the black book:

selected poetry by 

conquistador frederick archibald woolworth von voighdt vii, esquire

ingredients:

cycle 01. vulnerability

cycle 02. controlled descent

cycle 03. video eye

cycle 04. of life and limb

cycle 05. miami pistachio
contains 63 selections

CYCLE 1: VULNERABILITY

I. all  / II. belong  / III. a blind farewell / IV. desperation / V. kings of a distant mind / VI. element: destination  / VII. fallen rain  /  VIII. to echo a fedora /  IX. bitter fruit of life /  X. f.v.t (behind the screen) / XI. the past is never forgiving / XII. screen 

I: [all]

we are all at peace, all at war

all in pieces, all gone sore

all is black, and none is white

shall there come a day, instead of night

the stones come out from the erosion

the flames will fade from the explosion

the night will fall, come dark corrosion

our lands will fade into the ocean

the end through someone elses eyes

i was truth, you told the lies

seven sevens mark the end

and the hate returns the love you send

gasoline burning along concrete

sacrificing sins among the heat

i've lived a life of pure defeat

all that was is lost, beat by beat

II: [belong]

something else expells the rule

i'm the billards master for the plumbers pool

a ball as of the wall says "to fall"

but you never had it all

hey, an eraser, danger, i feel this place is redder

it's all becoming deader, "i read insects", i said

feeling this, candy canes grassy plains

death string guitars, and what has great danes

who said sane was insane? mainly, a flower dripping with pain

to hell said i, with the plains made up with fame 

i said to wash the window paine, and it's in my vein

blood black sacrifices, i feel like celebrating

put me on a hat, and dance the chocolate desert

these kind of exits shall never enter

yeah, and when i fall i won't find the doorknob

get it somewhere else, get it elsewhere, some

take this fork and eat it, i never liked it anyway

i'm not deserving for what i deserve 

i never had this when i felt i was throwing it all away

maybe sunday, sell you a coat for a flask of this message

visage, what lies beneath this plastic, maybe lincoln

i felt i ought to, what you, have to, don't tell me to

i can't handle what i can't have, i call it heaven

no denying that now is the moment, the future

and everything stretches out from here 

but my arms are probably broken, i'm too outspoken

i eat walls, i walk through doors, find me a home

silver metallion, millenium, any of them

and where have i come from out of it all, which slot do i belong in

i feel sometimes the earth is getting rounder, full of rainbow, majestic colour

while i am in the oval, monochroma white and soma, i'm a novelty possession

i take the pills to make me ill, to make me go away

because one day i was living but im dead today

better take me in before you throw me out

better know my sin before you have a doubt

i could be an angel, but my wings have been too rusted

i'm the poster boy for immobilization 

i can't believe i stayed awake through all this

and even pain finds a place in this world of fist

what's right, what's wrong, what is evil

maybe i am, but you're the one behind the devil

you can't see through me, i can see the wires though

you're electric, you're all electric, and i am the water

is something different, something wrong? is eternity something long?

and i'm hoping not to breathe anytime soon, because then i'd know i'm one of them

but you all know i don't belong, right?

III. [a blind farewell]

twisted tangled in the sound

i see the wires coiling around 

i know not

shall i always be down and to the floor forever bound? 

i'll give you health from my sickness

all is fulfilled so you can see the end

i'm just everything to the world but the world seems like nothing to me

the truth is coming to them in due time 

i wish i could only see all of them now

as i fall to the number, i become a part of this

and i realize my nightmares have come true

i was never a part of you i was the nonexistant 

i was not one with you, they were the anarchistic

but now i see, and now i know. you'll have to do without (me). 

is this what you wanted?

you will have it your way now

do you want it this way?

does it have to end like this?

i'm alright in here, you can't see me now

just believe i can get out and you know i will

i'm so blind but i can see myself in this hole

pray tell, let there be an escape

let there be another way for it to become

i'll leave it like this so it can appear

IV. [desperation]

i'm breaking down like water



trying to push through all this dirt



my life, an empty ocean 



nothing can wipe out all this hurt


i'm going down like the fire 



slowly burning this rusted skin          



i need to shed, to become 




first must suffer to ease my sin







never know where the river flows, until it's gone dry

never tell me where i'm going, until i get there

never die without living, we all just live to die


what comes up must come down

maybe that's why i'm so low     

when the desperation sets in

i feel i'm drowning, i can't reach heaven

i'm so far below now, but still i'm level

i can fall apart, but still stay together

i can come to you, but be there never

when the desperation sets in
V. [kings of a distant mind]

agreeable phonographs should be carbines;

but whose leaf killed the phonelines?

skiing trees love the lovable band

the slab all vaporized in my hand

which intangible fires fermented the world?

weak chocolate around, my life flipped and hurled

the rankling premiers in the wholesome branched cab

i sit in the corner with the buckles of slab

his ashtray nearly upchucked 

into my perverse papyri chew

tempestuous petals have been washing 

in the dead dark zoo

serenading cramps slither in the black filament

do courteous sheaths creep in the peppermint?

i think not, because slabs after the sheath would not have been instant.

the pathetic nights suffer after apathetic days

fires adjacent to the kings build the venom branch

my beautiful hurting of the king and his paradise,

pleasing the prophecy and the royal ranch

gulls have not been helpful changing the insects

the pentacles above filaments flip the incense

sighing ducts ferment the rough thumb in time

my energetic presenting of machines of the mime

with whom do guilty tapes jump through the trees?

to find out is more than to really know

the walruses might have been pretty swooping leaves

the omnipotent bracelets dare me to go

your naked horse typed a moose

filaments with spines may not be heavy

the fornicated spines in a noose

cheap caravans helped pass the levy

sad shoes lament

your liquid shoes grabbed a carbine

kings swam stumps of glory beset

tragic arms loved you as you were mine 

with whom do papyri ahead of kinks walk the virgin?

kings above the cells will have been distant 

in the past, distant in the future

in the future of the past they forgived you

they hardly knew you, knew me as well as they know not the others. knew everyone as well as everyone else's brothers. but as they fell away to the last world alive, must be a way to keep them in the front drive.

there must be a way left to act out 

and keep permanent.

keep the sediment. 

drop the leash and suck the filament.

in the middle of it, death is the decline of it.

i will devise it, the way to decline it.

no way to forgive it, this is the end of it.

eternal(ly).

VI. [element: destination]

(element):        

like it was at the center, i was going through it 

(depression):    

shriveled and crumble, hard like a headache, i fell apart like a monday 

(creation):       

maybe someone else then, though maybe not who i was becoming

(designation):       

i assumed the disguise, though the role i did not fit 

(seperation):         

i am aware of the fact you can all see through me 

(confusion):          

and when i wake up i don't know where i am, nor what time it was then

(illusion):              

so maybe i'm not really here, maybe all just a figment

(communication): 

a sentence incomplete, i can somewhat comprehend now

(repetition):           

am but a chain in this endless routine, this cycle of time

(decision):             

on and on continuing, slightly altering each day in mind

(deprivation):        

and when the lights are off, i can see much more clearly

(pollution):            

the vision of which will rise, and make a fall to all the risen

(revelation):          

fear not, when all is destroyed, rise unharmed from the ashes

(mutilation):          

truth be known that all which harmed me only made me stronger

("DESTINATION"):   
i turn my face towards the burning sun, and go where this will take me

the effects of a daily life, i could be someone, who might i have been

i turn to the mirror to face the one true god, and i decide the path

i'm losing hope, i've tied the rope, there's nothing left, mind is a dope

where is the excitement? when i do not belong here, when i am the common enemy

all turn against me, the flags are burning, the warning signs, as life cycles forth

always thought no harm could be done without the use of words, yet everyday a target

those who do not know me, want to bring me down, those who do know me, want to help their cause

and i begin my descent, this should not be my DESTINATION, i want to live out this lie

there's nothing really worth living for, so i make up a lie just to keep me alive

and i'm burning, i won't open my eyes, i can't handle the outside, its more corrupt than inside

a passing by, i want to stay alive, but for what real reason, what is my DESTINATION?

i never meant to turn against you, to ruin all you are

and now as you're falling, you want to bring me down with you

can't you read the hatred in my eyes? can't you see past all of this?

i've been through it all, now can i just put the crown of thorns on your heads instead?

forver victimized, holding it back my whole life, it just had to fall upon you

we are all victims, disturbed, disraught, just some more than others

i've guided you along the path, yet you still feel compelled to drive the knife in my back

that is why you must feel the pain, this temporary pain, like all pain is

nothing lasts forever, and i know you'll put me down again

what is the final solution? when everyone turns away, leaving me betrayed, 

where is my DESTINATION, then?

there is no way to escape, each day is merely a variation of the last

there must be some method, a way to break away from everything

these chains bind me to the ground, immovable, there must be a way out

an escape, that is where my DESTINATION lies, a place to crawl out

these bars of iron, i am barred, all is broken, a barrier i cannot get past

there cannot be such an escape, stuck here, wondering, ten years past and still no action

never will i wash up on the shore, river's end, too late and now the running out is near

i collapse like a dead leaf, tried so hard but had to fall, all grey and shriveled

such is life, forever autumn, always dying away, but soon come spring shall born anew

must live again, a second chance after the winter, these cold dark days, shivered steel

my DESTINATION lies ahead, has not been reached yet, i have quite a way left

like it was at the center, i am still going through it yet, and shall reach the outside in time
VII. [fallen rain]

rain only falls when you're dead

is the medicine working, or is it all in my head?



when i'm crawling to the surface, can i be there instead?



watch the skin crawling open, only your blood is red.


when you're ready to die, lie down on my bed.

you're plotting against me for things i've never said. (the rain will only fall when i’m dead.)

i've walked the golgotha many times

sometimes falling more than thrice

seems like these days it'll never get there

i lag behind, not paying the price

like a life in death, my shadow's less than here

maybe i've seen this all before, on the flipside of the mirror 

is my blood real?

can i still feel?

the many things on my mind

won't matter once i'm gone

am i falling like the rain?

will i still feel the pain?

all burning red, it only falls when i'm dead.

only falls, like the rain. deep inside, and far away. deep.

VIII. [to echo a fedora]

that blue hell indicated a misery

paradises sever a typical world

a world dissolved by mystery

exploding circuit and the flag unfurled

vengeful continents drew the line

an ominous reminder of what was to come

surrendered before it was our time

not so long before they would succumb

what goddess inside the fedora seized the holiday

the day they all would take a stab at paradise

make sides, make war, predicate what the others would say

tell tales of blasphemy and the enemies' dead lies

magic sciences killed the nation

blew them all apart and split them against the others

all the while, not a greater sensation

than the bloodlust they had for our very own brothers

the bold move nursed the prophecy 

romping venoms prisoned gullible fantasies 

they tried to penetrate the enemy

and take a stab at all the hidden mysteries

they killed bad universes in a realm of glass time

thunder vaporized the symphony that held the bind in place

and all the while, so unaware of the crime

self destruction threw them into the devil's face

what devils create the gods destroy, what gods create the devils destroy

total annihilation in the face of the fools. destroy each other so unaware of the rules

twist and turn, and time circles on

the cycle shall restart at the break of dawn
IX. [bitter fruit of life]

mind is like the bulb, fluorescent

preening, surging, iridescent

scalding, soothing, life's gone sour

a bitter taste to waste the hour

and all of these things, of which you worry today

don't really amount ten years away.

because life's all but a bitter fruit

only ripened in the youth

when all's come down, rotting fruit decays

should save the seeds or throw away?

flowers above the grave, and house by the lake

just hope your children won't make the same mistake

life drawls on, i'm becoming more vulnerable

but nobody's listening, all falls upon deaf ears

and as i descend, my fruit's becoming more disposable

i'm becoming more like a machine, i succumb to even my smallest fears

you see, this fruit is poisoned much like many others

taste it, enjoy what death brings to life

X. [f.v.t./behind the screen]

good news is the nonexistant, feed us something terrible today

it's as if we've been poisoned, but we enjoy every minute

all the suffering, it's like we're watching a parade

we stop and look at every death, it's morbid but so majestic

screaming, rather than dreaming, tell the truth to the blind man

we wish he could have seen them bleeding

dying, rather than living, taking all in the name of god

he wishes he could see what he's giving

fire and violence on the television screen

and we're watching the scene from the inside

death and destruction on every channel

there's everywhere to run, but nowhere to hide

you never understand them until they die on the front page

and then soon enough, they're yesterday's news

thrown down the chute and recycled into tomorrow's news

where yet another person will establish a grave

and their claim to fame that came too late

we walk in shadows, falling victim every step of the way

all so ugly and lifeless, it takes a camera just to make us alive

if life has its ups and downs, we're all living at a lower elevation

a few minutes of happiness or glory, then back down for the remainder

the tv screen, the public eye, very few people in this world will like you until you die

televised hate, and the american dream, nobody here will let you scream

but what lies behind the screen? 

wake up from the american dream, wake up from the american dream

everyday we kill ourselves, but live to see another day

you know, we're all the best people behind the screen 

but you'll wish you'd be somewhere else, once you see the way inside

once you know the path directly to the core

and you'll run the corridors, over and over in your head

until you're dead, and one with the dream, and inside the screen. the american dream.

XI. [the past is never forgiving]

somebody else is draped in this skin

i struggle as i try to slip back in

just a piece of meat, product of this earth

you're so much more than what i'm worth

i don't have to be perfect, just have to get by

doing just enough without asking why

and the past will not be forgiving

you want me to be the victim, i am under your control

but as you look my mask is slipping, you can see inside this soul

i can't disguise these mistakes anymore

i just can't seem to do this anymore

just flesh, blood, and bone, i am here, standing alone

through narrowed eyes, seething with lies

and dirty looks

dead like a statistic left for the books

carried off through every measure

deriving pleasure from the pain

i can't stand to see you here again

i can never look you in the eyes

after all i've done, and failed to do

what's left to do when the morning dies?

please don't mourn me once i'm gone

just never ever try to remember

left a lonely memory to dismember

take me out of this, i just don't want this anymore

life's a one way street until the dead end

and the past is never forgiving

this wicked past, left like a dirty plague upon these lives

just as you were the poison i could never be the cure for

the past lives in these shadows, behind these masks

always a heavy burden we could barely even carry

we will die for our own sins, and only then will we be forgiven

only then will i be forgiven, in the end

i can't blame you for the hate, even i would do the same

time doesn't need to make amends, we'll all fall away when it comes

and only then the past will forgive us
XII. [screen]

am i still alive? 

is anyone there?

my echoes rupture this screen.

they were never there for me.

just pass me by this time.

just walk on by.

you don't want to be here with me.

you don't want to stand next to me.

if that's the way, then i understand.

even i would do the same.

were i someone else, even i wouldn’t care for me.

please understand, we've both made this appear.

don't make me. 

please don't break me.

i'm only the vehicle of your desire until I break down. 

sunk down.

don't believe in me, anymore. 

because I'm beginning not to believe in myself.

if only I could see you now.

you're so near but miles away from me.

i know i'm blind 

but only you can believe i can see.

and if you believe i can see, 

please guide me to the way out of here.

who is the god and was he ever there?

i closed my eyes long enough to miss it.

you came to me while i was asleep, asleep to the signs.

what makes you think i'm going to believe now, after you've left me like this?

i want to go the right way, but i can't even see the paths.

how can I know the truth when you've lied to me in the past?

leave me alone, here by myself

i wish i wasn't here,  but i wish you were.

could you stay here in my place?

i'm alive long enough to know i've gone.

and sometimes i'm drifting away.

i grasp the surface and try not to sink, 

but still I'm making my way through.

i ask you to forgive me, only to open the way back.

if everything was like it was before, that would be my world.

my reflection, although slowly fading, 

serves as a reminder that I'm still here.

i keep on living this every day, trying to convince myself that it's alright 

and believing the lies that i tell myself.

this life, is slowly toppling, losing balance.

will it fall down here before me?

this mask of skin slowly falling down and off.

if i should topple, you won't be here to catch me.

gather my pieces shall i fall apart.

make your amends shall i break this heart.

this life is so fragile, and these hands are like glass.

after all of this, i'm still trying to convince myself that there's something there.

but there's nothing.

what is there to look forward to?

time shall only bring about pain, and small portions of salvation.

and time is mostly comprised of filth.

these jagged knives 

a look in your eyes.

i just can't believe anymore.

i feel like i've done this all before.

and I didn't come out on top.

i was the victim, that somehow kept on living.

through this conflict, both internal and external.

and maybe i'm already dead. 

but just buried alive.

and peering out of the grave at that look in your eyes.
CYCLE 2: CONTROLLED DESCENT

I. hyde  / II. gravest one / III. paradise / IV. addiction / V. niederung / VI. opcode abrasivis  / VII. hopeless /  VIII. gone wrong (guardian) /  IX. imperfection /  X. icy red / XI. precursor / XII. a wooded area (16 square acres)

I. [hyde]
bound in chains somewhere somehow somebody roams free without restrictions 

but i'm not that person and it'll never be me

because i'm trapped in my box afraid to see the light of day

i close my eyes in hopes that i wake up to a brighter day 

but the light won't leak through the walls 

and i hope i never wake up this time 

my eyes are sealed shut just like my heart and mind

i've ruined my own name 

you just don't know me, do you?

you never expected this would happen 

you never dreamed your nightmare would come true 

hope you see me though another light this time

you've no clue what lies on the inside 

i'm just a piece of meat to you 

i'm almost old enough to march down the line 

to stick with the others as they prod the forks in 

...and so i hide deep inside

i hope the walls cave in this time, leave me breathless 

trying to crawl out of this mess i've made 

i wish there wasn't a way to escape 

please bring the whip down again, please bring my life out again

is there a way? 

could there be some way around this? 

all the obstacles of life that i’ve set 

blocking my way to the other side 

ten years in the future 

this will just be a passing thought in my mind, i hope i forget it

i'm not normal and neither is the world 

if there is a god we'd all be in hell and not just me 

so i hide deeper and deeper in my hole 

this big black hole with no way out but to put the dirt back in

II. [gravest one]

it's not me, but you can feel it

you can taste it as well as you can know me

splitting at the edges, you can never show me

clouds through empty space, you never see me

clawing at this guise, you can never be me

never.

how would you ever understand?

i grow closer to my enemies and further from my friends

they don't care, maybe just a phase

bowing down before the flags they'll never raise

i think i'm drowning  / i want to know for sure / am i still breathing? / i'll throw away the cure

am i the gravest one? or do i rest under the gravestone? will i ever know?

bow down to others before worshipping yourself. look past these lies before seeing the truth.

look down the barrel before grabbing the gun. die an old man before keeping your youth.

III. [paradise]

seven is the number of the king

yet every day it amounts to nothing

a zero - null and void

they've found him but he's lost it all

he sinks into the ground yet we still stand tall

up to the point of the pyramid

straight into the punctures in his skin

he looks back to realize

never had a day in his life that resembled paradise

all the cards they've dealt him

he can't play any of them

so he'll have to fold - today and forever

for now is the time to end

my black and blue eyes

through which the decay begins

every sickness yields a new beginning

but soon enough it all has to end

it wasn't god who put me here

it's all your fault for letting go

you should've seen the signs

you should've known

it should have never begun

this sullen waste of life

a spectacle for all to see

sordid stares through the wide open space

but they'll never see inside

just a piece of flesh that keeps on moving

nothing more but empty space

nobody will ever relate to

because they'll never understand

and as i drift into my space

nobody will remember who i was

or even care to know

there will be no forgiveness

i am what you all have made me

and i die because you've all destroyed me

and deep inside

there was nowhere to hide

so i found my paradise

IV. [addiction]

you're everywhere but here

i see your face, i'm sure you don't want to see mine

i think i know your every move

i knock, but nobody ever answers the call

i know where you are right now

miles away, i can still feel your presence

the diamond in a field of coal

made of flesh and blood, no machines

do you know even know i'm here?

i've known you for so long, how long have you me?

how long has it been? how far can i go?

i can walk for miles, but still not reach it

and even when i'm right next to you, you're so far away

can it stop now? is it alright now?

if there's a way to try, i know i'll still persist

i try to get inside, although i know no enterance exists

have i gone down? is there no beginning?

i just can't stop, but it seems you'll never start

and perhaps someday you'll wonder why it had to be like this

V. [niederung]

i could speak, but there's nothing to say

i could pry these eyes open, there's nothing to see

i could open my ears, what's there to hear?

i'm too gone to realize what's here

i'm too gone to even care, anymore

too gone, too low, too low to the ground

metal holding down the faces, of everyone who ever mattered

in this hollow world, i dream of forgiveness

please don't let this take me

the oxygen inside

the air is strangling, i left you there hanging

moreso choking, the rain left me soaking

the dormant air, ginseng is the devil

i'm rising now or on another level

all these sacred dreams i could never reach

sometimes violate myself, more damaged than outspoken

got ran by a red light that left me dangling there, broken

the river's not flowing anymore, the way that is right

i'm on my knees praying, i need back my sight

i need to dream, i don't have to be stuck like this forever

sometimes life is fixed, in shifts that turn out the wrong way

but which way is there for bullets when rivers don't bank, say

"more easier said", this controlled force of impact

injected with speed, derailed more than attacked

and what's left there for me, when blood runs dry

left out in the open, under euthanasian skies

where comes the distance, when i've so far yet to go

just let me into this theatre and cancel the show

all the things i'm looking forward to are always looking back

looking up towards the heavens that keep weighing me down

i just can't return yet, there's so much i need yet

i know i can burn, but i know i can't bleed yet

i'm a fluid slowly streaming through this threaded life

half slow, half blind, what am i trying to find?

fixed bullets, i'm heavier more than weighed down

stone future, engraved in this lead crown

this one way restraint, needed to keep safe

you can take the high road, but i need to stay low

so low grounded, i can't hear the sounds now

feeling the ground now, ignition to speed up the pain

this really needs to end now, what's left to send now?

forwards and back, dropping the needle

like a pendulum fixed to the steeple

all so superficial, lead them to what you believe

but don't be surprised when they turn back and leave

i'm sick, and this environment is thick

can't see through this skin that locks me away

through oceans, these blood red waves could never change me

and once i'm back, you say it has quite rearranged me

all this time spent, all this asking why

the stars where always a haven, attached in the sky

i could always trust the darkness, when all is forbidden

the light sheds everything that i need to keep hidden

...until i am at peace with myself, there's a war going on in this head

it's pleading for me to find some cover, it's pleading for me to forget everything at all

just be forewarned when i do decide that i want to hit the ground

there will be no chance to repent when everything runs out

you spell, only to speak to me

everything has turned out to be so weak, see the blindness surrounds you






 at least now i know i've found you

are you safe in this tree of chaos which i have carved out and chopped down?

i've cut you down too low, soon you'll be hitting the ground

pull out these wires please and disarm it before it starts to harm you

you're running low or running out, and i'm draining this sense of doubt

and now it seems i'm falling out

have a negative people, you're not supportive enough

what does it take to change you?

just give it a trip and i'll tell you anything

i'm keeping so much from everyone, you wish you knew what was going on

run around, this town is so run down

you're set up so much like a car, but i'll never get behind the wheel

i just can't feel anymore, to associate with this one last moment

i'm never going to hit the ground anymore

VI. [opcode abrasivis]

third from the left, center to the right

abrasive, and disconsolate, emerging from the night

distill the light, the dimmest sight

what i thought was wrong, always was right

always down the same path, but different every time

collapsing and decay, beneath the ladders i shall never climb

all was thrown away before i could get it together

open your eyes, past this diguise you will never sever

under the skin, all the tortures within

needles and pins, will ease away all the sin

yet another day past i'm sure to forget

carefully placed in this moment i'll soon regret

a soul gone under / all plight and plunder / light gone without thunder

all my past will never last

future comes too fast

the present was never there for me, nor i for it

scabbed hands, caress this wounded machine 

cuts and scratches, all skin and bones between

failure of the system, you know the drill

despair of me, to learn the art of nill

sometimes the weak, crawl out from underneath.

VII. [hopeless]

maybe i'm dead too much for the fact i live and i'm paid too much for the less i give

hope is hopeless, i can't give like a machine but i give into demands like you're the user (or more likely the abuser)

i can't face the hate, live feel dream, fed hate like a drug just to stay alive 

in this it's all so hopeless world in which we hide

just drop the curtain, i'm pushing away

had too many near-life experiences

can't i just go back now?

and i look back on dead times...

like a rifle, my life was automatic

everyday waiting for it to go off

i had the death perception, preceived the things

you'd never even recognize, world was in these eyes

but the world was starting to burn, sometimes they never learn

people said we lived in a time of peace...

but our world, this world, was a killing machine

gave all your hate to the ones who won't fit in

should this be the way? since time came in, we've given in.

our one and only sin, but i refused to breathe in

maybe i don't want to fit in

and i know there's many out there who look at it the same way...

because life, there was really nothing to it

make your money, spend it, then die

not thinking there might be something better, somewhere in these skies

i can't see anything, the world wants us to be blind

and when these eyes are opened, there's not much there to find

i'm still aware of how you've all crossed me in the past...

but i'm not looking back, i need to forget

i don't want to remember anything / i don't need to be awake to be alive

still maybe that light may someday get brighter

there may still be a way

i used to know the escape, but i won't remember...

it's not too late to change my path

how i still remember these blackened days

like blackened eyes that someday shall see

and someday like you, i shall become one

i shall soon undergo the change

and know deep inside, i still won't forgive any of you...

sometimes i wish there wasn't a face for this name

and when you die i'll take all the blame

it doesn't have to be like this, i never wanted this

i can't show this face, you shouldn't know this name

i've tarnished all and everything, i cannot ever be seen now

keep me still, closed doors lock me away...

this secret skin closes me in

i'm shedding life for a drifting in

but after all, i still can't remember a lovely method of death to dismember

the ways you hate it all and have it all 

but, you still don't know what to do with it...

all hope is hopeless
VIII. [gone wrong (guardian)]

i can see myself falling apart

falling astray, i'm incorrect in my ways

nothing i do will ever be right 

or correct in anyone's eyes except my own

why is it that i can't see anything straight?

i've lost all focus of life

nothing left but a knife, which is slicing slowly through this pain

through these eyes, you'll see that nothing is the same

please let me see what i need to see

i'm turning into all the things i don't want to be

if i learn from my mistakes, by now i'm probably a prodigy

there will be many things i shall accomplish, many i shall regret

i've nothing new to go for, and soon enough i will forget

because this life is nothing more

either control or be controlled

sometimes feel there's someone else behind this soul

or beneath this skin, i'll never know

are you in control?

i'm not the one to change this into what it needs to be

it's you who brought out the worst in me

blackness surrounds us, you know we'll never see

everything has gone wrong in this world

we might think we're changing things for the better but we create our own demise

a rise given to the evil, i never meant it to be like this

but sometimes the wheel turns the wrong way

and you'll know the truth when night turns back into day 

because someone's looking out for me today

making sure my darkest mask doesn't fall away

making sure this dead skin still drapes my bones

making sure that i'll ever be left here alone

because i'm not meant for everyone

no reason for me to live outside my means

this cage is enough to keep me from you

and these lies are enough to keep me away from the truth

watch over me

make sure i don't escape

you're always above me

picking me apart, and all my failures

why must i make all these mistakes?

i live my life here for you to take

depression comes in three's

and success comes only once

everyday thriving to make things how they used to be

you'll never walk that path again

you can take my fifteen minutes, what would i have to do with them anyway?

i feel as if i am falling apart. 

falling astray, 

i pale in comparison

all things in life were a false start. 

falling apart, 

an astray selection

IX. [imperfection]

even if it's perfect, you will search to find a flaw

imperfect, as everyone is, better make them more aware

i've walked the mile, but all the while, i've been here all along

circling back to the beginning, all this hate has got me nowhere

you've got to look, got to find, what's keeping us inside

some things will never change, just as i'll never break the surface

dying words like a living death, can't escape this living hell

some things just never seem so certain

i live this role as an object, so novel, something to pass your time

move through, more or less, by being told what to do

and i always give in, when you're still wanting more

you can't stop pushing me through

audiophonic corridors, that mesmerize and decimate

the earth revolves as we concave, slowly becoming more

we cannot sell the future down the line, like these lonely souls

reaching down the depths of the past, you know we've locked the door

and maybe i've been sick this whole time

    although i know i'll never cure this

    i keep on treading this path of crime

and maybe i've been so dead that i just can't live

    although i know it's you who still controls me

    i'm running out, because it's more than i can give

irregular, nobody seems to fit in this world, all seperate

so seperate and divided, life lives to be decided and

no matter what the day brings, you won't be satisfied

just the kind with the closed up mind, you only see through blinded eyes

you can blame it all on everyone, but you're the one at fault

the one who wants to be so perfect, the one without a doubt

we're all so imperfect, inside, but outside we know 

that we're perfect, and our made up faces, can't see past the lie

X. [icy red]

sorry if i ruined your good time, you've ruined all that i am

i'm so soft and fragile, you're so sure to break me

this flesh won't last another day ALONE

this world is painted red, you always thought it was blue

it's only red for me, my tainted misery

give me the anger i need, and i'll bleed and add some more colour to this EARTH

i'm living the dead life, the red lights

illuminate the ice in the fire, the truth in the liar

i'm so alone, sickly, so still and standing in the LIGHT

it's all the same cycle over again

i punish you, you punish me, i punish myself

we're all victims, soon enough you'll know

dreadfully deadful, we can't see past this cloud of DIRT

a pulsing red, the ice is breaking and i'm slowly slipping out of this great circle

just melting underneath this hollowed fire

the fire that lit the torches of our lives

but this flame will soon be distinguished, 

and i am all but ASHES

XI. [precursor]

remember me by this when i'm no longer here

this is all i have to give, but i need nothing

i live for all your imagined pleasures

it's your fake way of feeling alive

but i can't help but live inside your rotten mould

    i can't help but feel fake, artificial and made up 

and i can't help but thinking that maybe i don't belong

    i just won't need a reminder when they pass me for salvation

tell them that i've had enough

can't help feeling that i'm not here

can't stop escaping from this routine

won't feel wicked until i'm dead

can't stop breathing until i live

will i die for your sins?

can i lie down right here?

underneath these stones 

yet you know i'm not alone

maybe life was a race

i just kept falling behind

and maybe death is victory

that's why i kept losing

perhaps just an item

but others, maybe gold

you make me decay

and i say you're sold

send me down the line

i'm just trying to make a buck

do all i can

but i've an empty glass of luck

so alien to your world

one day we used to live

now we're bought and sold like machines

tied and bound like slaves

maybe there is something better

somewhere out there

somewhere better exists but we just don't care

someday they won't remember us

the past was in the books

but not enough was written

and now nobody writes at all

we're all so digital now

all so controlled like mice

 remember the day when we always thought twice?

but we refuse to escape

technology is the eden

we thrive on bitter fruit

there must be someone better than all of us

who will help us see the signs

but even this will be forgotten

some just don't even care

XII. [a wooded area (16 square acres)]

is it acceptable?

maybe it is not quite so to eat a tree

not quite so a treat, for trees are wooden

were washington's teeth to be wooden might he consume a different pair of teeth instead

for wood might not be as unusual and/or foreign to him

because wood cannot consume wood, shall it consume only itself

eat food.

this is as apparent as the air is so, i am sure of such things, but many things i am not so

see, ozzy osbourne bit the head of a bat

yet there is a song by beck called where it's at

two turnables, i think so, or rather it's all station to station, my morning version of javelin

this afternoon normality, has quite increased into a formality

gravity, i only said that word because it rhymed

but it doesn't quite rhyme every time

use your brain.

.

ten is c or is tennessee?

what did delaware? a new jersey, i said.

there was a guy on the show 'hey dude'. his name was ted.

struggling, as i try to find out what color an orange is

a sparrow in the mind is worth one on the floor

spent my time in the rat house, knocked over the door

it's not your fault.

this paper is indeed folden, the formation of 16 squares is as apparent as the first stanza.

light a flame for each one, and the fire is eternal.

i'm internally nocturnal, but only when i wear thermal

if i was a triangle, i'd be isoceles

socrates, he was the spokesman for nabisco

those are crackers, not cookies, keebler is the elf one

remember the postulate? you mean the alamo, right?

this is a place in texas, probably

a war-time conflict took place in that section

and in the forest, maybe some trees are congruent

swahili, being a language in which i'm not very fluent

derive sadness from rain.

remember the board game called grape escape?

well, there's a stupid playstation game called ape escape

and marlon brando was in a movie called the great escape

the common denominator being the word escape

thus, creating a bit of linkage between the three

they bond much like the stocks

the market crashed on wall street

it was terrible, too many people were stealing watermelons

and alas there was a vault.

and when i'm down, i always go to green acres

theres a lot of basketball players on the los angeles lakers

the ball they could scoop, placement for the hoop

eat raisins for pavement, they were angels also

they weren't in the outfield.

i, not really knowing why, those gasoline and cherry pies.

it just put me in the right mood.

eat food and use your brain

it's not your fault you derive sadness from rain.

and, alas there was a vault, it just put me in the right mood. 

it was just the right time. just the right place.

let's get this started.

CYCLE 3: VIDEO EYE

I. shipwrecked automobile earth / II. the equation / III. toobers and zots (radio edit) / IV. words to live by (in 7 easy to follow steps) / V. what for? / VI. someone better / VII. the last day / VIII. truth is death / IX. veins and wires / 

X. assembly line / XI. redefinition / XII. reflected in the stones 

I. [shipwrecked automobile earth]

one hour until the selection

two minutes to the destruction

five minutes until we all know our place

aesthetic petals dare severed in my space

photogenic teachers serenade as self-righteous beauties shower

fedoras inside the gulls should not be gazing at the flower

breathing raindrops lament as i engaged a ponderous frog

proper egyptians talk while drowning in the fog

hands would not have been distant had you been echoing the tape

all the magnificent times all fell into their shape

the canyon absconded your imprecise aborigine

chalk doctor's pornographic cravat crawled to the scene 

but no-one dared to move as the yetis diversified

lazy photographers all ratified

the radio rankled and slowly died

the surface had changed a hard birth in time

souls adjacent to the births may have been caustic

the dive bombing machine might have been tragic

causing the insisting alleys to reach a photographic letter

now doesn't that make you feel all better?

a letter from the suiciding sheaths on the reluctant stream

explaining how they listened to the dumb matresses scream

a tall tale, a small devotion

a telling of how cold purifying lightning lie to rest in the ocean

the apathetic paperboy watched the caniballistic master's emotion 

raised his hand to the sea

caused the lightning to smolder those that should not be

my espousing cravat and generator

turned towards the operator

the odd pumps became crosses and the bodies empty spaces

the lightning dozed and the sleeves turned asininely against all races

nightcaps of the hill split in two

i perceived a morose mast of glue

all welcome the asteroid in the gutter! 

the matrons tire of chewing crusts with the butter!

where do legs out of mares fold the carbine?

when do plagiaristic fires eavedrop on the allies?

for what do the killed above spaces kill?

the headmaster stopped and down went the drill.

mares outside the vices must be evil

arduous deaths they frequently deal

the moment lived for minutes even after it died

can't count the seconds for as long as they cried

the end was near and had arrived

for all along they were deprived

now they will have it all
II. [the equation]

if i were you, i'd swallow an astronaut

atomically rendered, my aerospace museum

put an arrow through my parking space

i knew you should have seen them

if i would've known you were an airplane pilot

i'd fold trash upon your garbage can

some straw flies southwest, heading east

some flies west, a boy of cow the dust, it says

i am more than a human, but i'm still alive

if these words stay true to tell me how to survive

i'm a living example of the ocean's current

but were i currently an ocean, i'd be dead

the earth's equator is frightening to some

but were the earth equilateral, i'd be a bum

you can take all the fingers, next the thumb

but maybe not next year, all the days of which are numb

the kings and policemen, they're on a quest for glory

at their own leisure of course, perhaps they all were spacemen

some rockets go to the moon, and others don't

scott baio probably ate the others, meaning the rockets of course

chicago rockets, they spoke to me

but that's probably the wrong city

it's not like you really care

it's me doing the goddamn poem, alright

now let me clue you in on the stasis of today's world:

i mean, the music scene is doing well in these turbulent times

many groups of fine musicians are breaking out into the mainstream

one of which that broke out many years ago is the new age band black sabbath

because black sabbath was one of the pioneers of that whole hard rock era

and also a vehicle for one ozzy osbourne, kind of a dark band in other words

they accused it of being satanistic, them meaning the cast of saved by the bell

but the up side being that they were an influence on reggae bands such as ace of base

but it all came to a halt when the assassination of abe lincoln sparked off a world war

the battle of gettysburg was a trip, meaning that a lot of people tripped maybe

but a lot got very victorious and went on to fight the english instead

speaking of which the english muffins don't even look like muffins

and canadian bacon doesn't even look like bacon, it's ham for gods' sake

with that said it is a fai(n)r conclusion to say that 

this world does not equal the pi r squared, i suppose

but now that i look at the word assassination, john f kennedy is a link to that word

assassination has two asses in it, meaning that two asses shot john f kennedy 

i mean they were, right? and looking at the cup seeing that either it is

half full or half empty, has nothing to do with optimism and pessimism

it has everything to do with whether you're thirsty or not

i mean if you're thirsty you'll want the half full one because you want a full cup

but you're only getting half so it's all good in the hood

but it's half empty if you're not because you don't want it

another determining factor is what is in the cup, if it is a drink you don't like

it'll be half empty and vice versa, therefore this is not a fair test of pessimism and what not

end stasis of today's world.

the equation isn't equal.

III. [toobers & zots (radio edit)]

your father eats brotwurst and saucy old beer.

cheese gets thinner when sat on its rear.

painted hotdogs playing x-bots 

just cannot compare to toobers and zots.

your mom had breakfast with some old geezer,

while you sat on your cat and listened to weezer.

little old toys, you know i’ve got lots 

but nothing is better than toobers and zots.

oh, the kool-aid man, he'll always be dancin' 

when he listens to marilyn manson.

fruit juicy flavour, kool aid has got lots, 

but it’s still doesn’t come near toobers and zots.

yeah, your kitchen sink was always singin’,

because your kitchen sink was abraham lincoln.

poor king arthur had to get his shots, 

he lived in a time without toobers and zots.

you ate fudgebars and thought they were good.

your mom played soccer and ate some wood.

you've got to go and eat the rest of your peas.

i’ve got to go to play with old moldy cheese.

the pickle people rest on big cots.

they play around with toobers and zots!

toobers and zots at my parties!

toobers and zots in the beer!

there's silver things they called shardies.

and there's rubber things in my ear.

toobers and zots will get you, they're in your room at night

they'll punch you in the fingers, and dress up like a knight.

they'll pull hair out of your elbows, and eat lunch in your nose.

they'll snap their fingers in the ocean, and spray you with a hose.

toobers are like salads,

they're green and full of grain.

zots are like chicken,

cuz you can eat them in the rain.

toobers have fun in the toilet playing reindeer games.

zots have fun when you boil them and call them names.

they look at you weird when you try to make friction.

they like the radio a lot when it plays jane's addiction.

so go buy those toobers and zots today!

buy 'em right now if you have a way!

they're fun to play with and they're a worldwide passion.

if you start to wear them, they might be a fashion.

so get some money in your pocket and head to the store.

buy toobers and zots and your life won't be a bore.

so lay down the money and you'll have them in a bag.

and remember to clean them every week with a rag.

i wish i could say more but i'm running out of room.

toobers and zots can save you from eternal doom.

IV. [words to live by (in 7 easy to follow steps)]

1. nine out of five patients spread sheets for cellophane, more susceptible than hunting fish from eating spain. some  

     think they're on top for playing coffee with pucks. they're out of luck, because i just ate your duck.

2. spanish matthews, he comes out of the mist. so, chew your food before there's meat in the wrist. i disgress and i  

    discern, as if i knew what those words meant.  some sit on tvs and eat sofas, the others pay my rent.

3. you are what you eat, what then if i eat a car? if you drive inside of me, some wouldn't get very far. when the centers 

    are aligned, aquarius is your sign. even when you walk in circles, there's still a steady decline.

4. stay in drugs, don't do school, get yourself a money pay.  violence is not the means for the answer of today. lead by 

   example, unless you like to walk off of cliffs. don't put a screen door on your life if it's a sinking ship.

5. floor tiles and cement is not a healthy meal. the batman forever soundtrack has a song on it by seal. and, if one in the 

   hand is worth two in the bush, don't put your two hands through one bush, because in the end... your one hand is    

   worth the equivalent of two bushes, and if your hand is in the bush, then it must be accumulated for the value of both. 

   you've got to also account for the bush when trading in your hands, unless you trade them in for bushes, then it's 

   double the value because one bush is worth two hands. so don't mix bushes and hands, because the greenery is lethal.  

6. if a penny saved is a penny earned... don't shop at jc penneys with your pennies because then there'd be too many 

    pennies to account for and a commotion may be caused when the time arrives for the clerk to efficiently count each   

    penny out, but know that he has earned each and every one because he works at the store and the money always 

   comes around. but were i to find a penny on the sidewalk and save it, i would not earn it because i do not work on the   

   sidewalks, but were i to find one that was earned, i would save it or if i found one at work it would be earned.

7. so in conclusion, if you keep the right path, stay on track, keep the destination in sight and live life to the extent of 

   the fullest, then and only then you might probably succeed in theory. be sure to always keep it real, knowing in fact  

   that you aren't fake and always love your neighbor unless he regularly dumps vats of sewage on your lawn. living by 

   these standards, you should live bestedly, that's probably not even a word, though.

V. [what for?]

you tear everything apart, prying to find the center of it all

trying to change things that stay the same, but they're fine the way they are

trying to make nightmares out of dreams so serene, but scratching at the surface won't get you inside

and it's never a perfect place, yet you try and try to make it the worst one

all along you were so wrong, you'll never see the truth

and it's no use pointing it out, because you ignore the facts

victimizing everyone except for yourself, and locking the doors on everyone else

but what for?

and you want to make it different, when it's you that needs changed the most

so hypocritical

you hurt yourself, just to make them die

and it's all the same

taking different approaches to a place you'll never reach

it's a living hell

you ruin all the others, when it’s you who needs to face the flames

you can keep on searching because you'll never find it

and you can keep on pushing, you can't move it or replace it

everything's out of focus for you

why can't you see it clearly?

and why won't you do what they asked you?

you probably didn't hear them

and there i was through it all, stationary, as they burned down the bridges

no torch in hand, just sat there as the fire spread

and as it circled where i was, i never cared

just let them go on as they were, while it was scorching me

and i didn't notice the pain, didn't quite know it was coming

then again, did i ever care? and would i ever want to?

and through it all, i still move on, you can’t tear me down, you’re only hurting yourselves

VI. [someone better]

life is just a game, everyone's trying to win

but it's always cancelled, they always forfeit

if life is like the working place, i'm calling in sick

i can't take this anymore, i think i'm going to quit

paint my face, make me look real fake

in this world, you need to die to be alive

take my name, i never wanted to be real

i'd like to turn back, but sometimes you never survive

someone better should take my place

when in doubt, i should be replaced

when i feel like a empty hall

someone better should take my fall

i can take all i want but i will still want more

if i can take you down two ways, you can take me down four

if there must be, if there will be, there must be some way to live

i'm going down a dead end path, i take more than i give

when i can't feel anymore, they have to make me feel

someone better has to step in

when i'm not real anymore, make me up to look real

i can't do this anymore, someone better take me away from here

i can't stand this anymore, someone better make me alive

VII. [the last day]

please try to forgive me before i fall off the blank face of this earth

all my life i've been a liar, i've been living this out

stuck on the inside, no reason for doubt

but once i'm drained and empty, i'm useless to some

what will become of me once i'm gone?

too terrific to be terrified 

you're the god in your own mind  but see if you can control me now

i'm reeling and running out, this cup is almost gone

there is no turning back, you can't stop me yet

electricity like poison, running through these veins

it's all crashing down, like bullets from a loaded gun 

you can see a dying world, everytime you look through my eyes

i'm watching myself from the outside, how i wish i wasn't here right now

can i take myself away, if today will be the last day

my reflection, subjected to confession

i'm not deserving for all i've gotten

this punishment you put me through, you break me in two

i'm in pieces, while you stay whole

live everyday like it'll be the last, but i didn't want this to come true

it's all because of you 

i've tried so hard, but failed in the end

i ask you to forgive me, this can't be the last day

i've done nothing to deserve this, please let me escape

i've tried to stay awake through this nightmare

but i just can't help becoming the things i hate

i just can't help contradicting myself

but if i'm just like everyone, why am i so different

why am i withdrawn, from everything and everyone?

i want to be free, i want to become, but you won't let me 

please don't let this be the last for me

turn this back around, i want it to be like it was before

i've tried so hard to escape this cell

please unlock this door, i don't want to be alone, tied down to this stone, let me out, don’t let this be the last

VIII. [truth is deatb]

angry, at the world

everybody, but you

this pain is consuming me

you know, i'm easily replaced

more than ever, defaced

and soon enough than never, deceased

and never missed, and i'm just like everyone here

everybody on their death beds, are all forgotten by the masses, became a memory forbidden

only a few we even bother to remember, and then they're forgotten again

death is to be forgotten, and very seldom remembered

everybody's hiding something, from somebody else

there's a side to everyone, they're keeping away from view

and you know those moments, all those filthy events

you don't want them to know about, if revealed you know they'd hate you

so everyone's just keeping it in, keeping it all in to stay alive

we've all got a dark side we don't want them to acknowledge

because then we'd be lesser in their eyes 

maybe we are all just lesser, without anybody to say we are so

we've all sinned, but we want them all to think we're perfect

and nobody bothers to try to find out the truth, no one going behind the skin

i've said before that we're all just blind, but maybe it's better this way

maybe it's better to live out this lie and never know the truth

because sometimes the truth can be ugly, and we're not prepared for it

people tell lies because the truth usually brings about pain, suffering

that is why we feed off of lies, because they keep us further away from the truth

if the truth was ever discovered, we'd all become the lowest common denominator

so to keep society on the right path, we must live in a false reality

the truth is death and death is the truth

truth brings about death, death brings about truth

us living in our isolated shells made of myths will never see what is really there

in a world of sitters, nobody is willing to stand

and it shall always be this way, because of the truth

IX. [veins and wires]

FEAR the anguish, the anguish of fear

fear driving inside, killing of THE mind.

mind over matter, nothing left inside 

inside, but left behind to be killed

killing something else, i've ceased to exist

exist for my existence, which lies 

barred on the wires.

and when the WORLD ceases to exist, realize you and me deserved nothing less

i've forgotten how cold i am, how delusional this world is

how fake this all has become, and how real i am IN this fake world

we deserved nothing less, we never really deserved anything

you and me.

MY VEINS like wires intertwined within

i've wanted so much more, but nothing seems to come

convicted i am, nothing ever seemed to phase this 

scratching at the pavement, even in dreams i can't escape

still tangled in the wires.

i FEAR THE WORLD. the blood running IN MY VEINS

i can feel it now, i'm so alive, nothing can get in my way

no longer tied up, strung out. no longer. and i can't stop now.

i'll look back on all this and remember how i came out on top.

X. [assembly line]

stand in line, single filed. on solitary platform stands the majority

until they decide, malice in mind, to move them up or to cast them below

the common criminals, assume the role

they're moving them all down these days

underneath the skin of life, i, while they all stand above it all

while all along set below, beneath all this, i am one of the others

i feel the death of the world. all concept of life has been replaced.

you've ripped it away from me

i'm empty now on the bottom shelf. as days past, cast me lower and lower.

you can't even stand my presence

dwell on who i was, not who i am. it's everything about this world i'll never stand for

sometimes keeping myself, other times letting them feed off of me

but i'm too afraid to stand above this, not here and now, someday though

you'll be filled with regret, someday, you'll beg forgiveness

was it gods decision to move me down, put me underneath all this?

as i try to climb out, you cower in shadows, you hide away

you've never felt pain, this pain, this pain i've been dealt

sometimes i feel above it, other times buried by it, unable to escape

but one day is the day i destroy it, the day i cast all of this down to my place

sometimes i crawl, other times i've fallen, but today i shall stand above you

you want to feel the dirt from inside the hole, i never promised you anything

just like you've never given me anything, except for what i've never needed

right now i don't need you, you're just like everyone else, aren't you?

death is just something worth living for

life is just something worth dying for

but why live when you're already dead?

and why die if you don't want to live again?

death kills all concept of life, 

and life is nearing closer to death.

let me live this moment through.

i'll never forgive you, even after all of this.

yet there is no way to escape, now you've won.

i hope you are greatful now that i am gone. you'll have to find somebody else now.

and the cycle goes on, nobody forgets.

never reaching an end, until the earth fades.

XI. [redefinition]

but i was never really there under your cold and vacant stare

while i was grasping slowly on you rose the moon before the dawn

you know the pain is all that's real when i can never really feel

redefine your thoughts, redefine your heart, redefine your all

you need to start this over again before you come crawling back

white fangs puncturing all the beautiful things, i could ever care to hold as my own

out of all the dead things in this world you had to be one of them didn't you?

time elapses mind collapses and underneath we pretend it's nothing at all

but if i listen close i can hear that you're screaming inside

so, lie down low just like the sun / get out of the way, this must be done

conquer, concussion, redefinition / only death rises on the television

succumb to the outside make true to the inside

the core has been rotting for years but the outside is a sweet fruit

come and taste me for what i am or what i was so long ago

no second glances, no third chances 

i can't let you off like this / i just can't let you be free 

our colours run together, turning to black

like the darkness, we'll never come out in the day

when i saw you lying there, never thought it'd be like this

it can't be this way, but only you wished it would never end

XII. [reflected in the stones]

crawl inside my mind

past all distractions

can i live past my infractions?

i plot the course

the distances ill reach

but getting there is difficult

everything i've not expected

but now i know

and i'll never forget how

all the mistakes i've ever made

you know i'll never be forgiven

they never let things go

everyday i make a new enemy

and lose another friend

was it like this until the end?

i can't remember anymore, i don't want to

reflected in the stones

i'll never be real anymore, unless i have to

reflected in the stones

i see you as everything

but to everyone else you're not much

emptiness, just as i am, empty like me

and the words, your beauty, im not deserving

you'll never be there for me, but i've always been here

your mansion's grey, my heart is cold, they go together well

death goes, i become, you are, i was, never where, is this the time?

i can't remember anymore, i don't want to

reflected in the stones

i'll never be real anymore, unless i have to

reflected in the stones

breathe life into this day, held sacred within these hands

pray it'll never go away, but are these prayers ever really answered?

is he really there to listen, or can we fulfill our own requests?

sometimes i wonder where this came from, just long enough to watch it being destroyed.

maybe he did create us, but we've already put him out of service.

and maybe he knows, is that why we're slowly falling apart?

i can't remember anymore, i don't want to

reflected in the stones

i'll never be real anymore, unless i have to

reflected in the stones

....my reflection, it's a given, but i don't give it to you

youll never see the true face, behind all this, am i really who you think

you don't think, i don't know, we'll never be apart

splitting apart, thrown away, i see it all now

reflected in the stones

CYCLE 4: OF LIFE AND LIMB

I. hard wired (terminal) / II. the filth (and the game of god)/ III. too late to save me (the one way ticket) / IV. mint toothpick /

 V. aminals need a home (unholy ransom note) / VI. 200 years / VII. martyr /  VIII. forgive / IX. lethal/ingredient / X. collapse / XI. beLIEve / XII. this week in sports / XIII. ekwual

I. [hard wired (terminal)]

just as a reminder, an indication of what is to come

surveying the silence, you’re born again but i’m already numb

what once was there shall never return / what once was ice has yet but to burn

what’s done is done, there’s no turning back now

the past shall bring the future’s decline

we’re all tied down in this web of hate

but there’s no undoing this life on the line

struggle as we try, but there’s no escape

everything has happened before, and again

there is no stopping it, there is no end to this

and as i make myself, create myself, so withdrawn from these memories

there’s no denying , i’ve made this mask with help from the enemies

there is no end to the beginning

everything is become terminal, and there’s electricity through these veins

hallowed out, but after all it’s just the same

soon enough, you learn to grow accustomed to your cage

but where were you?

tell me the truth

those who don’t believe, are everything to you

strung out on the wires

to choke the truth from liars

but even then you can’t ease everyone’s pain

nobody should know this

on the inside looking out

i shouldn’t ever be a part, without a doubt

because you know i wouldn’t fit in with this endless routine

something must change this for the better, but i’m not the one to do so

i’m nearly just not good enough

who knows what must be done

because every day is an unending failure

and i’m so outside of normal routine

what does it take to heal a machine?

facing front to the people who want to see my demise

standing tall, nothing but blankness in their eyes

and their clockwork mouths all filled with venom

if i can’t beat them, i might as well join them

so strung out, laid down on these nails

tried so hard everyday but to no avail

there’s go to be some reason why i can’t see things clearly

kind of hard to see when you’ve all blocked up my eyes

i know there’s got to be some way out of this

but i’m too weak to find an exit

and maybe someday you’ll forgive me

maybe one day you’d believe in me

but even then, it’d be too late

when i’m drowning, you’re one second late from saving me

there will be nothing left this time, i shouldn’t believe in this anymore

II. [the filth (and the game of god)]

we are all just toys of god, objects in his little game.

use us, abuse us, it’s like a trick, and we’re all just pawns in his losing match

it’s come down to this, i can’t tell me from yourself

we’re all so similar, and plastic, and we’re all lying to ourselves

you act as if i know what’s going on

i act as if you know me

it’s easier once you know how things will eventually turn out

and they’re not for the better, i can assure you

don’t focus yourself on the past

things are how they are now because of how people have messed up things before us

but we won’t make the same mistakes

so deal out the punishment before i escape

why have you done this?

i don’t know what i’m in for anymore.

even the most beautiful things are often ugly.

even in your most vulnerable moment, i'll never touch you.

even while awake, i’m probably still dreaming.

even in death, i’ll most likely be living.

even in your finest hour, things have already ended.

leaving you alone, leaving us alone in this filth.

what you have made us into, we’re likely to put you away for a long time

we’re not in need of you, let us go on living without you

your creations shall bring an end to you just like they said to you

and once you think you’re pure someone will defy you

sticks and stones shall break me but my name will not effect me

please forgive me for my sins before i do them all over again

once i think i’m gold, you’ll change me back

and my death lies here, an unending trap

shall i greet him this time? should i meet him this time?

i know what i’ve been doing has been so wrong and i’ll swear and swear i’ll never do this again

but once you turn your back, i’ll turn mine as well and i’ll go right back to where i started

your therapy has done no good to me

all this world must reach down for me 

and pick me up from beneath this sand

you can try so hard but i won’t understand. i don’t need to. 

you know, i really don’t need this world

all you people have done nothing for me except to try to understand me

but you’ll never be in my head

only i control

what have you all done for me, apart from what i’ve done to you?

i’ve brought you all down with me

i don’t care what kind of impact i’ve been having.

if life is merely a stage, i believe i’ve crashed your play.

it’s knocked over and collapsing, become so hard to return.

what i am, has yet but to burn and what i’ll be, i’ve yet but to learn.

III. [too late to save me (the one way ticket)]

i remain, a stain upon your life

and through all of this, i know you’re at the end

waiting at the doorway, anticipating my every move

but will i move the right way?

these paths have become all just a blur to me

i know you’re there, awaiting my arrival

awaiting my survival, but broken limbs can only reach so far

i am a problem that you just can’t fix

dead through everything you fit me in

just a piece of plastic processed through this machine

will only take the dirt just to make me clean

all of the wheels have made their mark

grinding me into my place

you’ll never know another face

these machines have already rendered me

and rendered all my senses blind

you are the key to the door

that unlocks my downfall

can i bury the hatchet before it buries me alive?

before you take me away too soon, i never had a chance to die

the flags are already torn and burnt

you are one minute, one second too late

love never came, and i had to settle for hate

now look what you have done to me

you wonder why i can’t stand you, you’re one with my reflection

i can take you apart like no other

the only one who knows you well enough

knows which way the pieces come apart

and what will bring you furthest down

what will take you underground

the angel shall arrive, but seconds late

your salvation shall have to wait

i’m still waiting here for something

an anything to come

the other day i tried to feel

but everything was numb

last one left, although i’m never here

it’s the only way to happiness, although i call it fear

one minute, one second too late

the time has come to seal your fate

and i know you’re not coming back

there’s nothing left of you to return

and my fire is slowly going out

before it had a chance to burn

everything has gone away

leaving me like this, draining me away

loneliness is paradise, nobody to pull the trigger but myself

but even then, there’s be nobody left to see this

just like insects, we feed off each other

and prey off each others minds

consuming for our so-called needs

until the land forever bleeds

we’ll bring it all down again

the dead come out like living beings

this hate comes out like morbid scenes

you can close your eyes, pretend you cannot see this

but it’s already taken you away

i live in the shadow underneath you all

you’re too late to save me now because i’m already dead and gone

already sunk too low, i’ve already left this show

please show me the way to live

i’m taking much more than i can give

you can claw this mask away, but i’ll bet there’s nothing underneath

this is what i am, what you have made of me

the past has become a ghost, already dead in my head

i’m borne anew into this fragile state

should i forgive you or forget you?

for bringing this out of me

i can feel it all slipping away

you can feel it too, understand i’m through

just one verification that i’d never know the way

you can let me out of this cage now 

although i’ve got no place to go

to bow before this routine would be the only path to go

don’t ask me the way, because i’d never know

clawing at this stone, you left me here alone

and drowning in this dream, that is periodically a nightmare

the vision has gone black, and everything is endless

you make me throw it all down and i make you take it for me

take the medication for me, i couldn’t bare to

i can’t handle that which you’ve given to me

don’t pretend i don’t know that you’re laughing beneath me

this life was never anything, this life can wait

this life, a laden mask and jaded portrait

this life was death in a disguise

this life could never close your eyes

stay awake through the nightmare

but asleep to the signs

i cannot help you now

you’re beyond my control

one day i tried to live, but nothing came of it

IV. [mint toothpick]
down like heavy breathing

a briefcase in my soul

launching russian rockets

i thrive for this control

beyond this heavy barricade

i’m sucking straws for lemonade

“you know which way”, i said, performance of potato chip

play your games around this town, i was never good at battleship

is it a mint toothpick?

asked i, as the air was getting thick

it’s what we believe in and what you deserve

for an aminal woodstock on the graded curve

premium cut potatoes

immediate reaction to those tomatoes

those toppings aren’t really fresh

but at least i have my sketchers, it’s the s  

fruit on the bottom

you know, they warned me about the calcium

the cows were never renegades, i doubt you spiked my lemonade

for which i have called the maid

in the elevator, fearing that which it will elevate

V. [aminals need a home (unholy ransom note)]

BLACK COFFEE ON YOUR FACE

I’VE BURNED YOUR FACE WITH COFFEE, DISGRACE

SIR, GET SOME OINTMENT FOR YOUR BURN

THAT WOULD BE THE HEALTHY THING TO DO IN FACT

APPLICATION FOR YOUR FACE, INTACT

ALSO HAVE I. PUT RUBBER SNAKES IN YOUR PILLOWS, M’FING YES

I CAN’T SEE THRU YOUR WINDOWS THEY’RE A BLUR TO ME

USE YOUR WINDEX, AND LISTEN CLOSELY

IT’S IN THE INDEX, HORSESHOES AND SUCH, AND I FORGOT THE WORDS TO HAWAIIAN PUNCH

I AM EVIL, FRIENDS

I BRING ABOUT THE END

EAT YOUR FRIENDS, FIENDS

I COME TO YOU IN YOUR SLEEP

I AM THE DEVIL IN DISGUISE

I’M DISGUISED AS UNCLE JESSE FROM FULL HOUSE

AMINALS NEED A HOME

THEY’RE NOT ACCUSTOMED TO WATCHING HOME ALONE

YEAH, AMINALS NEED A HOME

MACAULAY CULKIN ASSUMED THE IDENTITY OF DAVID THE GNOME

IT’S A MADE FOR TV MOVIE

IT’S MADE FOR DIRT

MY BICYCLES HURT

WHAT HAPPENED TO MY SHIRT

HEY, WATCH IT, YOU REYNOLDS NAMED BURT

YOU WERE IN A FILM SHOW

WELL, I’LL SHOW YOU WHAT FILM

PROBABLY THE ONE I THREW IN THE TRASH HOLE

YOU ASSHOLE

GOD IS IN THE ICON, LET US SEE THE MISS SAIGON

MY RYE BREAD IS GONE, AND I NEED THE BOTTLE OF CALGON

YOU WANT TO SEE ME AWAY

BUT I’LL TELL YOU 

I WON’T GO UNTIL THEY MAKE ME

I’M NOT BREAK UNTIL THEY BROKE ME

YOU SPOKE

HEY, ON THAT STRAW YOU’LL PROBABLY CHOKE

THATS WHAT YOU GET FOR TRYING TO SUCK A DEAD ELEPHANT THROUGH IT

IT’S NOT THE SAME AS DIET COKE

IF AMINAL CLIMB A MOUNTAIN, SAID HE

YOU WILL ONLY REAP THE SHEEP YOU SOW

I’M LEADING THEM AWAY

THAT’S WHAT YOU GET FOR TEACHING US

FOR PREACHING THE REACHING OF US

BUT I’LL TELL YOU AMINALS NEED A HOME

WHAT WITH ALL THE PLASTIC BAG, THEY CAN HAVE THEIR OWN WOODSTOCK IN THERE

WITH THE CENTER STAGE BEING A DAMN POTATO CHIP

SEE WHAT I MEAN

LOOKING THROUGH THE GLOOM, THE CLOCK IN THE HALL

PINK FLOYD THE WALL

COUNTER-EXAMPLE FOR THE FRUGAL GOURMET

DON’T YOU SEE WHAT I AM MEANING TO SAY

THE TV DINNER WAS BLACK SABBATH

AND I SPENT THE NIGHT IN MIAMI

HEY GUESS WHAT I’M HUNGRY

DON’T EAT THE AMINALS I SAID, AND RIGHT SAID FRED

BEFORE I DIRECTLY CONNECT YOUR FACE TO MY FIST, I BELIEVE YOU ARE A PESSIMIST

FOR THE REST OF THIS, GET DOWN LIKE A MAGIC KISS, AND LIKE I SAID YOU’RE ON MY LIST

VI. [200 years]

i bite the hand of the god that feeds me, just let me be myself

i won't take your bitter pill, i just want to live my life

i can't see

everything is in this darkness

blackness, as i am

and i'm blind to these signs

you gave it all up for me but i just won't care

and when the day comes i'll never be aware

200 years, we'll all be forgotten

i'm so out spoken

not speaking because my mind is sealed

there will be no way to escape

you have set it up and i have to get out in time

but of course i'll be dropped down

all dead because this pain in my head

all ahead, but far behind

but you know i can't resist

this bored to death life

alive, yet bored of death

i know you want to see me that way

but who says i'll ever give that away

sometimes just want to sleep through it all, then i wouldn't have to face this everything

just for one day. 

if i could stay dead, just for one day

who knows and who cares

who said i really needed anything

what does life amount to 200 years down the line

what have i done with myself

and once i try to take it all back

it will probably be too late

who said a bullet ever changed anything

who said my life was ever anything

who said a knife could cut through this

this thick threaded life, dead like a doornail

tried to win, but in the end always failed

too much to try to get done, not enough time for anything

just enough time to fail

just enough time to drive in the final nail

before i bail

never try to care. i'm without

never wanted this. i'm within

without you, you're creeping within me

and once i was with you, you could do without me

walk into the warzone

tell me what you see

you lose a bit of freedom

each time you believe in me

even the closest ones take pride in prying me apart

even the purest ones are all just dead beneath the surface

you were sent here to break me, the tide will not take me

i know you won’t forgive me 

you were always one of them

always there to tell me

all the imperfections of life, but i’ll never give in this time

VII. [martyr]

it isn’t our nature to turn the other cheek

to just let things go, and walk away from it all

you can only push a wall so hard until it falls

leaving everyone buried alive

but, of course you’ll lay the blame on the barrier

you wonder why they’ve done this to you

it’s the only solution, after all you’ve done to them

some are born into this world just to be pushed around

with eyes of red venom, but they can’t reach the crown

and just like martyrs, quickly locked away

to never see the light of day

the light of the world won’t want to see their faces

but it’s the victims who need to be disgraced

see, i tried to keep him from my gun

always knew thought he was so kind

unfortunately, i never saw inside his head

and he never spoke his mind

...while everything becomes, so dead and dirty

they can’t stop me from spinning out of control

there’s a piece of coal in place of my soul

there was a fire lit within, but it’s slowly dying

just like me, just like everyone

nobody ever needed me

no one ever wanted me

it’s our world that have created these disturbed minds

and it’s our own decision not to care, or to be aware

nobody will even bother to understand until it’s too late

then you can point all the fingers at everyone and anything

but the other four point back at you

what will it take to bring the truth?

shall everyone be punished because you’ve done this to him?

made him like this, with his eyes on the bullet

there’s got to be some end to this

there must be a stop to this

VI. [forgive]
you're just watching me and waiting patiently, for me to fall

so you can send me down even further than i ever was before

why are you doing this to me? is there a reason why you've placed me underneath?

just why won't you forgive me? is this all because i refuse to believe?

i won’t stand for you and all you are

you expect me to live, well i'm a falling star

and i know it's you who's doing this to me

blindly refusing to let me see what someday i could become

yet you’ve locked me in, all cold and numb

you really think that you can fool me

and you’re quite aware

playing these games and trying to fool me and you know they won't believe me

i'd like to get rid you, but then there'd be nobody left

i live outside your means, i’m too much a man for you to control

but only you know i exist, i never even knew i was here

you expect me to escape, but it’s too much, too much for me to take

in the end, everything was a mistake, i give to you my life to take

i’ve had enough

IX. [lethal/ingredient]
blood, bled dripping down hallowed ground

descend like seeds amongst the soil

down like a death in spades, my abandonment

alone with the blood and the body

as the insects swarm, awaiting there for me

and the blood drops quicker, making it's way through the ground

and the clock winds down the zero, we're running out of time, you and i

i still heard their cries, you left them there to die

to fall upon the grass, to suffocate in their sins

this was your first day alive

and your last day to die

that was the day i never knew you

and this would be the day you’d always forget me

can i live still inside this mask, that’s closing in on this fragile skin?

you are inside forever.

and i cannot be there for you.

you’ve made your own mind this time.

to leave this world behind, the world that always changed your mind.

i bid you farewell, you’re not real anymore.

why should you persist on living, when you’re so dead inside?

i bid you adieu, you’re not real anymore.

and i’m not here anymore.

you’ve never lived outside your mind before.

because life is a poison, and death is the cure

a disease that we live through, our minds so impure

there’s not one beautiful thing, in this wicked world

all so dead and imperfect, but not in our heads

there’s so many of them who want to see me fall

with their empty plates, thinking they have it all

how i’d like to react, to see them derail

to put something in action, knowing i’ll fail

how many of us were still there?

what will take us out, and bring us within?

out of this hole we’re digging ourselves in

the modern future intellect. method is resourceful mint.

equals parking the garage. only in neon letters, man.

green in given gallagher. quite nothing like this stratosphere.

even knowingly processing. this progress is a garbage can.

let us de-evolve this theory. what once what could have been.

will never be. anymore.

that’s it, is it? my diameters like pentameters. down circuit.

we’re not dead, but only animals that eat ourselves down.

if there isn’t a problem, what’s left there to fix?

crystal diamond on the one, and we’re slowly descending.

keeping the tempo with this rhythm of time.

we are forever sacred. we are gods, and we control.

mind elapses in the film show

X. [collapse]

i am so far under

make things like they used to be

make me go back to how i used to be

i can’t stand this mask that strangles me

i fall so far apart

from myself, i am splitting

please before i leave this world

give them a sign that i was here

it’s so hard to speak when there’s nothing that needs to be said

please don’t leave me like this

i never wanted anything in your world

this wasn’t my world

what has become of me?

i’m collapsing underneath this and i shall never ever be perfected

take care of my remains

little things that speak

angels that bring defection

my perfection

i was a random selection that never functioned in this world

where has it gone?

dead things

under this curtain

i bid adeiu

scrape me off of this and dispose of properly

demonstration death maneuver

see it out make it so i want out just let me go

XI. [beLIEve]

i am the spectator, from outside nothing seems to matter

it’s not like it makes any difference, seeing it all from the other side

to watch the flames rise slowly surrounding, then run and hide

these days, they’re burning it all away, every glint of hope

turning us all into what we hate the most

all i need now, is to believe in your one last lie

to depart from this disguise for a sacrifice

to make it all hell, cast it all down for dead

just break it up, and force it down through my head

i only know the words you’ve never said

i refuse to live within your walls anymore

it’s so hard to believe that everything is still so alive

when everyone here has been declared dead, maybe it’s all in my head

don’t tell me who to be, don’t tell me what to see

i’m breaking up this clouded mask

maybe i’ll finally see and awake from this dream

these wicked lies that nobody should ever believe

it’s time for us to get up and leave

i’ve lived in this cage long enough to forget who i really am

pent up with this rage, long enough to forget the reason why

what will it take to break me away? 

you’ve led me down this path

now it’s time to destroy every trace of it behind me

maybe now i can be there for myself like you never were

maybe now i can finally live at last

XII. [this week in sports]

if you walk in somebody else’s shoes

you can play the blues

while drinking booze on a cruise

with huey lewis and the news

but the alarm clock button wasn’t snooze

so i woke up

just a dream it was, screamed i, like ice cream

it’s not my fault i like the game, pipe dream

i’ve aced the quadratic formula until i hit the floor

go for it red, connect four

because i’m high on the rise like clinton nellise

i’ve never played tennis with dennis the menace

nor even an eskimo dentist

never on the skyway, you put a banana in my driveway

and mr. sinatra said i did it my way

THE END

XIII. [ekwual]
transform, i become that of an attitude spectator

the righteous navy knows which sport i speak of

believe me, these things have never been the same (ever again)

liner programming isnt a game (yet so inane)

but realize that the difference is the same

and arise shall even the flame, check your work

it was always so inert, you see

i’m dropping eggs for bird seed

in your head, bleed

cement stains, i have spoken

life itself has more than broken

angel of death, take me with you

lead me to another place

just somewhere else but here

let me see another face

just one that i won’t fear

tell me things could be better

if i wasn’t in this race

angel of life, lead me away

don’t let me see the light of day

i’m better left alone

to stand here in the stone

this has nothing to with you

could i have ever held back the truth

i have nothing to do with you

one day i could have died for you

but i’m never there for you

CYCLE 5: MIAMI PISTACHIO

I. meet bob pete / II. food for the cat: part one / III. phallic carbine rush / IV. damn / V. dimentika / VI. eat / VII. the fire station dedication /  VIII. grape sommerset folklore /  IX. inability /  X. parcheesi alfredo (round stic med/mov usa) / XI. they used to shop at marshall’s / XII. half of miles / XIII. infinite/ XIV. oktober’s flame

I: [meet bob pete]

my name is bob pete

and i sit in my seat

in the middle of the street

in the blazing hot heat.

it's so hot out here, there's no need for a sheet

but if you made me an ice cream, that would be a large feat.

and speaking of that, the time has come for me to eat

would you be nice enough to bring me some wheat?

i'll introduce you to the man on the street

he's a very nice fellow i'd like you to meet

he's a little old fellow by the name of jay

i haven't talked to him for nearly a day

you like moldy hay?

so do i, and so does ray.

what's that you say?

did you ask for some clay?

but of course, i've got some that's grey!

i'll give it to you if you bring me a tray!

what? you think you're in my way?

no.. no.. it's here that you can stay.

at least until the tornado is out of the way.

but before you leave, for that clay you must pay,

or else i may get angry and throw you into the bay!

but for you that would not be okay.

because at the bottom of the bay you would lay!

yes, you would be there until the end of the day!

but you know, i wouldn't do that kind of thing to you, sir.

indeedly yes, for i know that i am so truly sure.

i wouldn't even do that to an animal coated in fur.

because, if i did that, the animal would go "grr!"

and i am certain, that it would NOT purr.

the water in that bay is so cold it'll make you go "brr!"

and people to rescue you, they would not be easy to lure

what's that? you've had enough of my gab?

you say that i go on and on and all i do is blab?

fine, then! if you're going to be like that, then just hail a cab!

just leave, go! just go away, you king crab!

leave the premises now or it's you i may nab!

wait... come back... don't forget your pork slab!

maybe next time i'll slip him a tab.. 

II. [food for the cat : part one]

there is... more cat food on the floor than there is... in the bowl

it belongs in a bowl

cat cannot eat off the floor

get dirt and dirt is getting not good

unhealthy is my dirt, but do you eat it?

yes, i will not eat it no yes or the yes of the no sir

but what i am really saying is that which i cannot or shall not be saying

this is what you want this to be. what is this? it is what it is.

but what i'm really getting at is 

there's this one hardware store in the england

which sells probably wears of which that are probably hard

thus being wares that are hard which are probably hardware

but who indeed does want to wear which thus is hard?

hard wearing is probably quite uncomfortable.

much like a chair i always used to sit upon.

i always used a chair to sit upon that.

and the people would all come around and gather around as if they were around.

like a gathering of which they would come to.

never knew why they came around. the circus was probably in town, was it not?

well, i dunno, you were never there so you would have never known such things as well.

anyway, back to the cat of which the speaking must be about it being so.

for, it was indeed a cat.

a cat with legs probably.

it probably was stuck in a tree that sunday afternoon.

call the firemen put that cat out of the tree.

it must have been stuck up there for maybe hours i suppose.

get it fireman. the fireman comes here comes the fireman get the cat out you bastard.

GO TO HELL PUT OUT THE FIRE IN HELL THIS IS SATAN CALLING PUT IT OUT FORGETTING THE KITTEN YOU WILL WILL YOU? 

ah, yes, i remember that a coffee machine he was. the fireman indeed was one.

and you know how the coffee machines carry around fire hoses? 

not all fireman are, they just imitate the coffee machines. make people think they are so.

but firemen are coffee machines, people say they are friends to the commune.

who else is friends? but policemen are.

policemen has a siren, a very loud one.

ring it around, see how loud the siren is. it could be louder but it really isn't yet.

the robbers are running, run after them with your death machines mister policeman.

death machines will kill, make them pay, death machines will bring the death today.

policeman with death. a death under the policeman's hands. those flesh hands. those skin hands.

oh, the face. the face of death. probably has eyes i bet. it probably has a nose too.

fourty-four. that's the numbers of the policemen. those are numbers to be feared.

it's on the badge. it's the only padg.. errmm.. rad.. fa.. WHAT RHYMES WITH BADGE

and in the cells, those rotting little small small cells. in walks a cat, eating food.

well, i guess that is the food for the cat. for that is what the cat must eat these days.

it does not need food, it has it. give the rabbit his trix. 

people cannot be left without that which they must have.

that is our food, and we are the cat.

the united cat of america.

we stand for justice, and the american way.

please, we must stand up for what is right and sit down or what is wrong.

2+2=7 then you must sit down 3+2=5 stand up son.

really? what is. i think so. that must be it. rright. let's go then.

lead a rebulotion. i think i spelled that wrong, actually.

what am i? no george washington of course. for i have not the teeth of the wooden, i suppose.

george washington crossed the delaware? what did he wear? 

more importantly, what did dela wear? maybe a new jersey i bet. i bet dela wore a new jersey.

but there weren't jerseys back then so george washington likely didn't wear one.

i bet he didn't wear a different jersey either, one that made like tony hawk.

tony hawk is a good skateboarder. i bet he uses that board on some skates. 

or perhaps maybe he skates on that board, you think?

oh, of course, i think that is so as well.

and so as the cat, i need some food. got to leave like a tree now, right?

III. [phallic carbine rush]

why do cold jinxes serenade, in the middle of the lemonade?

leaves should be imprecise lamenting elephants, but instead they are on trees like ornaments.

killing fires stomp an ignorant lever.

will the fires be living? never! why do nightcaps outside movies reach the canyon?

why do the people in the window look like paul bunyan? indulging ideologies prisone self-righteous wire

why? because the people want to see the friar.

grapes should have been phallic pushing carbines, if they were they could push through exploding landmines.

matrons missionar arduous film, not many things rhyme with film. questionable chasm

questionable chasms may have been zebras, while the queens shock the meteoric paradise.
IV. [damn]
damn,

my name is abraham

i am from amsterdam

and so is my diaphragm

for this is what i like to cram

i eat the clams in buckingham

got my finger stuck in a doorjamb

so give me my cardiogram

it's so bizzare. i'm a boxcar

or maybe a brontosaur

when i munch my caviar

i sniff my crowbar

while i puff my cigar

i am the commissar

meet you at the boulevard

with my avatar

i am a truck

or maybe a duck

i run amok

dumbstuck

while i upchuck

for when i cluck

they are so awestruck

it is you i throw in the ditch

go and cross-stitch

before i am tempted to bewitch

sit in the cockpit

you dimwit

give me casserole

i need aerosol for the charcoal

i do declare

i have no hair

my noggin is bare

i'm no billionaire

but i paid my airfare

a trip to delaware

to sell me some cookware

for a broken armchair

for abraham am i, i do clarify 

my piece of pie will dissatisfy

a lonely guy

by and by

to verify

is to classify

until i die

V. [dimentika]

pythagorean cheese in a house of glass

getting ran over as the cars they do pass

a plunger and a fish with the clown's kangaroo

that's five more people who got lost in the zoo

time is still, because i don't own a clock

i never found out who killed my pet rock

and just when you think the wall tastes like lime

here comes the policeman to confiscate your pime

they'll never ever call you boogywayem

those pickles always give you a cause to kill them

because that's how it is and always will be

yes, that's how the pumpkin turns into the pea

and that's how it starts and always concludes

they'll always make sure you eat the right foods

with the jelly on the tuna and your listerine

i'll look for a way to keep the rabbits clean

always in the way and never leaving the hour

and that reminds me, i need to buy some flour

and there's a lobster on my head because i am blind

i'll try to remember not to eat the orange rind

where must the porridge be when you want to kill the wizard? i'll have to go on a quest to find my dead lizard.

VI. [eat]

eat

will you?

must i eat?

the food this food

on the table it lies

maybe you could eat it 

for i am sure i will not

you don't want to eat, do you then?

must i shove it down your throat? swallow.

food is of the health. you are what you eat.

many americans agree much with this, right?

that food makes one strong and make bigger the muscles.

but my muscles are more than yours, therefore must you eat.

hark, a castle you have made, out of potatoes no less.

you ought not to be playing with your food, devour it you must.

scold you again, must i? once more and go you up to thine room, knave.

alas, you eat with great speed. not have you eaten in days, i assume.

so, waste the food you must not. though, you should eat what you have. use fork and spoon.

thou art quite lucky to even have food to consume, some in asia are starving.

but now that you are full, full with food, thou might not be hungry for quite a long while.

food eaten, ate you did?

no leftovers remain.

empty, now full.

glad you ate?

you are?

good.

VII. [the fire station dedication] 

if it's on fire then it's a drill, if it's not then it's a guy

and where can you find the wine when the butter flies?

you need a loaf of milk, when the bread is going dry

so pour the milk on the bread, don't eat a butter pie

sometimes wonder why, i've never read a book by beverly cleary

but when i watch transformers with the lights off, it's really frickin' eerie

yeah, true to the fact that you need a vacation

but when i throw apples at the wall, there's a call for celebration

and when i'm watching the windows, cement trucks go away. make sure you say hello to a fireman today.

i said today, meaning the moment that is here

for every angry cow, there's a pear

that didn't rhyme, but it's not something to care

i hate the air, that it consumes but it is there

like arthur as the king, and the orange is the mortar

whether rotation or reflection, a nickel costs a quarter

and whenever i have heartburn, i eat tums

i really don't like it when the bums

take them away from me

oh yeah, i've got a bowling trophy

but there's no need to bowl for burgers, if the burger is a ham

and there's no reason to eat chalk, if the desk clerk is a lamb

no need to travel to a rave, when i have my egg wave

whether hard boiled or fried, i'm still sad the goat died

so if the flame is the alarm, then the apple is the tree

and if red is the colour, fire engine that you see

monochrome sky for a grand piano dream

fire station ocean for every brother in december. wouldn't you remember?

strawberry hate like a weather in june

orange on icicles, dead yellow spoon

geomety hurricane, like triangular vegas

nothing rhymes with vegas

math multiplies your chances for success

like garfield, as he is numerously cloned

all of which with hands arise, eyes like that of an insect

the bubble is what he has spoken of, indefinitely

for math is not a spectator sport

midgets in the circus are kind of short

if you lick toads, you'll get a wart

and if there's an avalanche, build a fort

because math is not a spectator sport

firemen use the math to determine the water

but she keeps saying how the whale has a beard

you know it's everything and nothing to have feared

you're quite aware of the amount of which it's weird

you have a shear of paper

well, i say it's sheared

fire station dedication

take your goddamn medication

VIII. [grape sommerset folklore]

use to take away me from, everything

vegetable oils and duct tapes? i haven't a clue, seriously

you think you know, don't you?... i don't know, but how in fact could you?

we're using it all, everyone and thing until we run out

life is sour, a sweet plate cold with revenge

until it's taken all way, soon we'll make them all pay

to hell with the enemies, i've got it all in line

make it up until we're made to be fake, processed through this machine

made to be who we don't want to be, but sure enough there's no escape

grape.

dark green, this air is getting thick and poisoned

you don't deserve to be here with me at this time

i don't want you to be there instead, in fact

but you know we'll survive, yes, we've got ourselves in line

get it all until it's dry, and cotton mouthed

speak to me in languages i'll never understand

take my hand, and crumble it into dust

lead me to the place i've never wanted to go

then show me to the door, someone will hopefully forget

sommerset.

hate is a word, and i talk in numbers

make it the place, and i'll know you first

meet me there, i'll show you how to pretend

then make me desire this rope, you hope i choke

falling to pieces like this life was a joke

but nobody's laughing anymore

even i could've told you that there was no more

folklore.

IX. [inability]

french-toast work book, page number fifty-six

i can even devour windshield wipers, learn the tricks

two teeth in the eigth grade, machines are somewhat plastic

with mechanical spikes for chewing, number nine elastic

eventually, pickles shall not be for eating

if the past is in the books, they aren't for reading

general custard, he was generally not pudding

with a hat trick, escape plan

there's got to be something that rhymes with pudding

i've got money invested in a cardboard home

five stories long, lawn decoration being a wooden one-legged gnome

vegetables, you can't understand them

nomads, they are in fact

they travel like the crocodile hunter

once again, i'm stuck for a rhyme for hunter

some paste is not tooth paste

my bowling memories are erased

i was in a championship

but most likely not on the pirate ship

the cookie i ate was chocolate chip

the last time i saw you, you were at the electrical power plant

it was next to an electrical socket

you were empowering me with your plant

venus fly trap, i think it was

and just for the record,

the kitchen sink was on prime time, and i used the word end for an end rhyme.
X. [parcheesi alfredo (round stic med/mov usa)]

one way canada, the stop light is caffeine

headlight off the up ramp, eye injury gasoline

alcohol dawn, sick heartbeat pitch-black dream

look beyond the medicine, for every uncle stuck in the seam

i fear it's raining grandmothers, i won't be held responsible

threaded sweater casserole, i have every doubt it's edible

yet even lawn chairs can pose to be disposable

they can't tell me which way to go. even a stranger can't expect a rock to grow

until all the lights align, you won't feel the way i'm feeling. until all death is restored, i tie ropes across the ceiling

driving into the sun, you can signal because i'm so blind. emergency flash off to the side, just like tragic orange rind

the glass could even shatter, but i'd be so unaware, a thousand shafts of light caressing the air

i'm changing into someone else now, a stranger in my place

all digits are frozen, more than an escape route in my face

yet even a red fragment of fabric couldn't hold my space

you can't put lettuce on cheddar and call it a sweater

for this orthopaedic kitchen sink, in a tank when it's hard to think

i'm finding this difficult to believe, you know sometimes i just can't breathe

savor this before it falls apart, before there's a piece of dirt in place of my heart

all these old year revolutions, taking it empty while i'm prone

down around like dropping furniture, when life's hard just like a stone

i've been there all the time in this place you'll never see

been trying so hard just to become all these things i'll never be

nothing is new and none is silent, only see what you want to

so closed-minded and naive, do for self but not for you

it's becoming hard to make a decision, exactly where to make the incision

always consider minimizing and maximizing when strategizing

i'm always high on the rise like an automator... as an accelerator, i was what i had driven

through narrowed eyes, i could see all that had risen

keep it clean, there's small children around

and the clowns are back in the town

the jumper cable can be a useful tool, unless you're a fool

but when i switch emulators, needless to say i'm kind of upset

yogurt filled up chocolate, it's kind of aging in my shoes

it's sometimes hard to walk through where i'm going to

you have no such clue when there's nothing left to do

it's complimenatry, service yourself because we're breaking down

not breaking up, because up is just a direction

which is useful in terms of random selection

when two and two come down to one, congratulate which conspiracy won.

synthetic apologetic glances, when your figures don't add up

when i say figures, i mean fingers, chicken fingers point the way

the way meaning of course, the solution. absolution was the thought today, just to suppress my depression

to second guess this revelation, and elevate for degradation

graduate for this succession, it always sounds like something, but i've really no clue what i'm saying

a mantis praying, ask me later why this isn't here

there's got to be something missing

you've got to go through it again, i choked on your words the first time around

until then i'll take it slow, lay it low

we're slow motion vehicles through this passage of time

this fleeting moment passing, could never be forever encased in glass

you've always got to let things leave you, when it's their time to go

there shall be no recovery, the past is left alone

there's something wrong with everything, and everyone and everywhere, just telling you this so you're aware

see, you've got to know when something's different

so you know when to destroy it, nothing in the world is just like you

it's the nature of human beings, and there's nothing that will change this

XI. [they used to shop at marshall's]

behold! quadrilateral fried chicken is an art form

just as abe lincoln snow boarding in an ice storm

your decaffinated coffee is understandable

whilst thou consumer credit art overtly deferrable

and in the instance that thomas edison would not hang glide

set off dehydrogenated water tanks on a sleigh ride

whether cheese in the string or spring in the tea

and as becoming becomes, being that which be

all of which shopped at marshall's

god and guns don't go with gravy

perhaps i should have joined the navy

three bean salad, i want some maybe

but for now don't go to marshall's

marshall's, a store that sells clothings and such

marshall's, when something could not be as much

big bargains, low prices, they charge the right amounts

and even a dog learns to avoid the hounds

frankenberry, he was a catcher of rye bread

chopping biscuits, like a reaper of green thread

julius caesar, he was the pioneer of salads alright

when bill shakespeare takes the w to right makes white

many of which at some period of time

or another

consumed merchandise which was that of marshall's

XII. [half of miles]

nothing seems to phase me. glances down at the pavement, seeing no movement. (just defile and deface me)

miles away, still remembering those tragic times. never a bright moment in these stained lives. 

i’ve done it all before, and all again, come walk with me for half of miles.

next to me, i was the first to be. 

never wanted what has been given (here). never had but never knew it, (fear).

and i’m coming clean (all coming clear).

diamond crystal cradle, softly and serene, murmur it to sleep.

i’m low and forgotten sometimes, but now i’m going deep

you know, i’m almost halfway there. never feel this way i am.

was it all worthwhile, or worth all the time to waste?

nevermore, can life ever leave such a bad taste?

and i’m halfway there, but still so many miles away.

half of miles.
XIII. [infinite]

there's a blood red light at every station, which signals each installation

there life stood the corners where i'm crawling through blind eyes. there we were up on the tv, watching the part where all dies

a glass field, i fathom like a hurricane, couldn't quite run away

sometimes just can't travel the speed of a renegade

such and everyday a glimpse of the next one passing. down the targets while the lights are still flashing

i drop a fly down the casket, it dies along with me. now i'm crawling to life, it's all the truth could be

my life is an illusion, disillusionate, and infinite. hanging from the corner, but still i can't see it yet

bite the bullet before it bites you back

i'm only so strong until i fall down the crack

i'm only a human until i know where i stand

i'm just a living part of a nonliving land

i'm just here for a minute then i'm gone and past and soon enough you'll remember me as the last

you'll remember me by this sign, then forget me like a lie

because some things just aren't meant to be forever

XIV. [oktober’s flame]

you can tell that i hate this, but why? 

there must be a reason for it to crawl inside

there must be a place i can run to hide

it becomes a part of me

a part of myself, that i could never see

i don't want to live in your ugly world

anymore

this world i threw away so long ago

my arms reach out to sever this rusted sky

i'm above you all

yet you know i'm still below it

hold me to the flames

let me free, o let me know

when october dawns upon my soul

it begins anew, and there will be no more

i shift, i change

in this skin, i rearrange

let the fire come to me

may it burn me this time

may i know the reason why

i'll never be a part

i know, the blackness seals my heart

and if you could taste me, i'd be always bitter

rotten to the core

i don't want to be here

just anywhere but

would i rather be hidden?

out of view, and out of my mind

please, seal me behind locked doors

and throw away the keys

you aren't fit for me

there's things i'm not quite fit to see

knowing what's become of me

i am in a world that denies it's existence

we don't want to know why we're here

just to live every day's passing like we weren't

what you see is what you break

what i don't want is what i take
END.

