


10/4-5/97
11/19-20/25
fuck me always
fuck me again
fuck me like you never fucked me
there is no motion without energy
bliss in the redundant empty vacuum
balls atop my head like god being a big asshole in the sky
only one big hole to stuff myself in
cover me in all the sheets I’ve soiled
nothing in this great emptiness to aspire toward
all my doody is good and a healthy indication that I am alive
god, thank god I shit
all this shit for me and my mind only
fuck all my precious little parts
nothing can touch god the way my semen hits the floor
fuck my hot, white geisha mommy
all my semen toward the hereafter
I love all of you equally
all my blood is in your veins like all the other organs
 god made for you
shiny, brilliant brain on top of my bladder
never enough words to say
all this shit in me dying to get out-- nothing you say
 will cure me
undeniable bladder presses hard on the soul
ballistic shit born from my divine sphincter
all my cum fills me to tears
cold, hard night and endless empty balls
nothing new to look forward to
all the same in the dead end
all the empty ends lead toward the same end
nihilistic knob of a penis
all I am is all that I come
fuck my dharma and fuck my bunghole silly crazy faggotass
all hail Chief Crazyfuck!!!
brave hero on the horizon
look at nothing as closely as I am now looking at nothing
fulfill all my empty ends
sad insane man jerks off too much to have time to believe
 in god
because god is too big for his mouth
too much to suck on, too much to kiss
sad, redundant vessel of flesh will not deny divine intervention
on behalf of my soul and sphincter
Old Man Stupidfuck rules the world—- not some meshuginah Indian
all that we see is not ours-- profound drunk in his stupidity
no method, no madness, nothing to fight against
ol’ numbnuts on the brain
this is what pisses me off: no woman and no hope for a woman
no matter how hard I pray I will always be the same sad
 empty man
so full of nothing that his shit don’t mean anything
same as all the shit that god created out of nothing more
 than spit and sand
and shit on my plate and the woman I would like to love
all the words come to me now, great motherfucking humidor
 on my lungs
and in my brain and sphincter—- nothing left to do
except yank myself to death
no… nothing… there’s nothing left in the wasteland
nothing left of my own shit, waste and piss—
it is all far too familiar to be funny
say hello to the same hole we’ve all crawled from
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