Docile Exile

By BradeN  
Chapter I: The Rock

I stood upon this ledge looking over the layout of a place rather foreign to me, and I could only ponder on the meaning that didn’t mean much anyway. Was I forced here by my own inner fears of the consequences that lurked in my homeland? Was there a lure that bated me here beyond just the basic need to experience more than everyday life? It’s hard to continue to break into this matter without naming my homeland something that represents it. (I can’t write this with a clear head and use real names). So we’ll call it Neverleave. Yes, the town of Neverleave is its descriptive name. Why, you ask? Because if you are born there, benevolent forces will prevent you from ever successfully leaving. How did I end up making it out? I didn’t really, I’m just in temporary exile. A few other factors pushed me out than what will be clear by reading this passage, but that’s for the overlords to ponder over. 


As I sat on the rock overlooking the layout of this new and foreign place, I found myself entranced by the various pits and grooves on the rock’s face. Then I sunk deeper into the pits and writhed around in the grooves. I shut myself off to the strange world below with all of its purposeful going-ons and confusions. In my mind, all of the negative things melted and hardened, melted and hardened, forming a new layer on the face of the rock every five minutes. The rock began to take on a new shape - that of all of the women that I had ever made love to, all clumped together into an awry of shapes and curves and contours that still had the original pits and grooves of the rock’ s surface. I kept a part of each of them inside my soul somewhere, lost with the endless amounts of knowledge, emotions, fears, anxieties, and karma settings that are also trapped in that floorless room. It wasn’t locked, but the door was too hard to reach and always seemed like it was getting further and further away as a reaching hand was getting closer and closer to the doorknob. But what should you care? You’ll probably never see, touch, smell, taste, or hear any part of me. So many women tried to become that rock only to just become another couple of curves and shapes with the same pits and grooves. I don’t know why I don’t want to love and to be loved. It just doesn’t fit into the cacophony of broken dreams that is my existence. 


The rock slowly got to the point of distorted shapes to where no single shape could be truly identified or recognized, so I looked away. A strange thing happened - the pits and grooves of the rock stuck to my retina and imbedded themselves into the landscape below. I couldn’t focus in on any particular depression as a single unit, but was forced to see everything through the eyes of the rock. Just looking through its eyes wasn’t enough for the forces that wanted to torment me: I had to feel all of the emotions of the rock as well. Not one at a time, in any particular order of importance or chronology, but all of them at once. Randomly, some emotions would be stronger than others, coming to the surface more, creating pits and grooves in buildings, trees, cars, benches, sidewalks, and even on strangers’ faces. 


I had to quiet the emotions the only way my creator gave me facilities to do: by masturbating them into submission. As I did this, I could hear the passionate cries of every lover I ever had. I could see all of their nakedness - all at once. I could re-live all of the highest moments of pleasure I ever experienced with each of them - individually and at the same time as a whole. It was mesmerizing, exhilarating and pleasure full. It was also confusing, disturbing and un-sexy. Even though every stroke felt orgasmic, I couldn’t climax. Even as every image was sexually pleasing, each had emotional disturbances tied into it that created an unappealing atmosphere. 


Chapter II: A Bar

I drifted off into a different place, one of utter dissonance. The lights blurred onto everything and created a mass awry of different vibes - none of which anything I wanted to relate to. It was a small town with the confusion and density of a large city. The sirens didn't break everyone's conversation. The beer was cold, but it tasted dead, like bread from a waiting cell. The people were all nice, but they didn't offer any escape from the exile I was in. Like they were in their own exile, only they learned to live with it and even be content in knowing there was no escape from it. 


There was no set standard of being, that's what I liked the most. Nobody cared that I was in the corner writing and staring. No one took interest. No one confronted my purpose with clear minded reasoning. I guess the police were there to shuffle out anyone who really stood out, I blended in. That wasn't what I came here for, but it was cool. I was only here to drink my beer, smoke my pack, and make a few random observations. 


Everyone was watching as ambulances and cops surrounded a sidewalk scene across the street. The bar I was at had a patio on the sidewalk, and I had a good spot on the corner, overlooking the massive amounts of people as they walked by. A live band was doing a sound check with some Doors playing on the sound system inside. I could feel the innards of the bar, and even be in there, smell the smoke, hear the bits and pieces of multiple conversations, feel the stares, all of it - except the bathroom, which I hoped to avoid for a while. 


I caught some every now and then . . . and had this strange power to purge any emotion a person felt as they made eye contact with me. The intensity of my gaze left people - both men and women - psychologically out of breath momentarily. I didn't gain anything by draining their psyche, but it felt cool. 


I kept pealing back layers of the flesh of this town, as if it would reveal a new world full of the kind of people I once knew and loves. Each time, I fell back inside my own exile. I couldn't find the layer that had unbroken sidewalks, everything was always under construction. The only influence I had was the forces that repelled me from Neverleave. I couldn't share that force with anyone without spilling a couple thousand words onto a beertable. The voices were still there. The images burned into my eyeballs like a timestamp on a picture. 


The street's colors kept getting higher in contrast and the actual details kept getting more and more distorted. I wasn't getting any more fucked up. The power in my stare was getting stronger and was happening more frequently. I learned how to lie when necessary in Neverleave, but couldn't do it here. The blood could dry into the pavement, but it couldn't hide the pits and grooves that still embedded themselves into everything - giving texture to objects that were meant to be bland, giving blandness to objects that should have been lively with detail. 


A girl smiled as I made eye contact - sucking all of her demons out and blowing them back in like a supercell creates and retracts funnel clouds. I think she liked it, but did she see the rock in my eyes? If so, she'll have nightmares for months. I'll still sleep all day and rot all night - waiting for the beginning or the end, whichever sets me free from the pits and grooves. 


"What good are words unless you know what one to put where and when," someone behind me said. 


I had two or three more beers before changing gears and getting a shot of Jim. It was a true taste of home, without the flavor of the friends and fiends that would normally be consuming it with me. I think that is half of the appeal of the liquor itself: the people who are drinking it with you. Sometimes it's the calm collective soul that drinks themselves to love, other times it's the twisted and deranged lunatic that drinks himself to hate. Either way made it good money spent if considering how much entertainment costs. There were so many things that I had no part of here, so many people that automatically had walls to throw up. They were thin walls made out of breakable sandstone, but yet I didn't think I could break them with the lack of strength I was granted in this place. They were just high enough to not be able to reach the top so that one could hoist themselves over them. And again, these walls bore the same pits and the same grooves that I have begun to believe is just human. 

Chapter III: Neverleave Lament I

I held a few pieces of change in my hand wondering what I might be doing if I was in Neverleave. I noted that if I was there and I was doing nothing, I would be thinking of what I would be doing if I was living somewhere - anywhere - other than there. The things I did that were fun and the people I loved that were cool and did love me, I seemed to take for granite. But what was it that I took for granite exactly? Was it the fact that I thought no matter where I went I could make friends really easy and quickly surround myself with the same kind of creative people who were full of love and peace and understanding? Or was it that I took having friends like that all around you for granite? Sure, the area has a lot to do with how happy you can be, I suppose, but what good is even a tropical paradise if you don't have anyone around you that you can relate to and share infinite wisdom? 


And this place I was in now was far from being a tropical paradise. Especially when I woke up next. I mean, it was a couple of months later, but when I woke up that next time in which I had to make entries in the log, it seemed like the next day. I think back to the day I was standing on the ledge looking over the town and feeling the rock's emotions for the first time, and that seemed like yesterday. I think back to the day I looked over my shoulder as the lights of Neverleave faded off into the night skyline, and that seemed like another life ago. I had the choice to consume this new place before it consumed me, and now that I wake up and it's the middle of winter, I have to come to the admission that it did consume me and that I am embedded into this place with powerful magnetism. Sure, I could probably catch a ticket back to Neverleave at any given moment . . . but that would be against the overlord's wishes. 


The snow reminded me of one of the original and most profound desires of mine: to escape Neverleave just because of the fact that I loved the sun and hot weather, beaches and the ocean. None of this was here as none of it was in Neverleave. So what brought me here? A place where even the artists leave me out of their circles? Is it possible for me to find a scene in this place or is it part of my sentence to have no social interaction worth mentioning? I pondered on that a little deeper and came up with startling revelations. Perhaps because of all of the pleasures and love and good fortune I experienced in Neverleave, I must now pay for that with the bland tasting beer, the lonely tasting whisky, the dry harsh smoke, the loneliness, and the window that I am forced more and more to look through as I watch others enjoy the pleasures of the life I left behind. It wouldn't really be an exile if that wasn't the case, now would it? Exile is a form of punishment, not a way to get away from Neverleave and actually stumble upon somewhere better or full of people and interactions that are even slightly satisfying. And the suffering deepens because I can only faintly hear the voices of those I left behind as they wonder why I am still gone and they go on living and dying and doing the same old shit that we used to make fun of ourselves for doing, but it was cool. 

Chapter IV: A Girl


A girl I met at a party. Beauty, intelligence, creativity, everything. I guess I should have realized it wasn't meant to be because she was all of these things. And older than anyone I ever went out with too. I don't know what I thought. It was another painful tug at me, a symbolic reassurance that there was many different aspects to the Exile that I didn't even know the depth of. I was beginning to feel like what I was in was an actual purgatory. I was forced to witness all the emotions being felt around me, but I was not aloud to participate in any of it. The Exile's domination over me strengthened. My voice and the expression of my emotions to her was in an intoxication incantations. I guess I am just dropping out of any attempts at really being social at all. Every time I go out into the new town, I feel like I am in a foreign place full of mirror personalities of people that live in Neverleave. Unfortunately, they are different people, and none of them know me. I have had dreams like this, and they were the kind of dreams you forget about at first, then remember it later. The kind of dreams that you can't talk to anyone because no one wants to listen. There are the same kinds of places, mirrored like the people. The mirror Back Room is a place I have only heard about from people that have been there. I don't even know its name. I used to like crowded bar scenes, and now I think I would rather just stay in. 



Chapter V: Using the Psychoscope



To examine the fibers and textures of the whole landscape, would be a difficult task. But to use the psychoscope is a great experience, and not too many people know that special trick. Following your mind into a corner then breathing from the other set of lungs. Shoot the psychoscope up to 5000 times and light up an incense stick. Visit the people that make up the voices in my head (who all look just like me or maybe me with a different hairstyle or something). Smoking lots of reefer, trying to tune back in. This is the first chance I've had to write in a long time. I almost forgot about the lifestyle of the writer. Maybe not all writers, but definitely me as a writer. Hours and days and months of loneliness. Sure, there's people all around, but I am tuned into something they are clueless about, I never stopped writing my whole life, there are just breaks in the times I actually write something. From this day forward (12/24/98) I shall always add a few pages to this text just to keep the conversation flowing. Some of those breaks were rather long. Most of those were during eras where there was lots of love all around me. It seems like the writer in me dies when I am loving. To peal apart the layers of times I was writing would be hard to do. The basic elements of those eras read like symptoms: Prolonged periods of not being with a woman, being in an environment I had no reign in, right after a really bad ending to a relationship, or just stranded out in the proverbial desert with just a pen and a pad of paper. My poetry seemed like it was sliding back a few layers in influence. The content having more to do with reality and less to say about the actual emotions I feel. Should they? How do I feel? I think things would be pretty gloomy in hue if I wrote my emotions. 


I put my analyzer to my psychoscope on aura and seen my whole problem. My aura is about thirteen shades to transparent. It probably makes me look like somebody I'm not. Like I don't really look like the person inside anymore. My looks have become shaped by the people around me over many years. I was like a piece of clay, and everyone else got to put their one forming move on it. So I really have stepped away from looking how I want to look. What is that, really? What is Brandon supposed to look like? Should I just forget it and keep looking like I do now? What should it matter, have I just lost the ability to gain people's trust? What is my problem? Do I really have one? Everyone that ever used the psychoscope will tell you, it can be a very painful ordeal. It can also be a very pleasurable one too, depending on which route you take. If you take the wrong route, you could end up dead or beat up on the sidewalk. Waking up the next morning only able to remember some things about the night before. Feeling bruised and having pains in the ribs and having a bruise on the thigh and forehead. Knowing something bad happened, but not knowing or understanding any of it. Just knowing there was a lot of Jim Beam on that road. Oh well. I think I'm going to stay off that road for a while. It is the killer of me. The psychoscope always flashes that up on the screen during the gathering of pornographic data files. 

Chapter VI: The Soul Mountain


The fire is the ultimate sound when you're listening to a good snow falling outside and it's the only sound besides the sound of your own breathing. There used to be a small hill for the sounds that things made that were really the sounds of something that was the exact opposite in almost every way. The mountain grew and grew, because at first it wasn't that common for anyone to recognize the fact that there are relationships in noise and different sounds. It grew and grew over the centuries, spreading out in all directions, changing the landscape as well as the surface of the ground around it. As mankind grew and advanced in technology, the sounds became more and more frequent, therefore, the mountain grew and spread out grew and spread out grew and spread out. Children got wise to the mountain and began adding to the equation, only causing another phenomenon: parts of the mountain began to erode into huge gorges. Over the years, these gorges became valleys and the valleys held rain which became, in turn, rivers and lakes. 


At the distance, the mountain always looked pretty large, but it wasn't overpowering looking, that is, until after the turn of the 20th century. Then the mountain began to grow at an unbelievable rate of speed. Before long, and by the end of the 20th century, the mountain had surpassed the cloud level, and clouds floated around it like vultures fly around a soon to be carcass in the desert. The rivers were powerful water systems that provided cities with power and flowed into lakes that looked more like seas to the people around them. This mountain became the very beast that men now wanted to conquer in order to claim that they were successful. 


Conquering did not mean climbing the mountain, it meant out doing the mountain. You see, for many centuries, man just understood the mountain's massiveness, but couldn't actually see it grow. But in the 20th century, men could actually watch it and if they looked at it with just the right amount of blurriness in their eyes, they could actually see it spread out and grow spread out and grow spread out and grow. But that's just one aspect of having to out do the mountain. Growing so rapidly that the mountain would fear THEM instead of the other way around. The other way to beat the mountain would be to be able to have a better system of flowing than the mountain's elaborate and huge water system. That means more ways for the flow to come to the central body, more things flowing within the currents of the flow, more life spawning on the perimeter of the flow because of the life giving power of the flow. Men also wanted to be able to out do the fact that the mountains were boasting of their massive ravines and valleys. Everyone wanted to make sure they were richly well rounded by including this aspect in their life - even though the majority of all people try to hide the gorges and valleys of their life. They try not to show the real side of the mountain because too much of the gorges show and valleys reveal things about the inner person that they want to restrain showing people for as long as humanly possible. And the ability to do this becomes a gauge to measure how worthy someone might be as a lover. 

Chapter VII: Death of a Thousand Cuts Revised for Gulag in the 90's


Shooting one's self in the head is an easy way to say that they gave up after about eight hundred and twenty nine cuts of the thin razor. Patience to die is not a virtue instilled in the wills of men, but children somehow posses that strange inhibition to want to see what's next. So the inner child in the prisoner of his own fate waits for the next cut, and then the next one, and then the next one. The pendulum swings to the left and to the right, the mule rides off into the night, the only light is the pale moon of a thousand dimmed out souls that hover above the desert that used to be the place that I could clearly see. The exiled abandonment - the streets, the hills, the rocks, the people - they have all but drifted into a reality that includes everything but the one who is in exile. They have strapped me to the back of a mule and blindfolded me, thus forcing me into a new form of exile - Gulag. As the days fade to nights and the nights crash back into days, I am lost within it and am no more than a droplet of mist in the overall haze that hides everything under its veil of deception. 


Anything and everything that crosses the mind becomes one small paper-like cut on the skin of my soul. Some of the cuts seem minor in comparison to others, even though none of them alone could ever be fatal in and of themselves. Not even if some sort of equivalent to an infection of the soul could occur. On the back of the mule, the small bumps eventually feel like hard hits on the back with a baseball bat. The little noises of the outside world - like cars passing by on the nearby road - sound like chainsaws and the breeze itself sounds like a crackling fire. Substance becomes bland paste that just rubs into the cuts on the soul, only temporarily covering them from the blistering breeze and burning sun, never to heal, only to reveal a deeper side of the agony that rides on the back of the mule with me. What is Gulag, one might ask. Not by definition, but by relation. No one could ever relate that experience to another human being, because there is no equivalent to that level of loneliness and abandonment. There is no pain that is its equal. The miles and miles the weeks and weeks the thoughts and endless thoughts. My own voice became the only voice I heard and I still hear it, the final insanity of a thousand twisted thoughts. 


The death of a thousand cuts! I would take that death and lick it like it was the worlds sweetest desert, reveling in the infected blood and green puss like a little pup licks at a freshly cut steak. I welcome the death, when it finally greets me, but I know in the back of my mind that it is laughing at my notion that it is there waiting to welcome me into whatever there is after this - I can hear it laughing faintly under the whistle of the cold winter wind and I can see it hiding in the shade of the willow trees as they sway in the mild spring breeze. I can even smell it under the scent of the summer lovers as they exploit their passions in my presence, spiting the denial I must feel. Worse of all, is the fact that I can feel death waning behind the steady rhythm of the leaves falling in the autumn. As death claims everything around me, my trusty mule and I keep pressing on, passing up all the people who voted in their minds to sentence me to this unpleasant fate. 


So you think about happiness and sorrow, and there has been times in your life when you felt these emotions peak. The mule chews fouled grass in the field, and gathers nutrients from the excrement of other animals, as if it were meant to be - that is the summery of your sorry. You ate the shit, and then you pressed on. When you are in exile you don't walk away. The only way you get out is by getting an even harsher sentence. Death? Life in prison? Ha! Such mockeries are those sentences! I am not afraid to say it, and I have felt the constant agony of a death row inmate just as often as I felt the never-ending nothing that a prisoner locked up for life feels. That gasp of sour air that never seems to taste just quite like the same breath would taste in a free world. Life in a cage is like life in a page of a book that you are reading while you are rotting the days and months and years into ways and sums of fears - you become religious, you become a martyr, you become this and that and everything else you will never be because nobody outside of your own skull gives a fuck - to them, you are an inmate. And to me, you will get to the five hundredth cut and die of other causes, if not kill yourself out of sheer weakness. 


Kill yourself kill yourself kill yourself! I am begging you - you who feel the cut of the nine hundredth and ninety ninth pull of the blade over your flesh. It would be so easy to do the predictable thing, and just end your own life. Don't dare leave it up to the hands that control the blades - of course, that is, unless you've already figured out that those hands do in fact belong to you. But who is controlling them? Is it really you making them slice another inch of flesh, or is there some sort of outside forces that guide your hands like that of a puppet? Inmates, they always have a puppet master. Manic depressants know who controls the strings, and the strings themselves become blades if you don't dance with the motions of the puppet master, right? So again, I urge you - if you feel it is the way to welcome the inevitable, just kill yourself so your parents can sue me for writing this. DO IT JOHN! DO IT CHAD! DO IT MANDY! DO IT SUE! DO IT BRAND... 


And there is a newspaper dispensing machine about two campfires from the nearest town in the direction I came. My mule pulled up to as if he was going to buy a paper himself. I laughed at the notion, but then again, nothing seemed to insane after about eight hundred and forty two cuts on the skin of the mind. What the mind had left to contribute was probably more dangerous and less beneficial to the overall drive to survive, a simple natural instinct that could be overcome very easily by the real weak minded. I decided to entertain the mule by getting a paper with my last shilling. It didn't surprise me to see that the paper was about ten years out dated. I mean, out here in the desert of existence, what demand was there for up to the minute news? What did it matter to a Gulag patient if they found a cure for the cancer of a thousand cuts when he was already on cut number fifteen hundred and ninety eight? I read some headlines to the mule, laughing historically, as if there was some kind of lesson to be learned in it all. The mule cowered to my insane laughter, and began making strange horse like grunts at me. I put the blindfold back on and mounted back up on the mule. I figured that we would be able to build a campfire in a couple days, so I saved the newspaper. A good campfire always hardens up the cuts on the surface of the soul, but they moisten back up real quickly after you piss on the coals to put the fire out. I used to think that the mule knew about the thousand cuts, and that he was taking me to the river Styx, and there I would meet the fucker who was cutting me with these invisible blades. When you look eye to eye with the mule, you see it for the person it was in whatever past life it had. It was told before crossing back over - "you will be the escort for many of men who will be sent out into the desert in Gulag." Then you look into those brown eyes and see thin red lines - cuts on its need to see the ugliness of the world. When those cuts get to a certain number, the mule will no longer need to wear a blindfold itself, and it would felt that it had graduated to the next level of higher understanding. 


The vultures never lost any patience. Each of the screeching cries that the Falcons and Vultures made startled me just the same as the last. Some had thoughts connected to them, others just sounded evil. The thoughts were always the same kind of things - something about waiting and patience. The eyes upon me felt like the eyes of a greedy whore looking at a large pile of gold. I wished and begged for a weapon to shoot at these creatures because it would be symbolic to whoever sent them, "HEY! I'm not going to die and get ate up out here in this stinking ass dry fucking desert, so take these leeches with wings and shove them up your bloody ass!" Every time the thought reoccurred, the phrase was more vulgar, until I could hear a response subliminally blended into the screeches of the birds, "Don't worry, we can wait . . . we have more patience than a thousand men times ten . . . we have more patience than any man's God or any man's Devil. . . we can wait . . . we have more patience than even death itself, for death has to lose his patience before we submit to the temptation." And in my daydreams as well as my sleep dreams, I conversed with the wretches. 


"We are resting with you, our wings get tired you know . . . If we wanted to, we could just start picking at your tender parts - starting with those eyes underneath that blindfold . . . and then we could pick through your clothing and bite off your penis and eat that - you won't be needing it where you're going . . . of course, we would also be munching on your mule. Mules don't usually put up too much of a fight. . . " and on they would go, trying to be the blade itself, trying to contribute the most on the cuts that would eventually be the death of at least my soul and mind . . . and the thing I never want to admit - the death and devouring of my body. Who is more patient? The time tested vultures who have nothing better to do but fly around in the desert and wait for a victim JUST LIKE ME! Of course, victims are never just like me - or any other victim for that matter. I would have to bet that most victims don't ever get to the point where I am at and still have the ability and sheer will power to press on with no map out, no concern for a destiny, just the clothes on the back and the coins that are only in the sack. Nothing more or less, no attractive features that, on their own, make up for the shortcomings . . . 


Chapter VIII: Summarizing Pieces of Broken Dreams

The temple is crashing around the people who call this home. How fake! Everything that is of matter constructed by men for men to impress women and accommodate fruitless desires burn in fires with the rest of the plastic liars. Watch as they melt into a blob and the blob drips into the core which is raked over the coals every once in a while to keep the fires that burn fake losers alive. There is two streets that have numbers for names and they represent the factions of the mortals that dwell there. They travel up and down the street in hopes of finding something, but what that is nobody really knows, they just know for certain that it can't possibly be found here. 


Everyone holds fake moral standings and expresses false moral beliefs in order to either impress others or because of a deep seeded fear inside that their mom and dad is watching them through some kind of camera in the corner of the bar's smoke stained ceiling. Little girls walk the streets at night hoping to seduce some weak man into forbidden desire for their little moments of sinful pleasure which will be forgotten when the man is rotting in prison still five, ten and even twenty years later. What a giant unraveling never ending hypocrisy! It makes me sick to think that there are so many fantasies that go unfulfilled and so many whores that never even love the world because they only love the small things that help them beat the world at its own game. You can download pictures of it for weeks on end if you have a wire leading to the giant sucking of souls network. 


These morals - why are they not reflected on the face of the people who are enjoying life, who have money and power, beauty and seduction? Why are the only real enforcers of the morals the people who couldn't go against the grain of them if they sold their very souls to do so? And the people who are able to live in such debauchery will tell you that it is wrong and that people who commit these acts of pleasure should be condemned to a lesser fate. On the other hand, there are those who are burning inside from the pain of not being able to live in total sin. They would, they dream about it. They scoff the normal ways of living and denounce the hypocrites, and yearn to live in sinful ecstasy - the problem is is that they are usually old or fat or ugly, and therefore, they are rejected by the real perpetuators of sin - the beautiful and the wealthy. What a wonderful world we live in. And you want to try to tell me that there is a God and a way to get all your sins erased by asking someone to forgive you? 


It's amazing the things you see in the textures of glass and in the imprints on snowflakes when you are in exile. The dreams I have when I am asleep transform into gloomy visions of past adventures mixed with the dreary present daily grind. What I have to do just to make it through a day of perpetual rotting so I can find interest in the small hour of the night to explore my mind. I break the first layer of the dreams down and find that there is no real psychological basis for them. There is no meaning other than the fact that they reflect my exiled life, which has no meaning. Everything I do is in preparation for the future, and that's been the case for about ten years. So I ask: when is the present? The past never seems to want to completely die off. My dreams consist of old friends and childhood memories, the setting usually takes place in my childhood house and woods and neighborhood. The demons are still the same old demons, they never change much, only their scent. 


Cranking words out onto the paper used to be so much easier. Indeed, I used to be able to put it altogether in the form of a plot and develop characters. I used to dream of writing stories that people would turn into movies. I would pick the actors and actresses, and I would sleep with them after a long hard day of shooting. I would drink wine with the directors and talk about politics with the producers. What a nice world that would be. But unfortunately, I never wrote a movie, and none of my works will ever become a movie, at least, while I'm still alive. Like any other good writer, my work will get the recognition it deserves after I die. I might write a couple more really good stories, maybe a few more volumes of poetry, and some prose, and then maybe a truck will hit me. Well, it'll have to be some kind of death that gets recognition beyond just the six o clock news. . . but nothing that makes me notorious just for the way I died because that will overshadow the work I have done in creativity. 


So to break the writer's block, I will focus on something other than the actual exile, because as of right now, it has become so mundane and monotonous, that there is no real way to put any other kind of spin on it. Focusing on broken dreams really isn't creating nothing new for me either, seeing how that has been the underlying meaning of pretty much everything I've ever written. So let me do something that I think is a little on the extreme side, but it's something that has to be done. In the form of broken dreams, I write letters to home. 

TO CORY: 

God damn, what a weird twist of events life has dealt us. I remember the day I met you. Man, you were the exact reflection of me, only in the form of someone that was a lot more hungry for the pleasures of life and with a lot more reasons to dwell in the sorrows of life. I guess you've never changed on those fronts. I think about all the different phases we went through in our relationship, and how we just seemed to come apart at the seems that held us together - even though we are still very much the same people in so many respects. I can't believe that the world is so fucked up that two people like us only bring each other down when we try to put our minds together. I think about you every day, and I often wonder what you think about, and if you think about me everyday and what things come to mind when you think of me. I try not to reflect on the past too much, but, fuck, it's hard not to. The days of the Reaper. When we drove around the shits all day and rotted from shit pad to dirt pad. The people who all ridiculed us and had so many things to say about how big of losers we would both turn out to be. The dreams we had . . . Broken. And how and why? I don't care, because there was some crazy twist of fate that tore us from our dreams and there isn't much we can do about it now or even shortly after then. All in all, we accomplished our dream of becoming big time in music - not to everyone else in the fucked up worthless scope of the world, but to ourselves. With each other, we created the exact kind of music that we loved the most - more than any band in the big time that ever was or ever will be. We created it, and we listened to it until it was imbedded in the brain, and it never got old. It still never does, and if I had a copy of it, I would throw it in right now and crank it up because it still kicks ass. Well, I hope like hell you're alive and doing at least what you like to do, whatever that is. We seen the most beautiful things the world has to show people, and we seen the ugliest shit the world could show you. We smelled the finest smelling buds that grow on the planet, and we smelled the most awful stench that could reek up a room. We touched surfaces with the smoothest of silks and we brushed against the grains of the grittiest papers. The underlying theme of our existence is that we pretty much experienced everything there is to experience in life as a unit - me and you, including the deepest love and respect, including the deepest anger and disrespect. Yet, we are still soul mates to this day, and nobody will ever convince me otherwise. I love you - Stay Real, Brando 

TO ART: 

Well, here we are, a very long time after I first met you, and I don't think either of us has really changed too much. I'm glad to finally see you making a living off of what you love to do, and what you do the best - art. It's hard to believe that you never made it big time in the music front. I would have thought that there couldn't be benevolent forces that could hold you or Steve or Paul or Sim back from achieving that goal. But when I review it, I wonder if that was ever any of you guys' goal. It makes me sick to see all of that talent and creativity to fall to the way side, but there is something good to get out of all of it, and that is the simple fact that you guys are all still in touch with reality. I think that between you and Steve, there has never been anyone that has given me more influence and insight into the world and creativity. I really have to dedicate everything I do in the realm of creativity to you guys, and hope that it's enough. Someday, I might be where I want to be, famous fro the things I can do with creativity. If that day comes, I will owe a great debt to you and Steve. It's hard to write a letter to just one of you at a time, because both of you have done so much for me, as well as help me when I was in times of need. You guys are the truest of friends, and I will never be able to repay you for all of the times I was ready to give up on the world and you showed me ways to make things cool again. Lots of love and many shots go out to you two, always and forever. I will always keep in as much touch as I can with you two because you guys are the essence of my hometown. My hometown heroes, if you will. Well, I hope things continue to work out for both of you, and I wish the best - B. Strong 

TO STEVE: 

Well, it looks like I covered a lot of what I wanted to say directly to you with the letter to Art. I guess I've known you for a few more years than I've known Art, and we kinda have mutual memories about childhood, growing up, the old neighborhood, and shit like that. I remember the first day we met, we were flying Perry Drug Store kites. We hiked in the old woods a couple times, and then you probably remember me as the paperboy for the years when you were in heavy guitar study. I think ahead to the early Evil Green days, when you and the E.G. staff had such passion about the E.G. dream that I felt that passion enough to put myself in a frame of mind that still hasn't faded out - the frame of mind where I don't have any desire to live a "normal" life - that of the every day nine to five Joe that has a wife and some kids and a picket fence and all that happy go lucky bullshit that seems to me like a waste of a perfectly good existence. So I press on with the mission, and thank you for the divine intervention that you had in me, even if you never really realize that you had that big of an impact on my ways of thinking and living. Well, you did and I am still living the dream. When you try to live the dream, you see the nightmare for most of the time. You work and work and work to get past that until the dream begins to unfold. I've seen the dream unfold several times in my adult life, never to completely come true, until it seems like I will always be held in contempt, and the dreams will never come true. But I still press on, and part of that is due to the fact that I learned the skill of endurance from you. You might not understand why right away, but when you figure it our, you will smack yourself in the forehead and say, "Shit! Why didn't I see that!" I will always have the deepest respect for you on those tips, and I will always love you. You have been one of the best friends a person could hope to ever have, not to mention, a pretty good game of chess. So in closing, I would like to say that one day, when my dream comes true, I will do everything I can to give back to you what you gave to me over the years. Love ya forever - B. 

TO NATHAN: 

Man, Nothing can compare to the trials and tribulations we have experienced as friends. I go through life thinking every day about how I fucked up. I know you think about me a lot, and when you do, that's probably forefront on your mind. I can never erase that, even though if someone gave me a chance to, I would, but I would hate to go through life thinking that this is how I must reflect on our relationship - a series of turning the knife in the back, because to me it aint like that. I never wanted to fuck up, and create all the hell that you have to face because of my fuck up. I really wish things could have went differently, and I know that some of the choices I made might have been fucked up in and of themselves. I guess there's no way you'll ever forgive me, and you'll probably always have a desire to somehow fuck me up because of this. So all in all, I guess I can't really reflect on positive things because you'll scorn me even harder. I just want to say that I love you deeply, and that you have always been a big part of me - even when you were in the exact opposite spiritual world as me. There has never been a time in my life where you didn't mean a lot to me, including now. It's half the reason I can't return to Michigan ever, because I couldn't face you, I would rather face death than face you - a person who helped me in the coldest of sold and lonely situations, and trusted me when not even my own mother would trust me. You were there for me like no person on this fucking earth has ever been for me. In fact, I have never seen a case where someone was there for someone else more than you were there for me. I can never repay you. Even if I became a millionaire and gave you half of it, I wouldn't feel any better about how I fucked up. I can't go on anymore with this. Just remember that nobody will ever represent a reflection of myself more than you. I wish things could have worked out a lot different, starting with us being able to grow our friendship more before other people interfered - because together, we could have successfully conquered many fronts that nobody else I know of would have any interest in. I doubt you'll ever read this, but for the sake of writing it, I love you, and I will always be in debt to you no matter how much repaying I do or am ever able to do. Love, Brandon. 

TO NATALIE: 

I can't believe I am including a section in here for a woman. That is absurd by exile standards, but I have to say a few words of finality, seeing how you pretty much won't admit that you still love me, and I can't seem to kill whatever love I still feel for you. I just have one thing to say to you while I am in this exile state: thanks for not believing in me. That has made me stronger and stronger and stronger until I am going to be so strong that one way or another, I will be a very successful person, and you will look me up or I'll call you years down the road, and you will be the one to kick yourself in the ass, not me. But it won't matter, because I will be hitting a 19 year old. The bottom line is that you are the reason I lost respect for women. I lost it because I see that women won't stand by their man, when trouble arises, you jump to the next motherfucker with cash - even if it's mommy and daddy's flow. How sickening! You wasted all these years with some loser who would never marry you, and for why? Because he lives in the next town over? If you would have stuck with . me, and moved up to Michigan with me, we might have had bad times and good times, (like everything else, there's always bad) but after all was said and done, we would have been happy, and that's the bottom line, isn't it? One day you will realize that you should have met me half way and things would have worked out. Otherwise, you'll be chasing the dragon forever, like me, only I don't chase the dragon called love anymore. I chase the dragon called pleasure. FUCK love. Love aint shit but another expressway to pain, sorrow, and extreme loneliness, not to mention sexual self-abuse. That's all, I love you and I will always love you and I will always think about you when I wake up and when I go to sleep - that's the curse you put on me with your fucking witchcraft. Oh well, if I can't break the curse, I will exploit it. I will continue to fuck as many young sweet innocent things as I can until I die. Thanks for the short period of the best time of my life, and the extended period of the worst. Love, Brandon 


Well, I could go on writing these letters for days, but the real important ones are out of the way now, and that's really what I needed to beat down some of this writer's block/insomnia. I really hope any outsider who don't know me enjoyed reading intimate details of my personal life. There's more to come, so stick around. Docile as I might be in the small hours of the everlasting eve, I am still a writer, and my emotions will still continue to spill out onto the paper like oil drips from your car onto the pavement. Keep the dreams alive, I shall be leaving this exile in a matter of measurable time. I will talk about that as it develops more. In the mean time - KILL YOURSELF!!!!! 


Chapter IX: The Temples Within

We watched as the bigger serpents swallowed the smaller ones, the twisties and droplets of blood danced about like the actors in a masquerade. This hand fell upon my shoulder, and I knew it was the hand of yet another Devil or God trying to entice me to join their conglomeration. I never took too quickly to religions or any other belief system that tried to make you understand why things are the way things are. There is a good and an evil, in my mind, there is a conscious and an unconscious. There are depths of both in which you can let yourself crossover from one to another, and to think that there is good and evil just interrupts this process. So I tap into the old words of wise men that have lived life, loved in life, and attained the things in life which I desire. There are powers associated with these men, and their names are forever unknown, yet they have been written about in many forums. These scripts are like the scrawlings on sandstone that sits in a tropical rain forest: they are read for a generation or two before the writing becomes too hard to read, at which time, the words that were written become legends and lores that are passed down from one generation to the next in the form of divine earthly knowledge. The true authors of the words to live by are forever forgotten or are purposeful in their intentions to remain anonymous. 


Baking in the freezing air that is wisped up into breezes that turn into hard and frost laden winds are the voices that speak the high speeches of life forgotten. There are lessons to be learned there, but first you have to remain patient enough to translate the sounds of the winds from what they sound like to uninformed people to what they really are trying to say in the form of true versus. Each verse is a sort of rapture to the weak minded people that hear the sounds and don't understand them. To them, the sounds are the sounds of a thousand dead people screaming as they lie in their tombs chained to the earth within the confines of deathly loneliness. They are forever trapped in the realm that encapsulates trillions of souls: the very dirt of the earth itself. The most degraded place to find yourself live or dead - with your face being eaten away by slimy worms and insects that crawl slower than the clouds pass by overhead. The cold and damp stench of the dirt that surrounds them is the only sensory perception that they have to look forward to with every passing day. And what is a day? What is a night? What is time itself when there is absolutely no reason left in the mind or world around you to keep track of it? If you no longer see the light of the sun or the sparkling colors of the stars in the dark night sky, then what means do you have to even tell the time as it passes. So nights and days withdrawn, one is left with just an endless "next moment," and from moment to moment, having absolutely nothing to look forward to, time becomes the enemy. Its very irrelevance drives at the mind, eroding it further instead of the mind being able to grow and expand due to the unending amounts of free time to ponder anything that one ever had the notion to ponder. 


As the mind erodes and the tissues of the body rot away, there is little left to think about. Me, being the individual I am, the person who has certain thoughts and no one to really share them with, eventually thinks of something else that any normal person alive or dead would shrill to think about. But I have to think about it because once the though occurs to me, it is on the table, and once it is on the table, I must dissect it and analyze the innards of the thought to determine if it is a legitimate thing to consider when denouncing all religions and any reason to fear a God. It's the thought of the one thing that every man holds dearly to the validity of his own existence: his cock. And the thought starts out by reflecting on the fact that I have always been satisfied with mine, and that others have found it to be satisfying for their purposes. That said, I do feel the pity of the (probable) thousands of men who are unfortunately born with, shall I say, temples that fall short of any kind of worshipping capacity. These men must have harsh realities, but the fact is, with either advances in their physique or financial well being, they have probably learned to live with the degrading feeling they get every time they are with themselves or they themselves are with a woman. Sad to talk about, I'll get to the subject at hand. That is the thought of the penis as it is decaying and rotting away. 


From the first instance of death - the crossover from life to death, the very moment one dies: the penis is now an inanimate object and can never again be rendered for services either by the owner himself or any other third party person seeking pleasure from it. This, to say the least, is a shocking thought to me, as it probably is to most anyone who is reading this text. First, the body of the newly dead is taken off the small patch of physical matter that it is lying on: the exact spot in which the person (well, the man in this analysis) died. That spot holds some significance, as we might discuss at a later time. The body is crudely transported to a sterile and serene environment known to most people as "The Morgue." A little background on me - I worked in the Richmond Morgue in Richmond, Virginia on and off for about six months while I was in the Mortuary Affairs unit of the United States Army in 1993. I know these places to be temporary storage and identification portals. The basement, however, is a different story. Here is a very surreal place, where bodies are submerged in giant vats of phemeldrohyd, clamped under the ears with giant biceps. These bodies are probably the fortunate ones, because they have things to look forward to, such as being used for scientific study, or having organs ripped from their cavities, and the occasional tour by the local college kids who are studying that sort of stuff. 


As the corpse is rolled into the lab on the steel table known by the general population as the "slab", the penis just sits there, ignored by the doctor who is about to rip the chest and skull of the dead man apart to investigate what it was that caused the life to evade him. He lays there in his dead body, looking at the environment around him, but most of all, having a strange new sensation below his belly: that of NO sensation. That of no feeling. Weather a man thinks about it or not, he can feel his penis at any time of any minute, there is always sensory perception of feeling from one end of the penis to the other. Unless you were paralyzed from above the lower mid section of the spine on down. Something that I probably won't discuss. I wouldn't do that, as it would not be right. Me being a person who cheated paralyses once, and thanks unknown benevolent forces for cheating it, have vowed to never make fun of, or even make issues of things that relate to those who are in that most unpleasant predicament. Back to the dead guy. He lies on the slab, thinking about the last time he ever had sex, then the last time before that, and the last time before that, and so on, until he gets sick of that kind of self-abuse, at which time, he purges himself of any kind of remembrance of any feelings of guilt he ever felt after masturbating. In fact, that washes out really quickly, and instead of staring into some heavenly light (like a lot of near death experience people allege), he is now thinking back to all the times that stand out that he can remember about masturbation. He thinks of some of the really crazy things he did in the confines of his own private world when there was nobody else around for hours, days, weeks, even months. There was even periods in his life where he accounted for years that passed by between instances where he had sex with a female. 


On the slab, the doctor sees a man lying there with his chest cut wide opened with what Pathologists have called the "Y incision" for obvious reasons: the cut is from shoulder to between the nipples and up to the other shoulder. From the intersection, there is a straight line cut that goes below the belly. After this cut is made, the breastbone is split in half, and then the organs are removed. All the while, the cock just lies there, small as it might be after a swim in cold water - well, slightly bigger than that, just big enough to be able to flop from one side to the other when the body is tipped up on its side. I'm sure I have lost about half of my audience by now. For the true reality thinkers and human beings with curious intellects, there is more to read, so don't be burdened by those strange sensations associated with things crawling underneath your skin. 


The man lies there, his skin is peeked and rubbery feeling. His blood is very cold, and his hair is brittle. His teeth hang in his gaping mouth, which still has the same expression on it as the moment that death claimed him: the look of bewilderment mixed with that emotion that every man will feel if he knows he will die very soon: that feeling that the connection between his physical, mental, emotional, and sensual being will be discontinued from his cock for all eternity. Not that all of life revolved around those properties or anything, but it quickly becomes the only thought that reflects on the whole being and sends shrilling numbness through the body, causing the stomach to feel really light, and then a piercing pain penetrates the entire mid section. 


Now, having removed the internal organs from the abdominal area, the doctor must get into the skull and dig through the brain itself to search out that silver bullet. In every man's invincible stage in life, there is always that one thing that can close the door of life and open that door of death in one quick motion. To get to the brain, two things have to happen: One, the body has to be turned over so its stomach is facing the ground. Then, the doctor must get through the layers of skin and bone. To achieve step two, the doctor does what is known as the famous "ear to ear" incision, again, getting its name from the obvious nature of the cut. This time, the cut is mad from the bottom base of one ear, cut in a downward oval fashion, to the bottom base of the other ear. After the cut is made, the skin of the head (or scalp) is peeled back over all the way until the face is folded down under the chin. Having seen this done, it almost gives one the same sensation as the thoughts of penile aftermath. 


It is the writer's purpose to make the reader think, to have the reader feel emotions and sensation even though all they have to go by is the very words that you put onto paper. In this year - 1999, there is very little left to write or talk about that would stimulate. Sure, there are scandals and epidemics and wars, but we have become numb to those things, and they only spark our interest, they no longer impede great emotional devotion. 


Which is why we are discussing the man on the slab, who was lying on his stomach the last time we checked. Indeed, his penis is now flattened between the slab and his weight (which is getting lighter by the minute). After everything has been examined, the body is turned back over face up. A quick (yes, quick is all that even the death-seasoned pathologist can handle) glance at the man's penis reveals a flattened member with contours that match the contours on the metal slab's surface. These contours are comparable to imprints on the skin made by lying on a rough fabric for too long. The only difference is that these contours probably won't wear off right away, they could take days to fade away. 


And the lifeless, loveless corpse is wheeled out into the prep room where it will be stitched back together and placed in a freezer for distribution to whatever funeral home might come by and pick it up in the coming hours or days. Just like that, our little commentary on the lifeless organ comes to a close. Its cold, stiff, rubbery properties will only last as long as the funeral parlor allows, and then it will join the rest of the Earth as it decays into the cold damp worm infested earth. There, in the hole, the eternal resting spot - there, is where the soul and mind are allowed to expand on the current situation, as we come around full circle in our look into life after death. 


A lot of people look within themselves, and into the Bible and find their God there, and follow their hearts to this end that is really just a beginning. They say that life is like a grain of sand in the hourglass compared to the overall eternity that the soul must endure. They claim that if you live righteously and give your life to God and ask Jesus to forgive you for all your sins, then you will be rewarded with palaces and riches in a Heaven where the streets are paved with gold and angels sing and dance about in Glory, and that you will be reunited with the ones you loved. They they they they - they BEAT this in they PREACH this over and over, THEY KNOW! And how do they know? Because they are agents in the house of God, which is the AUTHORITY on right and wrong. They are the amplifiers that project the sounds of your conscious over the loudspeaker of moral wealth. I am broke in the bank or morals. I saved them for others to waste their life away on. When I'm old and decrepit, I won't read this text and denounce it in the eyes of any God, just like I won't regret all the whores I fucked, and just like I won't regret all the substances I ever abused, or the fact that I abused myself in doing that, nor will I regret my tattoos, nor will I regret the scars on the hearts of others that I put because I am an individual. Individuality is removed when you become subservient to others, be them Gods or men, and in this, I will never participate in. Purpose or no purpose, life or no life, I am the shaper of my own fate and will live the way I choose to live disregarding any warnings and lessons others feel they have the obligation to toss my way. 


What does this have to do with the dead guy or the actual idea that there is a life after death? Not a thing, but when it comes to life after death, one has to weigh the value of the life on Earth they must live before throwing that away to live for God. It's easy to "Live for God" and be the world's most perfect Christian when you're 70 years old and you've already done everything there is to do. So what does that mean anyway? There's nothing held back, we must analyze everything from a point blank angle. People will read this and in their own hypocritical way, they will disagree with it and call me a person with no moral filters. Good, I love it when people do that. It makes me wonder - do morals come from the denial of earth's pleasures? Because someone is too fucking lame to achieve life's pleasures, they decide to be against anything that is enjoyable. Is that why everything that is enjoyable (except for sports) is considered some kind of sin? 


I begin by going back to the dead guy, who just lost contact with his number one friend: his dick. Did he get to do the things in life that everyone must have thought at one time or another to be the bare minimum of experiences that you have to experience before you die - before he died? What would those be . . . lets see, for a man it would be to eat pussy, get a blow job, actually fuck a female . . . then love would be in there after the sexual things, so did he ever experience his own personal definition of Love. . . then there would be the earthly pleasures department, which, for the average person, is limited to driving a car (probably driving really fast for most), and drinking to the point of being drunk. Wow, pretty basic life if you ask me, but most people don't ask for much out of life (which is good for those of us Excess worshippers), they basically view life as a short thing where they go to school, then get a job that they will have for the rest of their lives, they get married to probably the first person they ever really loved, they have some kids and that's it. Is there more? Hardly, well most people would argue that there is, and then the SHIT that they spewed out of their mouths would be a lot of the same shit I just mentioned. What I call embellishments for the masses: they call it success! You see people, especially the cunts of the world out there, having a lot of money and material things isn't what life is all about. I am saying this not because I am poor (even though that may be the case), but I am saying it because having those things doesn't kill the desire to keep wanting. So once you get that Porsche, you'll want that Jaguar. Once you get that house on the hill, you'll want that house on the beach. In the end, when you're that dickless piece of cold meat on the slab, none of that shit will ever matter. Your life was one continuous mission to obtain the next level. My life is one continuous mission to obtain the next pleasure. I choose my life. My goals are probably just as realistic, and the prize for obtaining the goal is that I have experienced a new pleasure. I have felt all there is to feel by the time I die, where you just floated through life owning all you can own. You can't take that shit to your Heaven when you die, so that shit won't matter, and you definitely won't be taking it into the small box you will rot in for all eternity, because heaven is just another one of those embellishments for the masses. It's about as real as manufactured silence. 


So what are these pleasures, you are still wondering? Well, to begin with, if you are the type of person who vehemently denies masturbation or even calls it disgusting and say you never did it or never would, you might as well use this book for kindling, because to fully understand a person like me being in exile, and grasp the feelings I'm trying to broadcast with my prose - you must first be adorn to pleasure full activities, not leaving masturbation out. Some of my most memorable sexual experiences included me masturbating while the woman laid there spreading herself open in various positions, or held her mouth opened anticipating my exploration of emotions into her mouth. And masturbating on my own has become a ritual in trying to find the most intense climactic sensation the world has to offer. Because we all know by now that no one can ever blow your balls off harder and with more sensation than you can, and that's because you've had all the time in the world to work that magic. Self pleasure aside, we have to get into the other common denominator for men and women alike. When I talk about these pleasures, keep in mind, that from a man's viewpoint, these are pleasures we all crave, but they also apply to women as well, and no one will ever convince me otherwise. First, there is every man's dream: fucking two women at the same time. And for women, it is fucking two men at the same time which in most cases comes AFTER the craving to actually fuck another woman. Women, it seems, don't really care for the idea of teaming up in a two women on one man combination. Whatever the lineup may be, three party sex is a craving for all. Men like the thought of getting together with another man to fuck the living daylights out of one woman. But men don't think of the two men one woman situation in terms of pleasuring each other, that is denounced in most circles. So what about women, why is it so right to for two women to fuck and suck each other in that three way situation? Men know. Regardless, the point remains the point. And after the three way thing is thought of, men go back to the goals of pleasure with one woman that they always had deep inside. What would it be like to eat a woman's asshole out? Just burying that tongue up in there! And then fucking a woman in the ass. Every guy has that goal in life. Call me a sick bastard, I don't think I'm wrong. Using objects to fuck women - yet another fantasy shared by all men. Basically, what it all leads to is the total degradation of a woman - especially the woman that a man loves the most. This is a happy medium to summarize the whole pleasures of flesh category, and so lets move on. 


After all of the thoughts of what things you might want to do before you die, so you don't feel like you've been cheated, you shouldn't exclude anything I am about to mention. Winning. Be it at a game of chess or a million dollar lottery. Millions have went to Las Vegas and lost their asses trying for that simple self gratifying feeling that they won something. Winning is one of them. Smoking dope. Just the first and foremost in the long list of drugs you have to experience in order to live a full life. When it comes to drugs, however, I feel that there are three categories, and if you can undeniably fit into one of these categories, stay out of the other two and don't worry about doing those drugs. It works like this: 

Cat 1, mind expanding, thought and creativity invoking dream like sensation drugs. Weed, LSD, magic mushrooms, peyote, heroin, and cocktails of small amounts of beer mixed with any morphine based pills. These drugs, the dopes to infinity, are the ones that you can do just before you pick up the guitar, paper and pen, paintbrush, or whatever other creative thing you're into. If you are creative, you will benefit from these drugs in many ways, while you're on them and while you're wishing you was. If you're not creative, you will just end up abusing them to no end and for no purpose other than to make the couch potato life more colorful. LSD is the only one to be cautious of, because the creativity can drain you. The more creativity you explore on this drug, the heavier the price you will have to pay when it comes time to come down. 

Cat 2, senseless body drugs that are best if used in conjunction with sex. Cocaine, alcohol, ecstasy, meth, and amphetamines. These buzzes are pretty much worthless to the creative person. So for most people, they are great. I would recommend short lived experimentations with these drugs for one reason and one reason only: if you keep fucking with them, you WILL get fucked up. Ecstasy, on the other hand, is hard to say that about because of the fact that it is rather expensive and the unlikeliness that anyone would ever get addicted to it. 

Cat 3, the totally senseless rush drugs for no other purpose other than to get a fucked up feeling for a short period of time. There are a lot of drugs out there that fit this bill, inhalants, injectables, alcohol itself, and so on. Then there is crack. This drug has to be tried, and with a couple hundred dollars in the pocket so you can get the full experience of dealing with total fuckers in order to keep the buzz satisfied, because 90% of the buzz is wanting and getting more, smoking more, and then doing everything conceivable to smoke any resin that might be left over from what was smoked. A stupid notion is the idea that one can do this drug recreationally or that it can be enjoyed along with other activities - forget all of that. When you're going to smoke crack, you might as well be in a room with nothing but a hard, black floor, a chair and a table. Music is good, but it has to be urban gangster rap to really fit the flow of the buzz. Black Sabbath has been known to freak people on crack out. Don't do crack once, then later on say, "damn, I bet I could do some crack again, and I wouldn't really get addicted . . . " you see, crack is a demon that whispers in your ear. You never think you're addicted until you're sitting in a prison cell charged with armed robbery and three counts of murder, and possession of a gram of crack cocaine. You'll probably do more time for the crack than the murders, so keep in mind that just trying it is ok, you will have lived life to the fullest having only done it one time. The only other Cat 3 drug worth talking about is Nitrous Oxide, my favorite drug. Oh yes, it is a drug alright, only because the government decided to make it one. There's nothing wrong with n2o, in my book, it's the safest substance one can abuse. Just don't drive on it. And don't get into the liquid. I have discovered that the drug is best used to appreciate music. When I say music, I'm not talking about the radio, I'm talking about REAL music. Nitrous is like crack in the sense that most of the buzz is spent wanting and getting more, but if you have a tank full of it, you lose the craving about the same time the tank runs out. 


Women, drugs, and alcohol aside, there aren't many other things that death can cheat you out of. I like to travel. I like to hang out in new places and see new faces. This is something that most people would enjoy doing before they died, and there isn't really much room for the religious right wing to criticize it as sinful behavior - unless your goal in foreign places is to have secluded, anonymous sex affairs. 


Or you're a serial killer . . . which brings me to the one thing that no one wants to talk about. Writers with the same content as this subject refrain from writing about it. That is the dark side of pleasures. Murder, rape, domination with the use of a firearm or other weapon . . . these are the things that forbidden dreams are made of. And that is why there is a whole chapter devoted to them. 


So I leave you this final thought on the Temples Within: never underestimate your own inner repulsions for things you have yet to experience. You might enjoy the orgy while it's happening, but you are the type of person that will repress the memory of it and lie about it later to become a hypocrite in your own rite. Me, on the other hand, I will press on with the diluted pupils staring into a distorted world where orgies and drugs are the High Life: living in the "High Society." High Society doesn't mean a lot of fancy cars and big houses to me, it just means that I am enjoying life to the fullest before some snake comes by and gobbles me up. So as we stand by, watching the bigger serpents swallow up the smaller ones, we feel it inside . . . the burning emotion that compels us to feel everything and do everything and own everything and keep wanting more and more until there is only the world itself to obtain. We beat each other with clubs and we eat each other with sharp forks, we lash each other with whips and we pierce each other with the sharpest needles. We are human in an animalistic world. We are the master race of beings, but we are still the minority. We are only at the top of the food chain because we out smarted the lions and tigers of the world. We are only successful at the expense of those who were not. We are only good because there are others that are more evil, and we are only evil because someone made a distinction between good and evil according to their own denial of the inner temple that tells them to rape, kill, maim, pillage, and then deny that the thought ever occurred to them.

Chapter X: The MegaScript and the Eras Spanning from its Pages


The megascript is written by the people who lived through the era, but died just before they grasped the true concept of what life is really all about. Then, during that last era, they die before they get a chance to actually write it down on paper and reveal it to a young person who has the rest of their life to apply the meaning so as to get the most out of life. Then, after the person is dead, he then sits and ponders the thoughts and this leads to the entire schematics of Eras, which are divisions of times spent in a certain mode, area, frame of mind, or wager with soul searching and selling. He becomes then obsessed with the idea that he has to somehow write this through the hands of a living being. Sometimes they actually succeed at this task, but the MegaScript ends up coming out of the living writer in his own words, and influenced by his own opinion of what the MegaScript really is. More than a few living men have ended up in institutions because of the inner battle between what the dead man was trying to write and what he interpreted as what should have been written. Men have also become very rich and famous, or just one, or just the other - by putting the words on paper and then getting the work published. To the dissatisfaction of the dead man because not only is he denied the pleasures that come with his host's fame and fortune, but he has also failed to get the true meaning of the MegaScript through the mortal. 

So the MegaScript continues to float around in some plane between the live people who are about to come to a startling realization and the dead men who know. They say that the MegaScript is called the MegaScript because it is a million pages long, and when page 1,000,001 gets written, the first page (or the page in that position) drops off for all eternity never to be read or attempted to be written again. This is true because of the fact that those lessons no longer apply - in the land of the living and in the land of the dead. There is also living men who claim to have a way to access the Script itself, using strange devices and powerful concentration. Their claims seem null and void because it would seem like, if they had that kind of insight, they themselves would be quite capable of adding to the MegaScript. All in all, it is safe to say that no living person will ever know the lessons contained within the bindings of the MegaScript. Furthermore, even if a person was to read all one million pages, there is hardly a chance that the person would have enough life left in them to gain anything from consuming the knowledge. Yet, men have died seeking that knowledge by traveling to the far reaches of dilution and fantasy, by breaking through the layers of reality and surreality, by tempting the powers that they have no control over, hoping to get some kind of glimpse at the pages, ready to sacrifice all and every just to touch the bindings and stroke the text which protrudes above the surface of the pages because of the thickness of the inks used. The book itself, bound in the most expensive and time tested materials, hand crafted by the slaves of the netherworld. 


Provided here is a glimpse that was passed on to me in my moment of pure Exile. There are times during Gulag and Exile when the subject remembers times in his life when death seemed better than life. Those times are distant and unreachable, however, when in exile, one breaths those moments with every breath and tastes them with every bite of food. And when you get that intimately aquatinted with Death, you begin to see the MegaScript. In fact, once you begin to see it, you also get a feel for it, and you begin to understand it. You also begin to hear the echoes of those before you who have came as close to the MegaScript without actually touching it. The MegaScript isn't a collection of the texts that living men were used as puppets to write - it is the actual scripts that the dead men intended to write. And all of the men chasing the MegaScript, searching and sacrificing, begging the forces of the soul, body, and mind to push further and further until they can achieve total unity with it - they never even hear a whisper. Yet, those, like I, who never have any intention what so ever to invest their life into a mission that might lead them to it: it is we who find it in the most obvious places. It is us who hears the ramblings of the true authoritators of it - undistorted and uninfluenced by our own preconceived notions of what the MegaScript should be and it is us who never write a single word on paper in the name of the MegaScript. And ironically, it is us who the dead men never even consider commissioning for the task of writing the texts in the living world. 


The visual representation came to me in a dream: the world, and nature - through it's own means, balancing the various species that reside on the living world. Nature has a way of balancing out everything, and from the human perspective - a lot of balancing is needed. There are three basic categories of humans: those who just go through life like any normal person, doing what they have to do to reproduce and live a normal, mostly care free life. Then there are those who try to achieve this, but cannot for one of many many reasons. Then there are those who don't look at life in this manor. They are the enlightened ones, the artists, the self serving pleasure seekers, and the worshippers of a higher form of existence. 


The way that nature balances the content of humans on the planet usually falls on the first and second categories of humans, due to the fact that they are the majority of the population. From the living world's perspective, the means in which nature does this takes many forms: famine, war, epidemics, natural disasters, and genetic inferiority which breeds psychopathic homicidal tendencies in the weak minded. From the perspective of the dead, however, the balancing looks much much different . . . 


In the form of a giant meat grinder. The meat grinder is fed from the top, like any normal flat surface mounted meat grinder. What happens, is people are randomly selected from the living world. They are then dropped into the top shaft of the grinder, which continuously churns. People inside the loading shaft climb atop of one another, attempting to climb out, only to slowly descend into the grinder's core cylinder, where there is a threaded shaft that advances them forward until they are packed tightly all throughout the threaded shaft in the main core all the way up the loading shaft and out. At that point, bones start to crush and skulls start to split as the bodies of flesh, bones, brains, hearts, guts, and blood begin to seep through the grate at the end of the main core. The ground up meat then collects in a giant pit that just keeps filling until it too becomes packed tight. At the bottom of this pit is another treaded horizontal shaft that churns, and when it is packed tight, it pushes the already ground up and decomposing meat into an even finer grate that eventually spills off into an ocean of gore. It is in this ocean that some dead people are forced to tread in if they violate certain codes that are understood by all dead men. 


The next portion was shown to me from atop of a tall building in what looked like a New England docking town. There was a small boy on the roof, probably nine or ten years old. He was the son of a hippie family who raised him in this down trodden portion of town. They were peaceful people, and the young lad had long brown hair that was greasy. I don't know how I knew all of this by looking at him, it was as if I had the divine perception to focus on anyone or anything and instantly know everything there was to know about it or them. This boy was a quiet boy as well. He paid me no mind - or might not have noticed me approaching from behind. Whichever the case may have been, he continued doing what he was doing. 


Before I got close enough to really see what that was, I took notice to the grayness about everything. It was a misty day, where it could have been raining on and off for a week, and everything had a strange clean but dull glow to it. The actual air had a gray haze hanging in it that was especially thick on the ten or twelve story roof. The boy's clothes were mere rags, dull in color as well - duty blue jeans and a hastily cut up vest made from what looked like an old varsity jacket, as it was about four sizes too large for the small boy. 


I was directly behind him now, and I could see that he was working on something. The crude set up looked like it might have been crafted by the boy himself - a wooden crate overturned with an old iron meat grinder mounted on it by means of old bent and rusty nails being driven through the mounting holes and into the crate. A tool that wouldn't hold up under normal working conditions, but with the boy's help in holding it as he turned the crank, it worked nicely. It took a second for me to actually look at what it was he was grinding, and it didn't dawn on me until I was focusing in on it for many moments. It was a pure white dove, and he had fed the head of the peacefully harmless bird through first. I was shocked to the point where I not only feared the small child in a demonic repelling way, but I was also feeling physical titillation's flow though my body and soul. This was one of the freakiest things I had seen with my own eyes in all of my life. 


I was then somehow given the power to look even deeper into the surface of the grinder itself. I guess before the boy actually stopped because of me, I stared deeply into the pits and pores that characterized the surface of the iron meat grinder. The small bumps on the surface were actually the contours of tiny skulls, and the pores of the iron's surface was actually the eye sockets and the nostril holes of the skulls. As the boy turned the crank, the skulls appeared to be screaming and wincing, as if it caused them mental anguish to perpetuate the child's morbid desire. 


The boy turned around to meet my gaze in a slow and apparently calculated way. is eyes were as empty as the gray sky with its endless sea of gray nothingness. His eyes had large dark rings around them - not dark enough to indicate black eyes, just the kind of darkness that people get when they are deprived from sleep and food for days on end. His mouth was closed in the way that indicates expressionless in the present, past, and immediate future tenses. A fixed sort of closed that showed me I wasn't going to get any kind of answers to any questions I might have concerning the act that was being played out before me. His skin was the same gray color that everything else was - and if it were a sunny day, it would be a bright white color, because there was no color in his flesh, much the same as a corpse. Stranger than the boy's appearance and more disturbing was the fact that - as he acknowledged me and kept eye contact with me - he continued to slowly turn the crank. I could see the remaining bulk of the bird slide down into the cylinder and one claw foot sticking out, flicking around in the cylinder. He was even applying extra effort to make sure the thickest part of the bird went through the grinder at the same pace as the rest of I did before it. I looked back at the grinder - particularly at the depositing end. There was a steady line of blood running from the bottom of the cylinder, and small pieces of feather was trying o sift there way out of the grate itself. In the center of the grate, there was a small broken pat of what appeared to be the bird's lower beak. The grinder's surface was still as alive as it was from the moment I first noticed the skulls and their agonies. That aspect of it reminded me of those visual puzzles that you take many minutes staring into it before you see the true design, but then, after you have seen it, you can never look at it again without the true design popping right out at you. I lit up a smoke, and offered one to the boy, who took it with a bloody left hand. He had his own lighter, lighting his at the same time as I lit mine. I had knit gloves on my hands which had the fingers cut off of them. I was also wearing a long rain jacket and a knit cap. I had a pint of bourbon in my pocket, which I took a long drink from. The boy just sat on his makeshift stool and smoked his cigarette, having finished the morbid job he was doing. 


I thought that was the extent of the vision, but it was only the introduction. I took another hit from the bottle, screwed the cap on, and put it in my pocket. The boy was walking towards the fire escape, waving an arm to me to follow him. I tagged along behind him. My pace was like the pace of a bed ridden old man, and his was the pace of an excited young boy, but somehow, he never got more than twenty feet ahead of me. I began to notice something surreal: this place he was leading me through - the streets of this docking town: the place was a mix of Neverleave and the new town that I was in Exile in. I could see faces that resembled people from Neverleave and I could also see personalities and identify them with the same types of personalities that I remembered from Neverleave, however, the faces never matched the personalities here in this strange and distorted town. The elements of the town of Exile were also tarnished with a sort of teasing appeal that made me almost believe that the Exile place was really a dream place - a place I would love to spend the rest of my life living in. I knew that this couldn't be true and there was some kind of trickery at play going on! 


The kid lead me through dark alleys and old cobblestone streets that housed run down factories and abandoned buildings. There were drug dealers and whores standing in mass numbers up and down these streets, to the point where I almost lost sight of the boy, even though he was still only a few yards ahead of me. He broke down a side street, and before I knew it, we were walking through a dirt path that trickled off into a trail that lead into a thick lush forest of emerald green beauty - freshly revived by the misty weather. He took me through a series of fern banks along the side of this massive river that had the blue colors of a river reflecting a perfectly clear and sunny summer sky. The trail became harder and harder to make out until there was no trail. We were walking along through the forest, which was decorated with tall trees that had vines growing up each one. Vines also hung down everywhere, and they swayed as if there was a breeze - but there wasn't one, unless there was, but we just couldn't feel it through the thickness of the undergrowth. 


He stopped at a place where there was a trapdoor placed right on the sandy banks of the river itself. The trapdoor was made of the same kind of iron that the meat grinder was made out of - the kind with the small skulls dotting the surface. He bent down, grabbing the handle with both hands and using all of his weight and might to open the massive trap door. I was amazed at what was beyond the door itself. As you looked down into it, there was a whole other world. Way down at the bottom was another river, larger than the one we were on the bank of. There were tall trees that just about reached the ceiling which was the floor of where we were kneeling, looking down at the tops of them. There were also large birds flying around, in and out of the trees, directly under the trapdoor, and on different levels of altitude al the way to the actual ground that was hundreds of feet below. 


The boy made a brave move - he jumped down onto the top of one of the nearby trees. I felt fear watching this - fear for his life, but more realistically, the fear that I was about to follow this bold move. And I did, without even giving it a second thought. Using physical strength and skill I know I didn't really posses, I followed the kid as he rapidly descended from vine to tree limb to vine to tree limb until we were both at the bottom. Again, he picked up the pace of a vigorous young boy, and I kept my pace of a stumbling drunk man, but he never got too far ahead of me. I followed him through this place, which was pretty much virgin land, meaning that there was absolutely no evidence that mankind had ever touched this place. For some reason, I kept thinking about the vultures and their song to me as I trekked across the desert on the back of my gulag mule. The birds that were flying around in this place were actually doves, only there were much larger than any dove I had ever seen - in fact they were about as large as German shepherds with wings. These birds seemed to give us no mind, which was a trend I hoped would continue. 


We ended up in a strange little shelter that reminded me of a giant beaver dam, complete with an inner dwelling. The boy took me by the arm of my jacket and lead me inside. We hid behind a pile of debris and watched what was surely the summation of this whole vision. There, in the center of the room, was a huge meat grinder - about six feet tall. There was one of those giant doves working the lever with one of its clawed feet while it balanced itself with the other and its beak against the side of the grinder. Another bird fed the cylinder: it grabbed up a small kid (probably the same age as the boy who lead me here) out of a make shift cage and tossed him in by the beak. The grate at the end of the grinder dispensed blood, different colored tissues, and small pieces of crushed bone. These materials fell into a hole in the bottom of the floor, that undoubtedly fell directly into the river itself. 


I was pretty mesmerized by the whole vision, and couldn't do anything but focus on the grate and the crude way in which the human matter worked its way through the tiny square holes. The skulls on the surface of the iron grinder wincing and screaming their silent screams. The mechanical way in which the bird turning the lever kept a steady pace. Then, as the vision began to break away, the boy who lead me to it was hanging out of the beak of the bird that was feeding the cylinder end of the grinder . . . 


I stood up from behind the pile of debris, only to then look at the debris and realize what it was: a pile of clothes that was probably once worn by the children that were fed into the grinder, because on the top of the pile was the dusty blue jeans and hastily cut off vest that the boy was wearing, for he was naked as the bird lowered him into the grinder. The boy went without protest, and the birds only took a second's notice of me before getting back to the focus of what they were doing - as if they knew I couldn't do anything to stop it. There was also another mutual feeling: the one of me not being afraid that they were going to grab me up and toss me into the grinder. Like a snake won't eat something that it can't get its mouth around, the grinder was not big enough for a man of my size. I seen the boy's right leg make the same back and forth thumping motion on the side of the cylinder that the dove's clawed foot made in the boy's grinder on the rooftop. My eyes could only open wider and wider as I took this all in. From the bird's mechanical motions to the grate, back to the bird, and back to the grate - every once in a while, the birds would make eye contact with me, and reveal that same empty look that I seen in the boy's eyes on the rooftop when I looked into his eyes as he continued his mechanical motions of grinding away. Something told me to look at the grate in a last instance, and I just KNEW that what I was looking at was, in fact, the remains of the boy oozing out of the small square holes at the end of the iron grate. Suddenly, I was smoking a cigarette and the bird turning the lever had a cigarette hanging out of its beak, and as I hit my bottle of Jim, the bird that was feeding the cylinder leaned all the way across the room and stuck his beak far enough into the bottle to draw out a shot for itself. 


The vision, like I said, just sort of broke apart as all of the parallels just evaporated with the last drop of the boy's blood passing through the grate. "That's fuckin' crazy . . . " I heard myself say over and over, without moving my lips or making the sound, the sound was louder. I looked at my hands, which were free from the knit cut off gloves, and I was wearing the same old flannel and not a long rain jacket, and I didn't have a knit cap on my head either. I thought about how insane I must have looked to the other patrons in the bar, looking at my hands, jacket, and then feeling the top of my head with both hands. I thought that someone heard me talking to myself, saying, "that's fuckin' crazy" over and over, and what if I was saying other things, during the time the vision was overwhelming me? And how the fuck did I get in the bar anyway? I had no recollection of leaving the house, walking through town, ending up at the bar - nothing. The last thing I remembered before the visions started was playing a few games of Quake2 online with a bunch of losers who had nothing better to do every Friday night but toy with me while I was in exile. I was looking down at a full beer to boot. I shrugged my shoulders and began to drink it. The scene at the bar was no different than any other time I have ever been there, so most of the thoughts that occurred to me while sitting there was trying to justify staying. The counter thoughts to those were the thoughts of justifying going back to the house. There was basically nothing of interest in either location, and a gulag desert in-between that could easily suck anyone in. 


Having those kinds of precautions, I just let my mind spread out over the haze of smoke that floated just above the heads of the patrons of this place that I have grown to loath so much. "It's what you make of it . . . " somehow bounced around in my head in the form of a female's voice. I just shook my head and drank my beer, wishing it was Jim Beam, and wishing my cigarette was a fat ass joint. Furthermore, wishing that the napkin that my beer was sitting on was actually a fat pile of crushed up Vicodan, and the ashtray was really a waterbong. I was hearing the music from the jukebox, wishing it was one of the many songs I have written with one of the many combinations of musicians I have played with - something I feel very fortunate to have the fond memories of in this place of perpetual lameness. 


I looked down into my beer, and then took the final drink. I smoked another cigarette and thought about making that trip up to the bar to get another drink. I was certain that I wanted a Beam and Coke this time, regardless of however many Molson Ices I drank prior (a number I couldn't account for). I went up to the bar, which was like a mechanical system always at work. There was two humans running the bar - which is really just an elaborate way to profit from the weaknesses of lost souls. These two men handled the task of filling glasses with beers and mixed drinks, washing dirty glasses to cycle them back through, and collecting the money for the drinks as well as their own tips. I knew I was in for a wait, as is always the case at most bars where there is a lot of misguided patrons hanging directly on the bar itself like some kind of life preserver in the ocean of eternal loneliness. 


I stood in a three party line for a few minutes, long enough to smoke a cigarette. Then I was at the front of the line, leaning up against the bar, gazing at the many artifacts that the bar had acquired over the years. This always seems to interest me for some odd reason, and that particular moment was no exception. I was either having real bad flashbacks, or a real true moment of cognitive projections on the walls! I noticed that one of the bar's artifacts was an antique meat grinder - a wrought iron one! It sat right next to the cash register, and glowed it's dull reflections at the patrons of the immediate area. This kind of made me wonder about the visions and their validity . . . then I turned my head ever so slightly towards the end of the bar and noticed that there was a crazy picture of a dead dove hanging on the wall. 


I woke up the next morning thinking about the way that the bartenders politicized the order in which they served drinks according to the tipping capacity they either knew from experience or estimated on a case to case basis. I was really amazed that they had as much talent, but then thought of my own talents, and wondered for just a waking moment what my potential as a bartender would be if I applied that talent to that profession. I figured there was reasons laid out in the cards why I wasn't a bartender - but the thought was really nothing new, just a variation of previous realizations of the same flavor. 


All I did from that point was to think about the MegaScript, and how it was boiling over in the pot on the stove of human life. Era for era, life is just a string of eras, and to think that one can control the outcome or the overall tone of an era is ridiculous. The megascript itself is truly a guide to show people who are still alive how to optimize each era in order to get the most out of life. People who have drank wine from the same glass as death know that life is short, and they don't subscribe to any precautionary beliefs that would impede them from enjoying life to the fullest. You meet these people in bars, retirement homes, prisons, asylums, and break rooms at universities. They are the philosophers of the modern era - which is really just one gigantic collection of multicultural eras combined in a way that somehow molds them all together in an identifiable pattern: like people associate the sixties with peace loving hippies doping it up in the park. That's funny, the numbers of people that do drugs today far surpasses the numbers of people that did them back then, yet we look at the era in a way that made drug use and free love out to be fashionable. Even despite the threat of AIDS and the widespread proportions of other social diseases, more people are doing what people called "free love" today then back then: in fact, homosexuals no longer hide their sexuality, even in the face of a population that largely blames them for the spread of AIDS. The surface of the meat grinder continues to wince and scream silently. 


Sitting in the corner of a pretty much empty room, I type away, letter after letter, word after word, faster than the days in which I religiously wrote everything by hand (to include the first three chapters of this book). I feel the emotion and words fly onto paper - words that reflect the emotions, not words that describe them in a definition type formal way. This is how the authoritators of the MegaScript intended the writers of the physical, earthly version of it to go about writing it. Was that too hard to ask? The problem with that is easy to identify. The writers had too many inner emotions that prevented them from projecting the emotions of the true crafters of the emotions and lessons. This, of course, is in addition to the simple fact that these writers walk the material world hoping that their interpretation of their segment of the MegaScript would somehow make them rich and famous. That is the essential walls that bar most truly creative individuals from producing true masterpieces - true works that are 100% reflections of the innards that is their emotions. Their emotions slowly take their tolls out on the inner physical organs of their bodies until their minds are so warped that they are no longer sanely chasing a dream. That is where there are a lot of truly identifiable problems in the industry of making something out of nothing. A musician that can write a song in his head, remember it for months until that drives him insane enough to sacrifice something in order to buy an instrument, and then it just spirals from there. No one really knows the true nature of the creative forces within those who feel these forces and have to deal with them on a regular basis. Much like the way in which the boy continued his turning of the crank that was grinding the bird as he turned his attention towards me. The way that he kept up the same pace, even though the girth of the bird's torso was giving him, perhaps, more resistance than the rest of the bird. And that is just like the way the birds did the same thing as they were trading glances with me while grinding away at the boy. 


Each era is another bird getting fed into the grinder. What one gets out of the grate depends on what is put into the receiving cylinder, and how long it takes or how consistent the results depends on how steady one keeps the mechanical motion of churning the grinder. Creativity is the only thing left that has total reliance upon the era's influences. In relative theory, the influence is one way or the other: it's either the innocent little sinless boy on a secluded rooftop grinding away at innocent doves in an old meat grinder, or it's a couple of giant birds in a fantasy world below the Earth's crust grinding away at an innocent little boy in a gigantic meat grinder. And the surface of the meat grinder reflects the agonies and pain the creative person must endure if he is trying to maximize his creative potential. 


After writing my chapter of the MegaScript and then sealing it into an empty Jim Beam bottle, I guided my mule over to the nearest oasis - which was a virtual ocean of tears that people were crying in a dying foreign land where they were being overtaken by hoards of rapists, murderers, lunatics, and child molesters. It was the kind of ocean that just stank of pain and suffering. These tears had as much blood in them as they had anything else. This ocean bred the kinds of monsters that you see on old pre-Christopher Columbus maps of the Atlantic. These monsters were not afraid of coming close enough to the shore as to snatch someone off of the beachhead and drag them into this sea. There were seagulls that circled over head, screeching at me as I tossed the bottle into the giant ocean. As soon as it hit the surface and made a splash, some hideous creature rose to the surface to test it and see if it was organic and edible. Then, as I looked out into the horizon which met with the sea that never ends, the sea began to fade back into sand, and the bottle went with it - just as the dead men who commissioned other living men to write parts of the MegaScript would have wanted. 


I went back into the corner of my little room and listened to the sounds of people in my past talking, telling about eras, reflecting on the good things and denying the bad things. In short, I really didn't learn much from the whole experience - for there was nothing new in these lessons that LSD had not already taught me many, many times. I continued to think about Neverleave and the fact that it was too late to combat the ridicule I always lived with from "normal" people who shunned at me for not wanting to get married, not wanting to have children, not wanting to quit smoking dope, eating pills, dropping acid, drinking booze, and having wild sex with whoever wanted it. There were also the voices of others - those who stood by and observed my evil ways, afraid to participate full fledged, but yet willing to stand side by side with me in the face of total diversity. More intrigued than into the lifestyle, and even they had times in which they wanted to intervene with supposed concern for my health, both mental and physical - yet they were never there when I was close to mental insanity or physical death, so they couldn't possibly know what my true levels of tolerances were in all the aspects that they were so concerned about. In short, in all my travels, I have found it nearly impossible to find someone who can go to the depths I am willing to take them day in and day out. In fact, most of my past lives ended shortly due to the fact that the body or mind that my soul was traveling in was simply too weak to accommodate all the grinding away I put them through. 


I thought about he MegaScript a few more times that day, realizing that I now had exclusive rights to view it and to even alter it if I so chose to do so. If the real true MegaScript were available in its purest form, no man could truly afford the price tag - because changing there life from a careful approach to a carefree style costs more than any wealth in Earthly terms can pay for. And that is really too bad.

Chapter XI: Foreboding Overcasts of Ill Fates and Twisted Misfortunes


Leave the regular things that normality brings to the individual up to those who tolerate the day in and day out mediocrity and hypocrisy that goes hand in hand with this social polarization we are all familiar with -accepting it to satisfy others thinking that eventually the satisfaction of one's own needs and wills prevails. But we've covered all of that I think. And we dove in deep beyond the normal thoughts and fears of death, did we not? I look around at this place for which I have been cast by a society that couldn't function properly with another one person such as myself co existing with the robots that they are so proud to turn out from their loud assembly lines in dirty grimy factories that emit plumes of toxic smoke into the air that form various shapes and figures . . . I look around and what do I see? Alas! A place that is ten times as out of touch with my sentiments as the place from which I came, otherwise identified as Neverleave. But Neverleave indeed! I would live three or four lifetimes in a dark corner of Neverleave in a glad exchange for not living another month in this shallow and unrelenting place. If this is a punishment of my own doing, I gladly accepted it in the beginning and acted as though I was "moving on," however, now I have come to learn the reality of the origin of my undoing in Neverleave. It was not I who cast myself into the Docile Exile, for it was the forces of the general consensus, and don't be fooled for one moment: these people are living on the brink of a great unraveling, as many of their ways of life are in jeopardy of falling off the edge of the world . . . they began pushing individuals like me out a long time ago, and it continues beyond my exile - which was one that was felt by a massive amount of people who still miss me. 


I have seen the great unraveling in visions provided to me by beggars in the street and widows who lurk around mortuaries searching for the lost souls of their lovers. I have seen it in the eyes of children who live 3 or 4 to a room in the ghetto, as they watch their mother slip into the bathroom to pay for a crack rock with their bodies, minds, and souls. I have heard it in the groveling of stomachs including my own; stomachs that don't get fed because political intolerance's of people who like to have a mind of their own. I have felt it in the brutal pain that the sound of gunshots really truly delivers to residents of a hard neighborhood when that sound is more common than the sight of a warm sunny day. There have been people who try to deliver the message of the unraveling to others by screaming as they are brutally kicked down in the street and beaten by several others for no real reason that anyone would like to talk about at a later date. It has been broadcast by the newsmen who tell you about atrocities and genocide with a smirk on their face and a follow up story about fame and fortune. I have bought it at thousands of liquor stores from one side of this country to the other. I have realized it hundreds of times as I ripped opened the wrapper of a condom. And I have seen ghosts of it in the smoke that flows ever so slowly and liquid like out of the mouthpiece of a crack pipe. 


Burned out fortunes top the litter pile of our generation as I have come to know it. How many people do I know that were handed thousands and thousands of dollars when they first bumped heads with the same reality that got me exiled? They were given this cash because, in about 90% of these cases, their fathers were accidentally killed or brutally murdered. BRUTALLY BUTCHERED. . . so it would seem that these people would develop a plan to do something with that money that would secure for them some kind of hope or dream that the rest of the population has to really struggle to attain. SO IT WOULD SEEM . . . Until they meet up with everyone's favorite friend, Passion. Passion for life, passion for death, passion for love, passion for sex, passion to travel, passion to chase another person's dream - or just the passion to do as much cocaine as one can do until they are either broke or sitting in jail with the rest of the Prisoners of Neverleave. And that is when Neverleave really begins to grip one by the balls. At that point, Neverleave has no plans on giving you any thoughts of ever leaving, and eventually, the individual becomes content with accepting that fact, until they begin to build a blind existence in Neverleave, always believing something or someone will swoop down out of nowhere and save them from an eternal abysmal rot. 


From on top of the hill looking down at the Exile spreading out before me, I see more and more reflections of what will become of Neverleave in my own mind. But mostly I see the pits and grooves of the rock still staining the landscape. Will the reflections of the past ever really come into clear focus? Or will I be forced to keep looking down a long dark tunnel that is the future? And what the fuck is going on with the present? There are so many half truths and misleading links to the outside of this shell that is the true shape of the Exile. It is a room with four walls, a house with four rooms, a street with four houses, a town with four streets, a city with four towns around it, a state with four cities in it, and a place where four more people just like me are staring at the same four walls wondering why they never meat me or the other three. And I feel free, but with the freedom comes debris and scum, loathsome bloody cum and steady war drum . . . a need to run, but with a gun I could be more than a bum and even overcome the feeling that I am dumb. Four walls, eight corners, a fuckin box. I am reduced to this, with a wish that somehow like a fish I can swim out of this soap dish and become dirty with sin again and again until the sweat and tears are met with bourbon and beers, where the sun is always gold and everyone's souls have long since been sold . . . a place with no fake people where the whorehouse is the holy steeple - I am there in full and when physically there, soul for soul, I have conquered a goal which required paying a toll higher than just cash flow. I paid it, and was shown the path, to the place where there was Gods and Goddesses fucking peasants and pissants like there was this gigantic never ending sea of people mindlessly swimming in the massive pool of flesh . . . it was a test, but I held on like it was the first and the last, I scorned the bastards who Exiled me in the first place without really recognizing its true face, and then I seen this other place beyond the decrepit gates that made strange creaking sounds as they crushed fates and erected more funeral slates one by one until all the deeds for the day were done, and the vampires could rest while we took the final portions of the test, feeling the hands of many reach out to us as if we were ever any and the looks in their eyes revealed what was once sealed: their lies - their deceptions that kept our hearts bound to them have fallen to interception of the love we found. Where? you say you really care and if it were daja vu you would share, but you were never really there and in the midst of the game you found out about pain and how thoughts drain into a pool of insane liquid and grains of shit that gathers up in the corner of the street where your friend sleeps and also beats his fuckin meat to the visions of freaks hovering above the streaks of light provided by the full moon at night and shining through to you: a person alone in the world where there are millions of boys and girls all looking into the faint reflection of themselves that shows on the glossy painted surface of the bare ass one of only four walls in the overall box that is their own personal Exile - not an Exile like mine where society pushed you into the corner and through the cracks and crevices, but their own self inflicted Exile that can end at any given time. It can, you have to believe it can, and if you don't believe it, then it can't. And if you believe it can't than it shan't, and therefore, you might as well be in a prison or on a desert island or on a bus ride to no place in particular that never ends because there is no mercy given when there is no one there to give it. There is no life lived when there is no will to live it. All the books and all the traveling, what have you learned? More importantly, what does it all mean? What good has the knowledge brought to you? More importantly, what has your knowledge brought to others? Can you light a candle without a match or reach a peak without a ladder? Is there a blade of grass under the snow? You didn't hear the people screaming, crying, begging for companionship - so did they really need it? And do those who do ever get it if they are too proud to scream, beg, or cry out for someone? 


Sure, you see the hands all reach for you to come back as you are finally escaping your own Exile, but what are they really reaching for? I heard so many violins echoing in the chamber of souls while there were many many immigrants climbing Soul Mountain with their little flags which they planned on sticking into the surface of the mountain when and if they reached the top. That's a thought within a thought that is much deeper than just an ocean. I mean, Soul Mountain isn't the kind of mountain you can really stick a flag into is it? Thoughts are free to expand so as the reading of one book makes one think for a lifetime, the reading of one chapter makes one think for a decade, the reading of one paragraph makes one think for a year, and the reading of one sentence makes one think for a month of the possibilities and ways that the words apply or could be applied to their own existence. As with the MegaScript and its many resources, there are other such instances where men have actually lost more than their minds trying to comprehend the true meaning behind the many images one perceives through mere words on a mere piece of paper. 


I scratched my own head thinking of the many things that were destined to happen in the near future. So many things that one wants and needs to happen overshadowed by the things that are fated and destined to happen. Well, this time, I finally feel free from that foreboding forecast, and see a future where there is a real tight handshake between the petitioners of dreams and the representatives of fate and destiny. They are all tall dark figures in brown cloth hooded robes. They all have cloven feet, they all have a burning hate in there eyes as if coming to this kind of agreement took many many years of bargaining where neither side was really happy with the compromise, but both sides knew that sooner or later a deal had to be crafted, accepted, and lived out. The bickering had gone on too long, the line in the sand had all but faded away in the slow and steady breeze that was never a wind and never changed directions. The forces that guided me to this doorstep put me through storms where they might have been testing me in the weather - seeing if I was worthy enough to work that hard for a deal. Sure, I have been in many Exiles up to this point, but this is truly the one that will inevitably lead me to the front of the tower that is the rest of my life. This tower could be taller, but it has been receding into the ground as I have gotten closer and closer to it - to the point where there is no denying me of my right to pretty much choose a destiny and forge it without repercussions. And so it was written in slabs, dealt in cards, filled in a chalice, and cast into the volcano as a sacrifice - so it is done. It's in the cards. A voice has been saying that to me for most of my life now, and I finally began to understand it about the same time I stopped believing it was true. 


So I stopped looking at the walls and started looking beyond them - WAY beyond them. There was a few barriers in the way, but getting a deal with the polarity authorities wasn't that difficult. Costing about a couple hours and the price in dollars for a fifth of Jim Beam, I was able to see past them. It was a fucker, really. I mean, seeing through the barriers, seeing beyond the walls, seeing the future, seeing the evolution finally mature to the desired results . . . I wanted to jump through the walls and over the barriers and be there now. I didn't want to think about going to sleep that night, or waking up the next day, or think about what I would be doing when I woke up. what was I doing? I was sitting in Exile, gasping like a prisoner who is on the last month of a twenty year long prison sentence. Knowing that this what was the world of Exile was over. It was done. But there was still time left to serve to it, like the Exile's way of saying, "I know it totally sucked for you to be here all of this time, but you have to admit: there was moments when you had some real good times. And for those good times, you have to pay in FULL Exilian style rotting." 


That said, I guess I have to stumble over to the corner of the room and look out of the window once again to make sure I can truly see far beyond the walls. So far, in fact, that there is no walls in the next place I am seeing myself in. The dream that comes true, the cell block door that slams opened, the torture that ends with a feast and a harem, the pain that ends with a needle full of heroin, the thirst that ends with a tall cold glass of pure water, the hate that ends with love, the love that ends with murder, the plot that ends with a sunset. It is so close . . . so close that I can feel myself being drawn to it like a droplet of water being drawn to a cloth by a single thread of the cloth. The flame of the candle . . . the flame of the candle. 

Chapter XII: Antipode of Half Full Bottles with Messages in them


There is a mist floating above the banks of the River Styx, where I was lying one morning drinking the bottle that is never half full and always half empty. That is about as empty as I felt as I downed the bottle with a purpose. I had a message that took me years to come up with. The message itself was basically written to anyone with eyes and a heart for that sort of thing. When casting a message in a bottle out into the River Styx, there isn't any point in hoping that the right person finds it, rather, the hope is that it gets found period. In this situation, I didn't care if the message or bottle was found, nor did I care if the right person found it. Writing it served one purpose: getting it out. With virtually no one to talk to, I didn't think too clearly because of all of the shit that was built up over the many months of Exile was making my thoughts more and more deranged. Writing the message was the first step in a long drawn out process that included nothing and resulted in even less. 


I absorbed the droplets of the mist into the pores of my leathered skin. What was it that could possess me to want to hang out this near to the land of the dead and drink from the antipode of a half full bottle? Whatever it was, it had the same powers that a beautiful woman has on a weak man. At this point in time, I was just trying to make out the shapes on the other side of the river to try to gain some kind of knowledge about the land of the dead as it co-exists with the land of the living. I know, why is a twenty seven year old man thinking and writing about such trivial wonders of perhaps a much younger and more vulnerable mind? Well, it's really quite simple: after the hundreds of times I have been on LSD and the thousands of enlightenments I received while tripping on Nitrous Oxide, I guess there is a certain breakdown of normality and maturity. Not the kind that stunts a man's growth in these areas by any means, but one that puts the man on a plateau of higher knowledge above all the normal thinkers who conform to norms and bend over for the authority. An enlightening expansion of the mind that would take two and three quarters of a lifetime to wear down completely. The thoughts that run through my head are like entire beaches compared to the thoughts of normal men, which are mere grains of sand on those beaches. Fuckers. Not only that, but the breakdown and total inialation of all the reasoning normal men become subservient to: the need to be with a woman and not just sexually or emotionally, but the strange force that makes men change their lives in order to live for the idea of being ready to settle down - sentiments I had long since unsubscribe to once I opened that bottle and made it half empty. 


Yes I am above all the people you see walking like androids down the sidewalks, turning their heads as members of the opposite sex pass them: men to look women to see if the men were looking. I am beyond all these people you see in bars: men claiming to be trying to score a piece of ass when it's love they are looking for - women claiming to be looking for love when it's a fuck they are truly seeking; and since both cancel each other out, no one gets anything but a good drunk and a hangover. There are the people who spill their guts out to others in attempts to try to ease the pain that they feel but all they are really doing is pushing that pain off onto someone else who probably has enough of their own pain to deal with. Me, I just put words on paper, and if you want to read it, that's your business. If you are into it, and like what you are reading, that is because you are just like everyone else: you find enjoyment in observing the pain of others. 


When I read some poetry that I had written a couple of years ago, I seen the silhouette of a lonely man who was down on life. It could have been a guy who never gets laid, and never has any true friends other than the ones who are always there when the bottle is half full and the smoke is green instead of brown. An individual that I might not mind reading his thoughts, but sitting in a bar and downing a few would not be very appealing. I would lend an eye and open mind: not an ear and a dry shoulder to cry on. 


I wrote this message to put in this bottle, which was antipode of half full . . . still. It seemed that no matter how much I drank, it was always half empty. Half of the purpose of writing the message to send in the bottle was to promote my drinking the bottle. The flavor was savoring, and the look of the bottle itself was appealing to the eye. Whoever designed it wasn't just making something that was easy to handle when the user got to that half empty point. I licked my chops and decided that sooner or later I would come to the crossroad of having the choice between drinking the rest all at once or just sticking the message in there even though there was still content. I mean, why not, there was little point in making sure the message didn't get ruined. Plus there was the prospect that the bottle would be retrieved simply because it was half empty - or half full, as it would seem to anyone considering picking it up to consume it. 


While sipping on the lip and contemplating the next move I was to make, I thought more and more about the kids in the park in Neverleave, and how they are mirrored in the Land of the Dead. In Neverleave, they tossed a softball around in a circle, in the Land of the Dead, they tossed a skull around. I read about many many murderers in my time, but there are some things that history is too conservative to document. We read about Jack the Ripper - but have you ever heard about the antipode, Shelly the Sheerer? Well, while drinking from the half empty bottle on the River's shore, I talked to a corpse named Lawrence Severest. He kind of came off as a bullshitter, but I had to take what he was saying at face value - I mean, after all, he was a corpse. A ragged one at that. He told me the whole story about Shelly the Sheerer . . . 

Shelly the Sheerer 

They found her trimming her pubic hairs off with the same scissors she used to cut the penises off of over thirty men. She was seventeen when she was caught, and claimed that she started her reign of terror when she was thirteen, cutting off first her own brother's cock, and then her father's. They found a huge mason jar in her closet filled with pickle vinegar and about twenty cocks. Well, someone had to tell you, now you know, and now that you have those images burnt into your mind, you can be more aware of the world you live in. Blood on her teeth . . .it was tested, and it wasn't her blood type. It was beginning to look like using scissors wasn't giving her the rise it used to anymore. There was even a strange pathologist report that got buried during court proceedings that said she had a cock under her bed with a dole stuck through it, apparently to make it erect . . . and his tests revealed that she did, in fact, use this cock in acts of masturbation that included anal and vaginal penetration, as well as finding there to be traces of saliva on it. So twisted, so sick, so fucking insanely vulgar that they wouldn't allow it in as evidence. There was a psychologist who studied this case for many years, and was granted an interview with her just before she was sent to the gas chamber. In that interview, she claimed to have been a victim of rape and incest where all the men in her family - two brothers, her father, her grandfather, two uncles, a cousin, and her lesbian aunt - would get together for satanic rituals where they drank her monthly blood (which she was forced to gather the four days every month that she had her period). After drinking the blood, they put her in the middle of the group of men. Her aunt would use a baseball bat to sodomize her while the men masturbated in the circle, until every man came. After that she was forced with threats (which were carried out if she refused) to lick up and swallow every visible drop of sperm. Her aunt would hold her by the back of her hair and smear her face in it. Then she was passed around to the men, where they had their way with her three to six at a time. To prove her claims, she showed the psychologist various scars and markings on her body. She said that when she cut off her brother's cock, her other brothers stayed away from her. Her brother was too prideful to tell anyone about his missing organ - especially his father. After she cut her father's cock off, there was never again those kinds of "family gatherings." Where was her mother during all this? She was where she always was until the cock cuttings started: down in the dirt floored basement, chained to a post with nothing to look at but a single light that hung from the ceiling. She was mostly ignored by everyone, and on a daily basis, not even Shelly herself thought twice about her. Indeed, Shelly's mother was forgotten about so much, that no one was given the command to feed her on a daily basis, and no one really thought too much about her nutritional intake, and therefore, she missed a lot of meals to say the least. Once in a while, Shelly's father would bring a Negro over to fuck her and beat the shit out of her while he watched and masturbated - forcing Shelly to suck the tip of his penis while he did so. Sometimes it would even be a dog that father brought down to the basement. Shelly claims that after the cock snipping, her father tried some kind of bizarre attempt at being a surgeon by trying to cut her mother's sexual organs off and then trying to stitch them onto his own body. This was enough to kill her mother, and Shelly was forced at gunpoint to bury her own mother in the basement. 


I could go on for hours with that story, but the main elements are out there now: the crime that history forgot to mention, the reason they forgot, the vision of insanity beyond anything anyone reading this ever imagined, the motive for the insanity, and a thought that always remains after such revelations: is that a motive or a cop out? Was she telling all or just trying to make it look like she was the real victim? And at the end of the day, there will be a line drawn in the sand of this: on one side, women who will never speak to me for revealing this story to the rest of the world. They will say that the girl was the victim, and that all men deserve to have their cocks brutalized for one reason or another. On the other side is the people who take no sides in the issue. They simply feel relieved that they still have their shit. Where both sides comes together is in awe and shock at the actual way in which I so freely slid that into the dialogue without warning. These people are going to say bad things about me and this story. They are going to tell others not to read it because it lacks creativity and simply draws energy from the revulsion of the reader. They will mention my name to people up the ladders until the publications of this story are in the crosshairs of some kind of censorship movement who wants to ban it. Meanwhile, I just light up another cigarette and start pecking away at the keys on the next chapter. Volume one was fairly tame. This chapter is part of Volume two, so I guess this is the true shocker. And if people just toss the prints in the garbage, fuck em. Volume three will be heading their way, and I bet I know who will be the people who want to get their hands on it as soon as they can. I'm with the tribe called "Bad Publicity is Better Than No Publicity." 


We talk about murderers and rapists like they are aliens that no one can really relate to . . we talk about them and say shit about them that most people won't admit to saying later on, when asked at a dinner party by other yuppie do gooders. Am I a selfless punk piece of shit venting frustration? Cup is half full. If I didn't know how to write would I have killed myself or murdered someone by now because of the way my mind has been twisted by the total hypocrisy and selfish fever of the world around me? Cup is half empty. Would I have raped a fine looking chick because I have been just as sexually frustrated as the next person in this freakish world of fake people and mind fucking that we call the rest of the world? Antipode of the message within. Is it the message without? Is it the soul that guides the will or the mind that guides the body? Let me throw the bottle into he River Styx while I stick my head between my knees and start to cry so as to add more tears to the overall composition of the River itself: Piss, Blood, Tears, Sweat, Cum, Vaginal Secretions, Spit, Snot, Toe Fungus Juice, Ass Grease, Five Varieties of Vomit, Menstrual Droplets, Enigma Contents, Douche Contents, and the actual liquid that forms after a corpse has rotted long enough to where all the body's secretions form one juice that is gray/green in color. Too disgusting for you to keep reading? This is the message that is in my bottle, and the bottle is the antipode of half full. It might appear to be whisky in that bottle - but before you pick it up out of the muddy riverbank, before you consider drinking it, consider the things I have already said. But more importantly, consider the fact that you think you are more intelligent than me, that you are more beautiful than me, that you are better off in life than me - all these things, you ASSUME because of no other reason than the denunciation of this work that you are holding in your hand reading right now. 


There is a sound that I hear while typing . . . it is a steady dinging sound, high pitched and crisp. It could be the chaser tapping ever so gently against the side of the pint bottle. It could be the echoes of protest bouncing back to me from the future when there are protesters. It could be the bells in Hades ringing once for every soul that is corrupted and for every man whose path was severed and he was forced to take the left hand path. It could just be the ringing in my ears that is the early signs of insanity as the disease settles into my brain physically. 


Finally, I toss the incoherent message in the antipode of half full bottle. I screw the cap on very tightly, so it can withstand whatever pressures it might have to endure on its way to the hands of another living being. I toss it into the River and then I masturbate, not once, not twice, but until it gets to the point where there is blood instead of cum at the end of the session. The climax is not brought on by sexual relief, but by the admission that sexual frustration has lead to self abuse. The Exile has reduced me to a bloody scab on a desperate man's cock: my own. I wake up the next day and look at the time knowing that it means nothing. The bottle floating down the River doesn't care about hours, minutes, or seconds, so why should I? 

Chapter VIII: Further Conversations With an Exquisite Corpse


I thought I would never see Lawrence Severest again after what I considered the lowest point of the Exile stage . . . I mean, here I was, at the very crossroads. On one side was the absolute bland and empty exile that I was in for the better part of a year now. Behind it was the world I lived in, which had moved on without me, and rightfully so. Others had picked up where I left off on certain aspects of keeping the right elements together and flowing in a way that was perpetuating the trends I started in certain areas. At the crossroads was a vision of what lie ahead: the amplification of everything that was and was to be for the future of a being and his entities that had no other intentions to do anything in life other than to pursue creative endeavors. A bright future that was the antipode of the Docile Exile in every way shape and form. I was approaching that crossroad and it was starting to become daylight again. 


As the night clouds dissipated and the sun began to break over the purple horizon, I could see a figure sitting on the ground leaning up against the road sign's post. From the distance I was at, it was hard to make out who it was, for all I could see was the silhouette. The morning doves were chirping one note in four to the steady rhythm of the other birds that were making their spring mating calls. There was a slight mist in the air, and dew covered the grass on the side of the road in tiny droplets. There was also a sound - that of a flute, yes, a flute . . . the figure lying against the road sign post was playing a flute. And it had this way of blending in with the song of the morning doves and other birds. The sun seemed to be blinking on and off behind the clouds in a strange unisonic manor that coincided with the natural song going on around me. Even stranger was the way in which I kept the pace of my footsteps in that beat. That was the loudest sound to me. The way my boots made a crunching sound on the gravel road as I took each step. It was a thing that might had made me think that there was a limit to the number of steps I could take before falling out of step with things, which might lead me to running out of steps, or energy, or just dying. 


The sound of the flute was soothing, but not in a pleasant way. It was the kind of sound that made me thing of thoughts that contradicted the positive anticipations of the future that I had been fostering for so long. These were never healthy thoughts to be considering, but they had to coexist with the positive thoughts generated by the positive things that were eminent. I thought that it had to be an elderly gentleman playing that eerily peaceful but woefully depressing sound on that steel instrument. As I got closer, I could smell something familiar, although I wasn't able to place it at first. I do remember smelling it before knowing what it was that I was smelling. 


Crunch crunch crunch crunch . . . my heel and toe my heal and toe, the gravel gravel grav ul. I lit up a cigarette, having to stop to do so because of the slight northerly breeze. I caught the light just right at just the right moment - for all sounds had ceased for just that precise moment . . . all the birds, all the gravel, all the heals, all the toes, and the iridescent flute. 


"Good Morning Braden," a familiar voice called out over the silence. 


It was the same kind of familiar that the stench was - like, I didn't place it at first, but when I matched it with a face, there was a feeling of knowing it all along. And then I turned my head to look at the figure under the crossroad sign, and sure enough, that was the feeling I got. Just as I looked, there was a considerably large break in cloud cover, and the sun aided me in identifying the individual. It was Lawrence Severest, the corpse I had drank bourbon with a couple nights before on the banks of the River. 


"You better look a little closer . . . " 


I didn't get it. 


"You better look inside yourself . . ." he said as he lowered his flute and then bowed his head down to reveal a pealed back scalp with no bone tissue covering his brain from exposure. I was getting real close now. There were all sorts of maggots, spiders, and other creatures crawling around in the bowl of his skull. In fact, there wasn't any brain matter in there at all, it was all creepy crawly things with hairy tentacles and slimy outer layers, leaving a trail of slime behind them as they crawled across his dry gray wrinkled skin. Things started falling out of the bowl that was his skull in large fist sized chunks. He was giving out this crazy sounding laugh that was making me feel kind of freaked out. 


"What are you talking about you crazy dead fucker!" 


"The crossroad . . . just because you are at the crossroad doesn't mean you are no longer in Exile. You are no where near out of Exile yet, so watch yourself. There are people and forces that be that will try to cut you down in ways you never thought of to turn you back from that crossroad. There are women and men alike who might never do anything other than go through life and be normal human beings - whose soul purpose in life was to stand between you and your destination. There are forces put there by powers higher than anything you ever did or didn't believe in that will bury you in Exile if they get even a slight chance, for no other reason than just to fucking do it. What did you think? you would reach the final stretch and just float to a new plateau of creativity and pleasure that would just erase the Exile and eliminate that suffering that you are sentenced to?" 


"Man, Mr. Severest, I never thought that . . ." I tried to explain. 


"What are you trying to do? Lie to me! Ha! Boy, I am not some old fucker that you are trying to impress with your youthful knowledge of a bleak world! I am death. I am dying. I am the short period of time between life and death when you feel one hundred percent unity between the conscious and the subconscious, between the physical, emotional, and mental being. There is nothing you can hide from someone who has had eternity after eternity to think of everything and all the possibilities and all the superlatives, and all the what ifs, and all the who could haves. I am the fruit of the trees of knowledge that you are a mere drop of sunlight nurturing one leaf of. There are blades of grass on my meadows that are more significant to the overall perplexities I could dream of in a blink of an eye to me - which would equal three or four of your so called lifetimes. I am, of course, dead. Now, let's try this one more time. I'll act like you just noticed me. 'Hi Braden, tis I, Lawrence Severest, the rotted out two hundred thousand year old corpse you were getting drunk with on the side of the River the other day . . . how are you?'" 


He was smiling, but there were no teeth. His hair was just a handful of strings spread out in a crazy looking pattern that somehow made sense. He had sunken in eye sockets, and his eyeballs were empty of fluid, flat because of that, and a pale milky yellow color. I lit up another cigarette. "Mr. Severest, I really didn't think anything of merely stumbling finally along this beaten up path, and ending up here, at the so called crossroads." 


"Liar. Fuckin liar! Damn kid, if I only had one one thousandth of your young flesh and your vigorous ear that only hears what is needed, your strength and creative drive! I would take those elements and combine them with my knowledge of this shitty world, so as to help guide you through some of the things that might not seem like walls, but after you pass them, you would have regretted the way that these obstacles obscured your vision." 


"But I know what you are talking about, and I am stepping with caution . . ." 


"No you are not! There is never a way in which a person steps with caution as he is making a narrow escape from Exile. Anyone that tells you different is lying, and if you tell yourself that, it means you are lying to yourself. Let me tell you a story, come over here and light this cigarette up while I tell you a story . . ." 


He handed me a joint about the size of a fat cigar. "This isn't another crazy ass freak story about a chick getting brutally raped by her brothers and dad again is it?" 


"No, that was just a story I told because I was drunk and I had this crazy feeling that people weren't taking the reality of people's animal instinct seriously enough while they read your excerpts from the MegaScript . . . " 


"So you know about the MegaScript?" 


"For all you know, I might be the very force that guides your pen while you write it . . ." 


I pondered on this for a moment. "But I never claimed to be a writer of it, nor have I ever said to myself that I was writing this or any other story for the purpose of contributing to the MegaScript . . . " 


"Okay boy, you just keep thinking like that, and it'll happen the way it was meant to be. Even though there seems to be one incoherency flowing into another, and there never seems to be anything that ties it all together into one plot, you sit back on a rock and toss an empty bottle into the River with a message to no one in it, and you feel your spine tingle a little bit - you begin to see how it all falls into place, and how it all fits together into one gigantic Subscript that is really nothing more than an excerpt from the MegaScript itself, but to not know that is the way the Authoritators meant for it to happen. I won't say, 'yeah, Braden, what you are doing here is writing a chapter for the MegaScript,' and I won't ever try to convince you of that. Believe what you want, and just keep the emotions pouring onto paper in a steady waterfall like fashion. There are people in the underworld rooting and cheering for you to complete the texts of Docile Exile before your Exile is over. In fact, they sent me to knock some fuckin sense into you . . . seems some of them don't believe you have your head on straight right now - thinking that being at the crossroads is close to the mission at hand." 


No matter what it seemed, I was looking back at everything like it was already gone and forgotten, like the Bar, the Girl, the Soul Mountain, the Antipode of Half Full, the entire landscape, and once in a while, even the Rock - looking at these chapters in the Exile as if they were all over and done with, knowing in the back of my mind that they lived on with me every day, and I knew I couldn't live and spite these era's and act as though there was no real lesson to be learned, or no mechanical divination that would have to come through in the form of performing counter actions to these actions as to begin the process of un-perpetuating the epitome of them. 


"There is a song that the Dead play and only certain living beings, not necessarily humans, have the kind of acute third ear - so to speak - that allows them to hear it. Then there are those that hear it repeat itself over and over again, until it drives them mad, and they are found masturbating over the corpse of one of their own. They call this The Song of the Dead in some circles. It is the most depressing song some people ever heard, and to others, it is the most beautiful sound they ever sensed, while still others are maddened by the song because it means nothing to them and gives them no special appreciation for its influence, which is time not to end, something they couldn't comprehend anyway. I know you hear the song, and I know what the song means to you. Because of this, I can judge you and know that you are worthy of the next level for which you are about to seek. But to open that doorway, and to begin to walk down the next corridor, you must realize that there are many many doors in that corridor. So many, in fact, that each one will look more promising than the next, while some will look obviously unimportant or undesirable. Be forewarned that these doors are like books in which you cannot judge them by their covers. You have to try every door, and if the door happens to be unlocked, you have to peak your head inside and test the waters of what lies beyond it. In deep frustration, you will come to find out that some doors just lead to other corridors, and they will appear equally confused and laid out with an infinite number of their own doors, windows, and other passage ways. In essence, the crossroads is just a simple rest point where you have a moment of total mindlessness to both look back at the past and hopefully learn from it, and look ahead to the future, where you will have the opportunity to examine the procedures you will participate in in order to unlock the mysteries of the many doors and corridors." 


I was beginning to kind of see what the corpse was getting at, but at the same time, I was more occupied with the idea that everything in the Exile was somehow actually just elements that combined to one big thing - be it a lesson that should have been learned or just a documentation of a lifetime gone by in less than a year. Either way, I now felt certain that everything I was writing was actually part of the MegaScript. In fact, there was little doubt of that. With that realization came a strange fear that being a pawn in THAT game could have implications that could have devastating effects on the goals and plans I had for the rest of my life, which in effect, could be a very short period of time. I mean, when you are bound to the Land of the Dead in some unwritten contract that was essentially signed in blood, you begin to wonder a few things. One thing I did from that point on is to beg the unforeseen forces that they pay me properly for my sold soul. It was a madman's request and to most sane people it would have appeared as though I was just talking to a caterpillar marching across the many leaves of the plant that was next to me in the cafe. And before I could catch myself, others did catch me, and were looking at me like I might have been talking to them. When they realized I was talking to myself, they gave me even stranger glances, and I could hear them talking about me under their breath. I had a lot to think about, and I had a lot to do . . . life is too short to care what people you won't ever see again are thinking about you. I left and as I walked out, I realized that I had left my composition book behind. I gave it a second thought, and decided to just leave it there, hoping to perhaps reach at least one more soul with the few but bold exerts from the MegaScript. 

Chapter XIV: Ravens and Moon Dragons


Late night became the retreat. When you run out of places to go and things to do, getting trapped by the night's lure becomes rather hard to avoid. You find yourself waking up in strange positions on the couch, holding on tightly to nothing and no one. You remember the high tone and emotion that was going into serious things that were talked about the night before, but you couldn't go back over the finer points right now, because the lack of emotion would make the points hard to get across. The topics talked about was not that of two people who might never see each other again, but the kinds of things two eternal souls just running into each other at a bus station could go on for decades talking about. The world is such a small thing and life is such a short thing to think about in terms of just one lifetime. 


There are certain things about looking eye to eye with someone while making love to them. There was beautiful music playing in the backdrop, and a party three houses down could faintly be heard over the music, which was some sort of Spanish guitar playing ballads that were thousands of years old. Her hair fell onto my chest very softly, and for about three hours straight, I felt like I was no longer a simple man on this simple planet thinking about simple things on a daily basis concerning anything from survival that day to how that day will collectively and individually effect the rest of my life. I was an eternal soul once again, and every touch was of the most immaculate sensitivity. There were a million emotions and it was so overpowering that the emotions no longer were felt inside but they were tossed around outside of our bodies, and they flowed between our bodies like oil between two dragons as they mingled with each other flying towards the moon. All of my thoughts just melted into the heat that was being generated between our souls as they danced together in the clouds of the most perfect blue sky. These were very fluffy clouds, I attest. And they made you feel as though you may never come back while Earth is still Earth, people are still people, animals are still animals . . . as if the feeling might last long enough to see the changes in things occur as they are dreamed about just after rolling over and holding her as if I was just collecting the rest of me from outside of my body . . . like a dream where the outer self is an actual character in the dream, and it's the most perfect person in the world, and we are bound in a way that every person dreams about because everything is perfect and everything going on around the love is good, and everyone else is happy. 


The sunlight is no friend when the darkness was just your best friend. Love is made with a lot of assistance from the demons that only come out at night. These demons are the demons of love, but they are strong, and look just like dragons. They try to induce a trance on everyone who decides to stay awake after midnight. They fly around in strange hypnotic patterns that goes along with whatever music or noise is being made. As they do so, they form the shapes of beautiful women who are dancing naked with each other and licking each other’s breasts, and rubbing each other in a very erotic way that makes men want sex like a drug addict needing a fix. These demons have less control over women due to the nature of the beast. Some women have even learned how to make these moon dragons work for them the best, using their natural cunningness combined with their eyes which lock their souls and their scent. That is where the dragons sleep: in every scent of a woman, there is a dragon sleeping. 


I was sticking my head into a grinder and watching as the giant ravens began to turn the crank. Ravens were meaner looking than the earlier birds that I seen in a vision. This time, I could clearly see them smoking my weed and drinking my whisky as they started cranking on the grinder. It ground me away, I felt the painful sensation for about five seconds before the powerful churning of the sharp threaded inner core crushed my skull, popping my eyeballs out and squashing my brain, which was immediately cut in half after it slithered out of my busted open skull. I felt the big veins in the back of my eye sort of go first . . . up against the grate. It didn't take long either . . . in fact, within seconds, both of my eyes were flattened against the grate, causing a splash which sent droplets of water sputtering out of the front of the grate. We will not watch as my body is turned into ground beef, which will later be turned into processed food, which could be eaten by any number of cafeteria patrons. 

The crazier it seemed, the worse it would end up in dreams. I would lay there sweating and scratching at my face. I would be screaming loudly, but no one was there to hear any of it. I was more alone than alone could ever be. It was as if everyone I knew was suddenly vaporized before my eyes. Everything I ever done meant nothing for that moment. Everywhere I ever went felt like a dried up weigh station in a desert that was nothing but cracks on white hardpan. There was nothing left but this small glass of pure water that just seemed to always be a thousand feet from me. Sometimes I thought I was getting close, sometimes I thought I might catch up to it. The closer it became in reality, the further it got away in dreams. The more nightmares that live on as the other dreams get sucked into the pillow. Things that occur to me every now and then, but I think of them to avoid thinking of the nightmares of reality itself: life and its many lies, its mysteries, its dark side. The side that floats you across the River for free just to watch you get tormented by the moon dragons. They love a good deprivation buzz. They love the passion in which you masturbate when you're on a loneliness and desperation trip. They thrive on your rage when you drink their firewater. Many civilizations throughout history support the theories of the moon dragons, some have known about it for many centuries. Entire cultures shaped around the power that is involved with the moon dragons, women, and men. 


There was a unit of measure that was new to me. The Exile itself teaching me not only lessons of moral reasoning and lessons of fate, but actual things were learned through outside interaction and inside distractions. The measurement is that of a Windows side bar. It is one measurement of size and it shrinks as the overall size of the document grows to represent how much scrolling is available for that particular document. Eventually . . . does the bar just disappear? Is it possible to write that much in one document? It just keeps happening. There is also a way to measure how long you are working on something by candles. A one and a half candle session is not too shabby. Things are getting accomplished. The best way known by many artists to measure time spent creating is by the amount of erb that is consumed. In Exile, that becomes a good thing that is regarded with the utmost respect for the providers of it as well as the fact that such a thing even exists and can be easily converted into a way in which to measure creative time where things got worked on. Increments eventually can be added up and before you know it, the bag is gone and there is another level of normal every day sanity that has to somehow be disrupted and corrupted. Evils must be injected in increments that even out with each demon and every moon dragon. All of which can be multiplied by the depths in which the moon glow can become the puppet master of your emotions and passionate waves until you are virtually powerless against it. Yes, there are many things that were measured the same way as the Windows sidebar method, I really knew it all along. It took many hits of acid to figure out, so I guess sometimes we are looking deep within to trip on the things on the outside. Every time the sentence reached the end of the line, and the cursor hopped down to the next line, a small slice comes off of the bar on the side of the Window. The down arrow button is like a grinder, slowly eating away at the sidebar. Will it ever be all used up? Like the many frontline solders in a war. As the lines are being written in the history books of their day to day massacres and brutal murders and exploding cities, the bar is being ground down on the side of the Window. The death toll is the only thing that is rising. 


There are times when the Exile's dark face is hidden behind so many ravens, but they don't block out the sun. They all have the same look in their eyes, the look of desperation, fighting their own demons and dragons for their own Æons. Black is the face of the sinister thing that captures me from time to time. It leaves my eyes bloodshot and dark around the edges. It makes me look as though I just woke up even days after still being awake. It's a rub with death, but such a light brush that it only makes you look half dead, and for only a couple days after. There is life to be doubled too, but that is too rare to talk about. There is no afterlife in some mystical place where there is never Exile, either within or without. There is a mirror planet with no depression. People who live there all look exactly alike. There is no social difference in any way, and no discrimination period. This makes things like a whole different place from earth, for just that reason. Communication was mastered to the point where mental telepathy was perfected for centuries. It would be considered a dream utopian society. It is also the cycle support for the people on earth. They share souls with Earthlings, but these souls get corrupted sometimes, and have to be taken through the demon cleaner. No soul is ever in the netherworld for too long. 


I've been to the birthplace of the Raven, and I have looked into the night forevermore. I have seen my reflection in darkness looking for Nevermore. There is no amount of funneling that can break down the flow of energy which is felt while the Ravens are flying over one shoulder and the moon dragons are mingling out of the corner of the left eye. All work is done at night. All work should be confined to normal people's sight, but why? I still see the two men walk up to me in the street at night. It's about three in the morning, and I am shitfaced after going to a bar I never been to prior to the night I can foresee . . . it's like I am there, so I must be sooner or later. I see the guy on the left, and I recognize him. He's a guy who ripped me off for thirty dollars worth of cash for weed. I seen him later that month and confronted him in a dark alley. I got my money back, but it wasn't without a price for him. I admit, he was really drunk, and probably didn't wake up the next day remembering everything that happened that night. He just knew that his money was spent wisely. I only took what was rightfully mine, and he did have a little more than that on him. The ass beating was just my way of saying, "don't let it happen again, not only from me, but for anybody who might fall victim to this petty street scraper." Street scrapers and demon cleaners. Everything just melts into itself and forms a river that is easy to flow down when in Exile. It is a trap, and a pit, which is plastered with images and motion pictures of the fuck ups in life and how they lead to bigger fuck ups. How one bad decision spawned five others. The man on the left was that mother fucker. The guy on the right . . . is all my brain could register because as soon as I focused in on him, he wound up and unleashed a mashing blow to me right in the face. This guy was bigger than the other guy, bigger than me even. He got another one off as I was going down from the first one. This one made me black out, but I could feel them rummaging through my pockets, taking everything they could find. Then I felt a few hard kicks to the sides. These didn't hurt being blanked out and all, but feeling them and realizing that there was bones being broken, just made my conscious awareness of what was going on more keen. I could hear every sound, but I was just head hung, my eyes wouldn't open, and even if they could, all I would be seeing would be stars. But I did manage to do it, and as the stars began to break up, I heard it first, the sound of a shell being slid into the revolver, then another one, and as I began to regain sight, the third bullet. The reservoir clicking closed, the man who ripped me off pulling back the hammer with his thumb. He aimed it at my face, and I felt the blow as it immediately went off. That knocked me back down for the death, which came rather rapidly. I think I was fading heavily when that third shot rang out kind of dull sounding. It didn't matter, it was over. An ambulance could have been on standby, and it wouldn't have made any difference. Three bullets to the head, one for every ten dollars I took back from a street scraper. 


Demons that mingle with dragons . . . 


There is one thing I had to let die. Sometimes you have to let down your guards and become totally dominated by something else for just long enough to change your life forever. The bar on the side gets smaller and the time in the hourglass keeps spilling like blood dripping into an IV. Youth slips out from under our skins and to try to hold onto it, we indulge. We greet the demons of Excess at the door and invite them in for tea. They tell us stories of sinners ten years or ten lifetimes ago. But none of them are stories I have not heard before. It's like the moves in a chess game as applied to moves in the game of life. Sins are as old as the deck of cards and the hands that are shuffling them. I never thought it dripped as slowly as it really does . . . become saturated more and more is a better way to describe it. And it was truly the best lubrication for the next job I had planned. She was just as into it and it was her first time ever getting it like that. She was more into it than me to the point where she was leading the motions and making the appropriate moans and deep breaths. She started breathing deeper and heavier, misting me with her canine prowess. I was surrounded by so many moon dragons that I couldn't tell which ones were asleep and which ones had the look of pure ecstasy on their crazy thorny looking faces. There is only one moment when all things just drop and there is total confirmation that life is about pleasure and being involved with pleasure on a regular basis. Even the most beautiful woman in the world has a bit of a problem when seducing someone with real emotions and heart that is of the purest blood. And during that one moment, total annihilation sweeps through like a witch's brittle old broom. All beauty bleeds away like slowly melting ice sculptures. Not so slow that the beauty doesn't melt away in minutes. The rest just blobbed together. The people that talked about how life could change and how things were already doomed for change real soon. They didn't realize that there would be a war where the soldiers are eating next to and sleeping under the same roof as the enemy. Instead of sides being taken, it would be a war fought with representation from every nation where every soldier just got grinded away like that little bar on the side of the Window. One day, with a multinational force in place with representation from every country, someone decides to draw sides and decide who's side they want to be on in some room about a thousand miles from where all the soldiers are. Then, in the final hours, people identify who their sides with, but just in time for about half of each force to get taken out by each other. The bloodiest war ever planned, and it took the cooperation of every country that has a military. Together, they planned a war that would curve population explosions for all countries in major need of it. In the end, it was just one giant grinder like the little arrow that the bar sits on, slowly grinding away generations of people that might be a part of the next millennia. Ravens that whisper in the powerful men's ears at cocktail parties, where all the wives are at home sleeping and all the whores are free that night. Two guys sitting in a bathroom doing lines of cocaine during "bathroom brakes" at work, where they decide weather or not to unleash the next virus of epidemic magnitude on a day to day basis. Should it really be up to them to decide? Well, I guess they are really just an amplification of us. If they need a war to make things work out better in the long run, at least they're not hiding the fact that they wanted each country represented properly in soldiers. They changed the rules so that women could fight on the front lines without even trying. The peacekeeping forces had to do their true job that day. And that is put on your cavalar, pick up an M-16 or a shotgun, and start shooting everyone around you who is wearing this kind of hat or those kind of khakis. All of these things were taught during the peaceful stages of the conflict. No the stage was set, a war that didn't declare a winner or a loser, just a lot of people dead in a very short period of time. Like a chaotic game on line with twenty people in a Quake 2 level, all low ping bastards. Hearing gunshots and headshots alike, and not being able to tell the difference between them. War like nothing ever fought before. But in the background, a huge boom is heard. The unthinkable happens, a skyfull of fire fills the major US City as a nuclear explosion stops everything in its tracks. What city will it be? New York City? D.C.? Los Angeles? Won't really matter, just the point that it will happen is enough to make you wonder, and without too much to wonder about, we see that there is two guys walking up to me in a back street where I kind of got lost after getting shitfaced at the bar shitfaced at the bar at the shitfaced at the faced bar shit fucked up man, I was staggering all over, and I had fuckin puke dribbling onto my shirt, my cigarettes were crushed and I remember I dropped it just before noticing the approaching figures. That should be enough for the pintsman to loll over, as I spank monks with the midnight pervert and find the nympho lioness that scratched my soul through my back. I gathered them all up in a split second moment of sobriety that caused me to feel an unbelievable headrush as I crashed back into my drunken state. He managed to get me good AS I was falling to the ground like a bag of dirt. Every thing was just known as it was happening. That is the only way I can describe, other than to say these guys smelled like fucking can's of paint thinner. Then the sound that I never wanted to hear like that. Totally defenseless against the process of three bullets being slid into their slots. No stopping the guy from stepping a couple of steps back and just unloading that cannon on my skull splitting me into pieces and making my brain split into halves like the guts of a cantaloupe accommodating the crack by letting it go it's true direction and depth. I felt the wetness of the blood from the first shot as it soaked my shirt in fractions of a second, then felt the next shot bounce me head back so as to snap my neck. The bullet was lodged in my neck there, by the way, but the third one finished me for sure, but I was already gone when it hit me. Crack! 
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