heat,
and the bl ankets, they bend to ne.

The mattress, it holds us both
hol ds us up, above the fl oor.

Ch lord, | need sonebody.

What goes around, won't be again
not if ny anger blocks it off.

Then why, why, why, why, why,

did | lose that light, that special |ight,

she shone on ne?
Where am | ?
What dreamis this?
How | ong have |

sl ept ?

Soneone pl ease wake ne up!
Last night, or rather, this evening,
| had a dream | can't forget.

It had ny father, it had sone nusic, it had a
girl

who | just net.

| fell in love with her body, | fell in |ove
with who she was.
| saw her tattoos, | saw her hair,

| wanted answers she coul d give.
| saw ny pad, ny long | ost pad.

| could see what she really wanted.
She really wanted

| saw ny own desire, and in ny dreans,



| saw ny father.
And in ny dreans | tried to |love him
And in ny dreans with had a fight.

Oh Lord, I'mso depressed, | need sonebody,
give nme sone rest. And now | sleep in her
father's bed,

it's super strange,

am| dead?

Oh Lord, give ne a sign
1

locator was late

find me at the crossroads of fate and destiny

next to a dusty old bookcase and a bottle of whisky

I chose to be standing there, where X marked the spot

it was a plainclothes policeman riot, take it seriously, or not

I

All I want,

all we need,

is to look closely,

at the mouths that we feed.

Our children are growing,

up in world,

that they won't live to see.

To live is to be free. To die is to lose your infinity.
Please child, grasp my hand, as | attempt to take you,
deep into the woods, the wilderness.

What is left of it, we will see, explore, find wonder.
Creatures of the dirt, plants of the river, salts of the ocean,
divine geometry synchronized to make reality tangible.
Our natural inclination to make sense of equations,
this is magic, this is fate.
We were born to perceive our world.



right now, in the midst of dark days

right here in the fire fiery backdraft of a life filled with rage
I sit here and shit here and cry here and moan

| know not when the torture will abate or from whom

a life preserver will be thrown.

loosing laughter to the dark ones

loosing ground to those who seek the shadows

thick dark anti matter invisibility black backed shroud
security in ignorance

liver savior like me love me lend me your time
your skill will erase my crime

skills and crimes

committed and admittedly cowardly

inwardly injurious, outwardly outrageous
phobias of cages and unexplainable rages
bird,

I want you to be free.

stellar stalker staged the big shebang in a stark barn in the early
morning hour splintered sunlight.

didn't know charts or maps of the heavens, faulty memories
shocked and rocked away.

as i move slower and faster on the dance floor
well shuck chuck, the whole world is a dance floor
feet before each other, and then back, up down
loose loose fast tight, handicap!

Grover, drumming man Cleveland cowhand

don't become a plumber, don't ask for disease

don't' ease yourself in nature of fate

loss of mature reason and culture.

rise to the higher level near top floor credit card escalator
simulator

flower wisely plant of my pleasure

glower with hate and hatred hastily



OTTER BRIDGE

Ivory overtones list me twice

grabbing at my collar stepping on my coat tails
lets just end that now

waltzing into the ballroom with tears in your eyes
it wasn’t enough

until now

all i wanted was to have you back

but as time began to pass

| really realized that i was flat

backing up against the track

with nothing to push me and no one person

come with me to the otter bridge
we can see some otters
they swim in the water, even when it's cold

did you remember to bring the vodka?
we can drink it whilst we watch
then we can swim with the otters in the cold

have you seen the lost sweater in the box?
we think that we left it near the bridge

then when we left, we turned back for the sweater

and it was gone.

YOU DON'T CARE, SO | DON'T CARE

i went to club tonight babe

knowing you wouldn’t possibly be there

| really couldn't care

love me or leave me i don't care

i moved on

don't need to be thinking bout your needs
if | ever thought you’d pay me back

i would be waiting forever by the side of the road
you will never change my mind

i know you don't care

so i don't care

but in that order

babe

| just want you to understand

but you don't even want to hear a thing

| just want you to understand

but you don't even hear the words in my heart
if you can't hear this, then I've lost your soul
but i don't care

and you don't care

alright.

see you later you fucking hussy

fuck yeah I'm bitter

you fucked my friend

you fucking bitch

you fucked my mind

now here's my wish

please just jump off a cliff

| don't care

you don't care

so i don't care

alright.



SWIFTER'S ADVICE

MOSEY ON OVER AND POP A SQUAT

I'LL TEACH YOU A THING OR TWO, ABOUT NOT GETTING
CAUGHT

WHETHER STAGING OR JEWEL HEIST, OR JOYRIDING FOR
FUN

TO STAY OUT OF THE JOINT, LISTEN CLOSELY MY SON

NEVER TELL ANYONE EVER, ABOUT YOUR BIG PLANS

| DON'T CARE IF IT'S YOUR MAMA, OR YOUR DAUGHTERS
BEST MAN

A SECRET IS ONLY A SECRET, IF NO BODY KNOWS
WHEN YOU ARE COMING, AND WHERE YOU WILL GO

| ONCE HAD AN ACCOMPLICE, WHOSE NAME WAS DUTCH
JONES

WE MET IN COUNTY LOCK UP, AND SINCE THEN WE WERE
BROS

ON A STORMY NOVEMBER EVENING HE SHARED WITHME
HIS SCHEME

A PLAN TO STEAL A BIG BOAT, AND SAIL ON THE SEAS

WE SET ASHORE IN MAURITANIA, WE KNELT AND KISSED
THE SAND

WE THOUGHT WE WERE SAFE, ON OUR FEET WE DID
LAND

BUT WHEN THE PIRATES TOOK NOTICE

OF OUR CRAFT ON THE BEACH

THEY APPROACHED US WITH GREAT SPEED

FLASHED US THEIR SHARP SABERS THEN THEIR GOLD
TEETH

TURNS OUT DUTCH HAD INFORMED THEM, OF OUR
SECRET PLAN

DON'T THINK SOMEONE WON'T FUCK YOU, THEY WILL IF
THEY CAN

SO REMEMBER MY WORDS AND PERHAPS YOU'LL
SUCCEED

YOU'LL GET AWAY CLEANLY, AND LIVE FANCY AND FREE

NEVER TELL ANYONE EVER, ABOUT YOUR BIG PLANS

| DON'T CARE IF IT'S YOUR MAMA, OR YOUR DAUGHTERS
BEST MAN

A SECRET IS ONLY A SECRET, IF NO BODY KNOWS
WHEN YOU ARE COMING, AND WHERE YOU WILL GO.



BIG CITY BLUES

It was early in the morning, | just woke up,
| slept all night next to loud air duct

When | woke my head did ring

so | started to earnestly sing.

| sang an old tale about a bastard son

a little red haired runt who thought he was the one
to take his family out of poverty

and move them to the big city.

He went to school daily and he did his work

even though he thought all the teachers were jerks
all day long he followed their rules

but things got crazy when he was out of school.

Every after noon around 3:32

He found him self lighting the bottom of a spoon
everyone thought he was a pretty nice guy
nobody suspected he was getting high.

He sat in his room in his parent’s house
smoking and shooting as quiet as a mouse
around him his whole life began to slip away
until he found the lord on Christmas day.

While making another fix in a dirty syringe

He saw the door open, heard the creaky hinge
Surprised was he to see no one at the door

but brilliant white light, so he dropped to the floor

God said Julius McJones my precious son,
you grew up thinking you would be the one
to end your families chronic poverty

and move them up and out to the big city.

But son, oh son, you intentions were misplaced
somewhere along you became a disgrace

trust the rest of your life with me

and together we can walk through those gates pearly.

Julius McJones was a man of strong mind
but god's rap was the most convincing kind
he thought to himself, well i had a good run
so he blew his brain out with his father's gun.



SCATTER BRAI NED NONSENSE

all quiet inside my mind
you could hear my eyes blink
| can feel my blood flow

nothing but noise in this rotten flat
| can't hear myself think
can't you please turn off the vacuum?

crackling energy bolts around my body
I realize i am the missing link
Can you still see my soul ?

Felix is a guy who doesn't take showers
people sit and talk about his smell for hours and hours

I’m sad to say

it will be the day

when over hell freezes

that he'll walk right in

and stinking like sin

making sweat pour out of mighty Jesus

analytical computer vibe
producing different writing trends
the spirit of the typwriting animist
is obvious.

German style efficiency
shaken up with a language style verbose
and grandiose

like a wild rock tour
on a night liner bus chock full o' drugs
overdose from coast to coast



