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Westbound


My ultimate goal in life was to be a cowboy



Travel the world and have no home


When my time will come I mount my horse



And travel west into the sun.


All the while the town forgets



Its hero and its savior


So as I travel west I become



Nothing to everything and everyone.

Stickball at the Thompson’s
I was watching them again. Those kids outside my window. 
They were playing stickball in the street. The fat one hit the ball over the Thompson’s house at 
the end of the cul-de-sac. 
He thought for sure he had a home run. 
As he rounded the bases and you could see his excess juggling like in a lava lamp, 
you could also tell that he was too slow and gonna be thrown out. 
The little mouse faced kid ran into the Thompson’s back yard and got the god damned stickball. He thought quick and threw it as high and far as he could. 
The little fat kid began to cry as he rounded third base. He saw the ball get home before he did. 


“But I did my best!” he pleaded. “I ran as fast as I could.”


The other kids began to laugh at this poor fucks depression. The kid’s only fault was that he liked to eat two ring-dings while the rest of the kids would only have one.

He liked to drink whole milk while the others drank skim.

He liked to eat red meat from fast food joints while the others ate nutritionally.

He was a good consumer. He consumed.

He did the best he could. 

Freedom of Speech / Right to Bear Arms

I like to shoot police.

 I know that they are there to ‘serve and protect’

But serve and protect what

 Are they trying to protect me from myself

I am the one who likes to shoot police.

 I call them a pig, 5-0, or po-po.

When they look over to see who’s disrespecting authority

 I shoot them between the eyes.

Right between there eyes

 But they never even see it coming.

He thought he would scare me senseless

 Give me some shit for calling him names.

Its always the same.

 Serve and protect

From what? From who?

 I like to shoot police.

Who’s laughing last, pig.

Self loathe

There was this one time when I was 15. I remember it distinctly because that morning was the first time that I had ever masturbated. 
I felt guilty, 
not because I degraded myself in front of god and that I was certain that my parents had heard me jerking it in the bathroom stall, 
but because I was squeezing so hard that I gave myself a blister on my dick. 
For the next two weeks, every other time I tried to jerk-off, I would irritate the blister. 
But still I would sit there for minutes on end, 
hunched over myself sitting on that frozen porcelain toilet and jerk like I was on a pilot on a falling aircraft. 
I used to think that that meant that I was mentally strong, 
meaning that I would overcome pain and injury to achieve my goals. 
But now I think that I was just a horny little monkey 
That liked the feeling of ejaculation.
Sloth like

So the other day, 
I woke up. 
Not to say that that is dissimilar 
from 
any other morning. 
‘cept 
when I woke up. 

I started my day
right. 

I was opened my mind the other day

all I heard about on T.V. was the liberal media.

But T.V. is media.

and if the people on T.V. complain about the liberal media

does that mean that they’re liberal too?

Fair, balanced. You make the decision.

I did, fuck fox news.

Morning bell

Waiting to hear that bell this morning

 To tell me when to waste my time

8:15 time to start my whoring

 as I slave for that silver dime.

Can i please thank you for giving my life a dollar sign.

 Can I please thank you for paying no mind.
Yester-eerie

eerie nite

in quiet town

moon bright shining

overshadows

a stormy cloud

coming cross the west

for dreaming minds

and tired hearts

unexpecting

turbulence

pixy dust

litters black sky.

and quiet town

says goodnite.

when i woke up in the morning

a saw a giant mushroom outside my window

mesmerized me

and i knew it was the end.

lime green snake sucking on a tangerine

rests inside its nest of broken glass

spits out the seed of what is sees as make believe

to pave a path of blue kentucky grass

sugar coated taffy wrappers

and psycho~stars cascade down like cheap wine

lacerated abdomonan

blowing venom just to pass the time

candy~striped infections surface

cold blooded guts and puss

accumulate

on top the jagged glass

who's to say

that this ain't so bad

sweetly sucking on a tangerine

to ease the pain of insecurity.

sweetly, what was that taste?

that one you told me of before.

my sweetly why do you hold me.

my sweetly thanks me for the tangerine

something just to quench my desire

why does me thinks me is forever.

sweetly smiles and rubs her eye.

why does me thinks me is forever?

my sweetly drives me.

my sweetly's salty.

me sweetly thinks me is forever.

end

of site

and i

feel all right

almost

as i felt

in the

beginning

touch the sky

and kiss me good nite

please sing me that sweet

lullaby.

the one about the baby high in the tree

it made me feel warm

underneath my quilt

because i remember when i was high up on a branch

gazing down at the blades of bluegrass.

and when the wind blew

the whole tree would shake

the branch shattered, i fell.

and hit my head 'gainst that giant stone.

and into the hospital came me

where i became the nitemare 

in childrens dreams.
