I have a yet unnamed disease; of mind and body…..

It gets too hard to hide, or to bear.  For truth… finds a way to seep out.

It bashed my hope and sent shards careening to the depths.  


“Such a genius design of the body; forced with internal contingency.  Essence and destruction are one and the same, and it seems there’s no saving life; no charity, at least.”


Eventuality is in the skies, infinitely far reaching, yet reaching nothing; a metaphor for our own lives.  My affectations were bred by grinding trauma.  And now, I feel... stupid, for the past roads of uncertainty are now perfectly visible in hindsight.

Happen stance had it, that I spread my feet and brace for impact.  The impact could have never been more brutal…


Innocence is a trait clearly within some, an embrace that is as evident as sound.  This feeling is a childish spirit that eludes none.  In the full feeling of it and abstraction, no words are needed.  Yet, there are those who would explode that.


I saw the life extracted from the people, and my insides were speechless, and I collapsed.  I said to myself that this could not be.  The carcass cannot be repaired.  I feel for those who have used their feet so much that they bow oddly.
Age is not a cage.

Far away from Liberty.

What?  God?  Mother?

There is nothing wrong with originality.

I am losing myself.


It was such a simple fate for someone so simple; as simply done as this fate done unto, it was a ribbon undone before ‘twas even tied.  He was a copy, a non-original.  There was never such a thing as indigenity to him.  He was struck by simple fate.
The damnified boy… Thrown down like stones in a pile.  He was a contrivance to where he was lain.  Full of disease… ..  I want to drown them out, their slithering and prancing snickering and picketing and ricketing rocketing .  raquesterring .  in the background, their noise making, and their horribleness of passive tinkering unbeknownst to them the follies they caused and the headache they provide and give, and the madness they broil within all my time and concentration; my anxiety being foreign, a stress that cannot be reciprocated.  I witness nothing and turn away and do not listen to their tinkering, and I let them purge and put in disarray everything and leave a trail of needless things scattered behind them, and I turn my eye a bit to peak, at what I would not pay heed or hear ever again…  The coldness that is there, is my own…  
