


| AM HORRIBLE AT PROCESSING REJECTION

let's ruin everything
everything gets ruined (everything)
let's ruin everything
let's ruin everything

let's rehearse the song and verse
the graceful dance of dyin

when my friends mouth their validation
ican tell they're lyin

when amateurs are called to herd

and hand their skates back over

it feels like dying oh so slow

but you always make it slower

teenage death rattle
middle age prattie
too tired to run my mouth with no one hs(ening

rattle, prattle
right on

I'm at the bottom of the bottoming out
and no one knows what i'm talking about

JANUARY 3, 1889: NIETZSCHE WITNESSES
THE FLOGGING OF A HORSE

after seventeen years and two broken teeth
more nauseas than inspired

tempestuous chaos in my rope of bowel
and mostly i'd gotten tired

my head, my bed

some blankets we had to throw out

ascar on my chin where my beard won't grown in
and | can’t hear what she’s talking about

i've got to speak my peace

i've got to speak my peace

i've got to speak my peace

but my peace won't be still

i've got to get this out

i've got to get this out

P've got to get this out but i can't give it up.
ican'tgiveitup

my life, my wife
my son sleeping in his cri

the horrible truth of what makes me afraid
the pile of reptiles in my ribs.

systematic value assessment don't count

some pathetic rebel investment don’t count
everything you're scrambling after don't count

every time you thought you would matter don’t count

old envelopes pregnant, a lingering wisp
stale scent of the end always nearing

i'm grappling at my abdomen

for god's sake | am disappearing

Ithrew out keepsakes,

ididn't keep enol

ilost track of the places we'd been

and it dawned on me over the last three years
we can never go back there again

idon't need a smokescreen to disappear
i am getting so small i lose track of me

50 racked with shame from wanting to matter
and the things i'm never ever going to be
let's commit our bodies to the ocean
with arms stretched over our heads

atangle of snakes

the white noise they m:

The horrible things that He said

we're the cracked tusk of the elephant
we're the cloud in the diamond

ke a pinprickn the water balloon
like hot water on the dishes

string up the black chord
festoon the archway
pull out the stubborn iv.

finally admit if we catch on fire
there'll be no one to see

rattle the bones

necklace of skulls

feathers pressed into the floor
we realize we've ruptured the hull
and we can't go home any more

like a pinprickin a water balloon
like hot water on the dishes

my eyes, my les
the thing S

saylngt

e fireinside, a milion miles wide

the way that im always coming undone

WHY SHOULDN'T WE KILL OURSELVES?

bite down on the pop culture spoon
crack the trend chasing teeth on the marble cold gloom
portland, oregon is dead museum with no fizz

an empty fridge

godzilla took a stroll through the bankrupt golden gate bridge

stop the assembly line, the 3D printed new man

silence the copy paste copy paste copy bands

milk homogenized without the cream on top

planet world wide web that time fovgol

new york is sinking in a hotbed of sn

she’s got her tail in her teeth, she’s got hev loo( on the brakes
force fed the derivatives until we soil the

carbon copied, so scared, so dead

b-u-r-n the f-e-a-r

find t-h-e-m

what e-v-e-r

everything you o-w-n ends up owning y-0-u
and now you know what to d

and now you know what to do

lined up at the door with your skull in your hands
assume the mantra majority of supply and demand
the three piece suit behind the princess of downloads
coiled underneath the hot lamp and outgrowth

every mirror is nestled 'neath a blanket of flies
staring at the abyss and afraid to die

into the fiberglass optical maze

the delusions of grandeur that last for a day

HARRY HARLOW AND THE MONKEYS OF DESPAIR

Dr. Harlow, behold the hooks

and hear the cows all screaming
staccato bray

all drained and flayed

and somehow sounds Ilke singing
you spool the tap: ed

you're the conduc!

a symphony of bvoken bovine

we like to have tea
with a doctor like he
and it always tastes so fine

some we love
some we hate
some we eat

walk into the office every day

to the tune of a screeching baboon
baby monkeys down there

a pit of despair

suffer the crawling gloom

and i draw the chalk line

soi can sleep fine

to a symphony of suffering and doom

i cut my teeth on weaker things

that can't fathom the hell lhal(hey rein
thelr jittery eyes act as a disguise

but there is no nephesh within

adog or cat, we all balk at that

butit’s saccharin sentiment sappy
rape, violate, kill, masticate

cause it makes us so fat and so happy

RAW ROCK THEOLOGY

brace yourselves for the bottom

where every special snowflake melts in the dirt
you've got to give up everything

you know you've got to make it hurt

you want to keep things comfortable

you want to french kiss the status quo

but you know what you already know

death throws death throws death throes.

burn down Ihenrgods
defy their King

no flag, no dols

one king of kings

let’s see the god of violence
fnally put to shame

gun happy pagans and their flags
we've blotted out their names
they go sullen into peace
miserable and two by two

after all, guns don't kill people
people who defend guns do

landscape of blood and cholesterol

from the throats of screaming animals

the shopping malls of cannibals

and child slaves in their stained glass walls
wake up oh you sleeping child

whose heart is for rebellion

draw them from their seats of comfort

into non-violent insurrection

MY SHADOW IS A BAT

suck my blood
you're teeth are all red

you've got to wear it like it's lipstick

gol to drain it till it's dead

oh God, here comes the bottom

oh God, here comes the bottom

where an ocean flows out of my broken head

break my bones
make them rejoice

suddenly i've fallen silent like I've lost my voice
all the things i do wrong, i do them for me

i keep pretending that i matter

hoping no one sees.

me oh my
one day we're gonna die

and i can’t run around in circles
screaming, “Why? Why? Why?"
ican’t admit mal i'm afraid

soi keep up with the charade
chaos reigns!

We're gonna die die die

shut your mouth and paint it red
you've gotto wear it like a banner
on your stupid he;

go offthe rails

rending the sails

until we're sinking to the bottom
straight to hell hell hell

stretch my lips
over my crooked teeth

pull the wool over their eyes
and i keep smiling like a toy
with this veneer that i employ
i make a cage out of my ribs
i've got the snake inside

i've got the snake in me

i've worn out the grace

i sabotage mysel

it's just a feast of dirt
once you give up the hurt
with every rotten thing i do
and every thing i never tell

oh God, I'm scared
to be mysell
hecause I'm the one that really knows
of all the hurt and hell
oh God, here comes the bottom
oh God, here comes the bottom
and if we're really giving up
it's time to kiss and tell

and when (ney see

all of the rot in me

and | can't talk like a thesaurus

the character i like to be

there’s no one left to put their tongue

into my eye, or in my lungs

there’s just the one that always sees me.
the one that always sees me

run and hide

lay down and di

all of my Hamlng little notions.
how i moan and cr

ilet you down

theni turn around

andijust run around in circles
put my head under the ground

DEAR JOHN PIPER (STILLBIRTH IN SPACE)

John Piper wants to put me away

becausa  beliove in possibiliies and that's not Lokay, e tellsme)
you've got to draw horns on your picture of god

deliciously capricious and vicious

don’t you spare them the rod

no fate but what we make
corporately predestined and drawn by prevenient grace

God goes strolling ﬂ"ough the nursery

playing duck duck goose

appointing babies for destruction

and they just can't refuse (poor baby)

sovereign all-controlling God

who pushed over man

you set the table for our failure

you put the fruitin our hands

it must be lonely when you sort it all o

the sheep from goats the listing boat ot mese queshans and doubts
someone must rise and swell and eclipse th

like so many loathsome splders skittering (o (heu doom

no fate but what we mal
e o
no fate but what we make

no divine hand that’s behind genocide

0 good behind rape

hail the sovereign Lord

who turns the world ||ke atoy

he chooses sufferi children

their agony brings i joy (but only sort of)

all-powerful, so strong

he sends molesters to children

all that he does is true and is good
and no one can resist him

ever all-controlling

who sends earthquakes and famine
the author of suffering and death
who can understand

it's best to shut you moulh and hope for the best
cause even when you catch the worst
it's still kind of like the best

“If indeed there were a God whose true nature—whose justice or
sovereignty—were revealed in the death of a child or the dereliction of
a soul or a predestined hell, then it would be no great transgression to
think of him as a kind of malevolent or contemptible demiurge, and to
hate him, and to deny him worship, and to seek a better God than he.” —
David Ben(ley Hart, The Doors of the Sea

LEGACY OF SKUBALON

the black balloons line the graveyard fences.
where the party is in swin

and they've got a baton and a bannev to wave
but they don't know what it me:

and the women are in skimasks

because the burkas are dry cleaned

the men point guns to the heavens baby

it's the death of a great dream

1used to hum with all the resonance

1use to whistle when i skipped

butit’s just cotton candy under water

it's @ mask that's starting to slip

| used to coddle the lame brains and hierophants
all the supplicants undone

liiting out along the skyline

no longer heard by anyone

who shut up the sea behind doors when it burst forth from the womb?
who made its garments from the dark and sealed them up in doom?
who fixed limits for it and set barricades at the door?

and said, “sure, you've made it this far, but you won't make it anymore.”

and there’s a Snake pll at the finish line
entitlement, re

a chorus for lhe unlallhlul

are we all gone? of course

there’s no silver lining

there’s no clouds at all

just an endiess sea of gone

that echoes on and on

spent 18 years pushing a rock up a hill
trail of devastation, blood of insects, monumental will

andi split the crocodile’s tooth, blood suction, pop, hiss

iwear the skulls of all my victims like a talisman of meaninglessness

SHOWBREAD IS SHOWDEAD

on my first day without the drug
itell myself that i don't need it
just because i say and sing it
doesn’t mean that i believe it

ineed to shrink and shrink
untili disappear

when i go looking after me
ifind that nothings here

on my first day as the new me.
i tell myself that i can be it
just because i say and sing it
doesn’t mean that i believe it

for every friend i've made

for all the blood i gave

for every one that stayed the course
there’s two that turned away

and all the bitter diatribes

of the youthfully enlightened

millennial excrement of the the wounded and the frightened
they rise like stinking totems in the swamp of the estranged
and they find themselves all alone

bored and married to their pain

iknow it hurts to walk the road
iknow you've eaten

i know that things aren’t lining up
iknow it always hurts

remember your ms( Iove tonight
and listen to him call

there’s no more songs so thisis it
there’s no more songs atall

LIFE AFTER LIFE AFTER DEATH

Son, | want to tell you something
Without the words to make it so

There are some things that you can’t know
Till you already know

Like how much | would love you

Even though you are 5o new

Every day is better

Better because of you

I wish that | could keep you

From every shadow in your way

But they'll all come to nothing someday
They'll shrink and roll away

for now you've got to walk a road i cannot walk for you
ifi could somehow spateyou pain

it's something i would

because the world has got some teeth

oh son, it bites. You'll see.

But when it does please remember

these simple words from me:

If 1 can be some light for you

To help you find your way

Just pointing at someone bigger than me
Then that would be okay

For you to know him like | do

And even better still

And oh the way we love you

And oh we always will

There is some magic passing between a father and his son
and nothing takes that love away

No way it comes undone

but most everything else wul break

and yes, some things wi

and yes, it's going to nurlyou son

and yes, you're going to cry

but i have found this thing is true

when everything seems wrong

the world is an uglr place

but it won't be for ?

no matter where you find yourself, no matter what you do
the one who calls you is faithful son

and he makes all things new

so many of the ones | knew broke down along the way
son, don't be like them when you finally face the day
don’tturn youv 1ace away from truth

even when it h

don't be the seed that can't take root

upon the shallow dirt

itry to be a better man

and i'm still learning how

i had a dad who taught me once
and i can’t ask him now

so while i have this time to talk
there’s one thing | would say:
follow Jesus with your heart
love him every way
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