InTraCissions

The closed captioned program you are about to witness is 
Only sponsored by heartache, whiskey, and bourbon
The words may be halogen but the sounds that follow the boom are only meant to be seen.

This is the Ferris wheel that spins in the circle pit 
The tribe has gathered to sacrifice some its own once again

Just in time for the minions the clip-boarders who have sown their own lips to the cause of the hurtful? Making martyrs into anti Christ’s.

And popes out of laments.

But the poet speaks as parables confuse. 
The audience is just the oxygen that courses thru the veins of the speaker desires.

So what should the magician tell tonight?
Well the magick. Ick
Is just tired of illusionist breaking down and trying to reveal his secrets.

Performance clown faces all around the night of the seraphim moon 
Eclipsed by mists never ever really revealing what it is reveled in at the end of the tsunami bomb.
If I was wild bill then the hammer in my holster would be them the Calamity Jane

Sneering in their tribal beat, infesting the tendons of reason.
And marketing their P.C. politeness as just another reality market.
Hiding the eye lid in the mask of a soothe sayer. 
Peeking thru the curtain of night
And drooling in the closet as giants feast on peasants

This revolver door only shoots but so much at the hypocrisy that passes thru its premises 
.
The same spirit that pumps in my chest is also the bass beat of what New York Hardcore meant to a wretch in the wolf trap

The best relationships that the command has dispatched have been a whiskey bottle full of nicotine. 
And anyone else is eventually shaken off like fleas off the planet earth.

Now this heart is slowing down with every sip of the elixir. 
Elixir runs smoothly down velvet tonsils.



This lover is like a song he sings over and over again.
Man shoots straight, raises tomahawk, and splits in two once the girl crosses the bridge into another verse.
An old shell of some mystic that has just managed to escape obscurity and death... some how finding some solace and companionship in anonymity.

We are slow dancing in the night air crowded by tobacco incendiaries. 

Ever so softly twining and collapsing on ourselves. This is what the holy cum-union is
If love is hate then let love murder her over and over again 
Keeping a death mask alive remembering the never that last kiss promised.

Star Neon Nova. . Your avalanche inside my chest has not been matched since

I once was the alpha
And we all were the opposite of the gamma
Ghosts are beta off 
If the omega comes too soon

Blackfaces are rundown and revealed when the rain comes.
Sadly my surprise is a wishing well with only water inside
And I ‘am not really here just a pre-recording of the ghost
Bitten by a wolf and is now at home in solitude. 

To Be Perfectly Honest the biggest oxymoron of them all 
Spirits are just the false mouths that heretics throw their voices thru.
And poverty is only acceptable when you’re the one kicking dirt thru the Cemetery gates


Sadness prevails and the temple of the fallen heads- 
Embrace themselves in the motherly arms of Saturn’s rings.
The ending is almost upon me with every swallow of Jesus juice
But heaven is only a place on earth 
The end is slow like a messiahs footsteps
And I walk alone cuz the god I carry is myself

Infesting the pours of membranes and feeding the nucleus of atomic reactors
This story is mid drift and our journey tonight is only beginning.
So exhale your second hands cigarette smoke to sail.
And let the wind of our contempt, and curiosity take us where we want to be.

SamHaiNe……………………………………………..

