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STOP
PREVENT YOUR DEATH.

READ NO FURTHER.
FACT:

FACT:

OVER 9000 PSEUDS
JUST LIKE YOURSELF HAVE DIED
IN MAGAZINES JUST LIKE THIS.

YOU NEED TRAINING,
WITHOUT PROPER TRAINING,
YOU WILL MOST CERTAINLY DIE.

FACT: IT CAN HAPPEN TO
YOU, AND IT WILL. DON’T GO ANY
FURTHER, YOUR LIFE IS AT RISK.

IT’S NOT WORTH DYING FOR!
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HEY THERE

HOW ARE YOU DOING LITTLE BUDDY

DIDN’T MEAN TO SCARE YOU

OR DID I

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

ANYWAY

WELCOME

COME ON IN

WATER’S WARM, AS THEY SAY

YOU LOOK REALLY NICE TODAY

YOUR HAIR IS SUPER CLEAN

SMART GUY LIKE YOU, SUPER CLEAN HAIR, I SEE A REAL BRIGHT FUTURE

YOU’RE GONG RIGHT TO THE TOP

RIGHT TO THE STRATOSPHERE

THE BIG LEAGUES



YOU AREN’T THERE YET THOUGH

FAR FROM IT

IN FACT, YOU’RE BASICALLY AT THE BOTTOM

IT’S COOL THOUGH

NO SWEAT

WE KNOW YOU’LL MAKE IT

JUST NEED TO APPLY A LITTLE ELBOW GREASE, AS THEY SAY

JUST A FEW MORE GOOD CALLS

WE ALL KNOW YOU’LL GET THERE CHAMP

YOUR FRIENDS, YOUR PARENTS, YOUR SIBLINGS, YOUR TEACHERS, YOUR
COACHES, THE GIRLS YOU WANNA FUCK

WE ALL KNOW YOU CAN DO IT

YOU ARE AT THE CENTER OF A LARGE PUBLICLY FUNDED AUDITORIUM

WE’RE IN THE BLEACHERS

WE ALL MADE SIGNS THAT HAVE YOUR NAME ON IT AND WE’RE HOLDING
THEM UP AND CHEERING FOR YOU

EVERY TIME YOU MAKE A GOOD CHOICE, WE ALL STAND UP AND CHEER

HE’S THE BEST!

HE’S GONNA WIN!

HE’S THE CHAMPION!

STUFF LIKE THAT

YOU LOVE IT TOO

YOU LOVE IT WHEN WE CHEER FOR YOU



IN FACT, THAT’S THE ONLY REASON YOU DO IT

FOR THE CHEERS

YOU LITTLE FUCKFACE

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

I’M JUST GIVING YOU A HARD TIME BECAUSE YOU’RE SO COOL

YOU DO IT FOR GOOD REASONS

ALTRUISTIC REASONS

INSPIRING REASONS

YOU DO IT BECAUSE IT’S THE RIGHT THING TO DO

BY THE WAY

CAN I GET YOU ANYTHING?

COLD BEER?

WEED?

SALVIA?



HAHA
JUST KIDDING

THAT’S CRAZY

THE BEER AND THE WEED IS REASONABLE, BUT THE SALVIA ISN’T

OBVIOUSLY

OH SHIT

WHAT’S THAT LINE ON YOUR FACE?

RIGHT ABOVE YOUR EYES?

NO, NOT THERE

A LITTLE HIGHER

YEAH, RIGHT THERE

WHAT’S THAT?

OH IT’S JUST A WRINKLE

DANG

YOUNG GUY LIKE YOU WITH SUCH CLEAN HAIR, DIDN’T THINK YOU’D HAVE
A WRINKLE LIKE THAT

GUESS TIME FLIES, AS THEY SAY



GOES BY FASTER THAN YOU THOUGHT

PRETTY SOON YOU’LL BE TOTALLY DECREPIT

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

YOU LOOK REALLY YOUNG AND CLEAN

HOLD ON

SIT TIGHT MY MAN

I’M GONNA GET THIS CREAM

IT’S A REALLY GOOD CREAM

THEY MAKE IT OUT OF THESE ELEMENTS FROM THE PERIODIC TABLE

WHAT YOU’RE GONNA WANNA DO IT RUB THE CREAM ON YOUR
FOREHEAD EVERY TIME YOU EAT OR GO TO THE BATHROOM

AND THEN BOOM

WRINKLE GOES AWAY

GIMME YOUR CREDIT CARD

GIVE IT TO ME



I’M GONNA SET IT UP SO THAT YOU GET A LITTLE BOX WITH FOUR
CREAMS EVERY MONTH

YOU DON’T HAVE TO DO A THING

THEY’LL JUST SHOW UP AT YOUR DOOR

HEY

ANOTHER QUESTION

HOW ARE YOU PARENTS DOING?

HOW OFTEN DO YOU SEE THEM?

THEY DID A REPORT ON THE NEWS ABOUT YOUR PARENTS AND THE
REPORTER WAS SAYING THAT THERE’S A BUNCH OF SPIDERWEBS IN

THEIR BEDROOM

IT WAS ON THE LOCAL NEWS AND WE ALL WATCHED IT

HOW MUCH DO YOU NEED THEM AT THIS POINT IN YOUR LIFE?

IF THEY DIED, YOU’D GET A NICE LITTLE INHERITANCE

A NICE LITTLE NEST EGG, AS THEY SAY

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

THAT WOULD BE SAD



CRAZY HOW YOU USED TO SPEND EVERY DAY WITH THEM

EVERY DAY, FOR HOURS

YOU WERE A FAMILY

YOU ATE TOGETHER, AND WATCHED TELEVISION SHOWS

YOU FOUGHT AND MADE UP

GROWING UP, YEAR TO YEAR, YOU WOULD CHANGE AND EXPAND WHO
YOU WERE

EVERY STEP OF THE WAY, THEY WATCHED AND GUIDED

SEEMS LIKE THAT WAS A LONG TIME AGO HUH

PRETTY DIFFERENT THAN BEING AN ADULT

WHICH YOU ARE

PRETTY DIFFERENT INDEED

YOU’RE FREE NOW

FREE AS A BIRD, AS THEY SAY

YOU CAN GO ANYWHERE YOU WANT

YOU CAN DRIVE ACROSS TOWN, AND SEE HOMELESS PEOPLE AT
INTERSECTIONS

YOU GIVE THEM MONEY SOMETIMES

SOMETIMES YOU DON’T THOUGH

YOU WONDER HOW MUCH MONEY THEY MAKE BY BEGGING

MAYBE THEY MAKE A LOT

MAYBE IT’S SMARTER NOT TO GIVE THEM MONEY BECAUSE THEY
ACTUALLY MAKE A LOT



THEIR HAIR ISN’T VERY CLEAN

UNLIKE YOU

MR. CLEAN HAIR

OH

YOU’RE CHECKING YOUR PHONE

DANG, I MUST BE BORING YOU

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

NO PLEASE, GO AHEAD

I’LL JUST CHILL FOR A MINUTE WHILE YOU CHECK YOUR PHONE

SEE ANYTHING COOL ON THERE?

OH LOOK, YOU GOT A TEXT

ONE TEXT

NICE

ALWAYS SWEET WHEN YOU GET A TEXT, ONE OF MY FAVORITE
FEELINGS



SEE WHO IT’S FROM

OH NICE

IT’S FROM THE BANK

THEY’RE JUST CHECKIN’ IN TO MAKE SURE EVERYTHING IS GRAVY

ALWAYS NICE WHEN SOMEONE CHECKS IN

MAKES SURE EVERYTHING IS GRAVY

NOW THAT YOU CHECKED YOUR TEXT MESSAGES, YOU’RE FREE TO
LOOK AT ALL KINDS OF STUFF

THE WHOLE WORLD IS AT YOUR FINGERTIPS

YEAH MAN

TOTALLY

CHECK OUT THE NEW POSTS PEOPLE HAVE MADE

DANG EVERYONE’S GETTING TONS OF LIKES

LIKES ALL AROUND

THAT’S AWESOME

THAT’S POSITIVITY RIGHT THERE, ALL THOSE LIKES

DANG LOOK AT THAT VIDEO

PRETTY COOL

OKAY NOW PUT IT AWAY

I SAID PUT IT AWAY

PUT IT AWAY

THANKS MAN



NOW YOU’RE BACK IN REALITY

HOW DOES IT COMPARE?

IT IS AS COOL AS THE VIDEO?

I’D SAY SO!

COOL AS A CUCUMBER

HAHA
I GOTTA SAY THOUGH

YOU SEEM OFF MAN

A SECOND AGO I WAS SAYING “COOL AS A CUCUMBER” AND WE MADE
EYE CONTACT

YOUR EYES SEEMED SUPER SAD

EVEN THOUGH WE WEREN’T TALKING ABOUT ANYTHING SAD

I COULD TELL BY THE WAY YOUR EYES LOOKED THAT SOMETHING WAS
UP

IT WAS LIKE YOUR FACE BELONGED TO ONE GUY AND YOUR EYES
BELONGED TO ANOTHER GUY, A REALLY SAD GUY

FREAKY STUFF MAN!



BETTER GET THAT CHECKED OUT

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

IT’S NOT A MEDICAL ISSUE

ANYWAY

GUESS WHAT

NO YOU HAVE TO GUESS

YOU CAN’T JUST ASK WHAT IT IS

I WANT YOU TO ACTUALLY GUESS

DO IT

JUST PLAY ALONG

YOU GOTTA GET BETTER AT STUFF LIKE THIS MAN

STUFF LIKE PLAYING ALONG

IT WOULD EXPAND YOUR NETWORK

ANYWAY

I WAS GONNA SAY WE SHOULD GO TO THE ZOO SOMETIME



WOULDN’T THAT BE SICK?

GOING TO THE ZOO

SEEING ALL THE ANIMALS?

IT’S SO COOL THAT THEY GET TO JUST CHILL THERE

BEATS BEING EATEN

IF I COULD HOOK IT UP, I’D TOTALLY PUT YOU IN THERE

THAT’D BE SO FUNNY

LIKE A “HUMAN” EXHIBIT

YOU WOULDN’T HAVE TO WORK OR ANYTHING

YOU COULD JUST VIBE

THEN EVENTUALLY YOU WOULD DIE AND THE PAPER WOULD BE LIKE,
“BELOVED HUMAN DIES AT LOCAL ZOO”

THEN THEY WOULD REPLACE YOU WITH SOME OTHER GUY

OR GIRL

EITHER WAY

I DON’T DISCRIMINATE

HAHA



JUST KIDDING

I FEEL LIKE I’M DOING ALL THE TALKING MAN

THIS IS A REAL ONE-WAY STREET AS THEY SAY

YOU’RE PRETTY QUIET

YOU SEEM LIKE YOU’RE SOMEWHERE ELSE

SOMEWHERE FAR AWAY

YOU MUST BE THINKING A LOT

ONE OF THOSE “THINKING” TYPES

ALWAYS THINKING AWAY

MR. THINKER

SUCKS THAT NO ONE CAN KNOW WHAT YOU’RE THINKING

IF THEY DID THEY’D BE SO IMPRESSED

THEY WOULD CONSIDER IT SUCH A MIRACLE TO GAIN ACCESS TO YOUR
MIND

WHERE YOU REMAIN, EVERY SINGLE DAY

HOW MANY DO YOU HAVE LEFT?

DAYS, I MEAN

IT’S PROBABLY SOME RANDOMLY LARGE NUMBER LIKE 56,928

MR. THINKER HAS 56,928 DAYS LEFT TO THINK HIS SPECIAL THOUGHTS

AND THEN IT’LL BE OVER

YOU OKAY?



WHY ARE YOU RUBBING YOUR TEMPLES LIKE THAT?

DO YOU HAVE A HEADACHE?

OUCH

TOUGH TO BE MR. THINKER WHEN YOUR HEAD DON’T WORK HUH PAL

THAT’S LIKE BEING A BIRD WITHOUT A BEAK

A SNAKE WITH NO VENOM

A FLAT TIRE, AS THEY SAY

ALL THAT PAIN, COVERED BY SUCH CLEAN HAIR

NO WORRIES

I CAN HELP YOU MAN

I CAN CURE YOU

I KNOW THIS OLD TRICK FOR GETTING RID OF HEADACHES

FIRST YOU PRETEND TO BE HOLDING A SALTSHAKER IN YOUR HAND

THEN YOU PRETEND TO BE SHAKING SALT ONTO YOUR TONGUE

DO IT

SERIOUSLY DO IT MAN

HAHA



JUST KIDDING

IF YOU DO IT, IT LOOKS INAPPROPRIATE

CLASSIC

REMINDS ME OF THAT OTHER TIME

REMEMBER?

NO NOT THAT TIME, THE OTHER TIME

YOU DON’T REMEMBER?

DANG MAN

YOU’VE BEEN FORGETTING STUFF A LOT LATELY

I’M ALWAYS TELLING YOU ABOUT THIS TIME AND THE OTHER TIME AND
YOU ALWAYS LOOK REALLY CONFUSED

MAYBE YOUR BRAIN SUCKS

HAHA
JUST KIDDING

ARE YOU GOING TO GET IT CHECKED OUT?

I ONLY ASK BECAUSE LIFE IS ALL ABOUT MAKING MEMORIES



COOL, CRISP, DELICIOUS MEMORIES

AND YOU WORK SO HARD TO MAKE THEM

YOU REALLY GIVE IT THE OLD COLLEGE TRY AS THEY SAY

DESPITE THE PAIN OF THE MORNINGS

AND THE DISAPPOINTMENT AS YOU GO TO BED

BUT THAT’S WHY YOU GOTTA REMEMBER THE GOOD TIMES MAN

THE PROBLEM IS YOU CAN’T

YOU CAN’T EVEN REMEMBER WHAT YOU DON’T REMEMBER

WISH THERE WAS A CREAM FOR STUFF LIKE THAT

OH SHIT

THE GAME IS ON

YOU’RE MISSING THE GAME!

TURN ON THE GAME MAN

IT’S THE FOURTH QUARTER

YOUR FAVORITE TEAM IS GONNA WIN!

YOU’RE UP BY ONE POINT AND THERE’S ONLY A FEW SECONDS LEFT!

YOU JUST NEED THINGS TO GO WELL FOR ONE SECOND

FUCK

YOU LOST

THE OTHER TEAM HIT A BUZZER-BEATER

THE ANNOUNCER IS SAYING IT’S THE WORST LOSS IN LEAGUE HISTORY



TOTALLY UNPRECEDENTED

FUCK

YOU KNOW WHAT MAN

HONESTLY

I THINK YOU SHOULD QUIT YOUR JOB

I THINK YOU’RE DESTINED FOR GREATER THINGS

TRUER THINGS

I CAN SEE YOU LIVING IN A VILLAGE OR SOMETHING

LIKE A REAL PRIMITIVE KIND OF VILLAGE

YOUR BALLS COVERED IN A LOINCLOTH

DANCING AROUND A FIRE

YOU’D PROBABLY BE THE COOLEST GUY IN THE VILLAGE AND YOUR HAIR
WOULD BE CLEAN DESPITE A LACK OF ACCESS TO HYGIENIC PRODUCTS

EVERY DAY YOU’D WAKE UP

PUT ON THAT LOINCLOTH

BRUSH YOUR TEETH WITH A REED OR SOMETHING

PISS

SHIT

GET THE GUNK OUTTA YOUR EYES

AND THEN YOU’D GO HUNTING

MR. HUNTER

YOU WOULD KNOW ALL THE BEST SPOTS TO LOOK FOR ELK



IT WOULDN’T EVEN TAKE YOU THAT LONG TO TRACK ONE

YOU’D HAVE AN AWESOME SPEAR

SHARP, THICK, POWERFUL

MANY INCHES LONG

IT WOULD FEEL SO GOOD IN YOUR HANDS

YOUR FATHER GAVE IT TO YOU ON YOUR FIRST HUNT

YOU’D REMEMBER THAT REALLY CLEARLY

YOU WOULD AIM AT THE ELK

YOU’D LET IT FLY, AS THEY SAY

BOOM

HEADSHOT

ALL THE OTHER HUNTERS CHEER AND RUN TOWARD THE ELK

THIS KID WOULD SEE YOU CARRYING IT BACK TO THE VILLAGE AND YELL
FOR EVERYONE TO GATHER ROUND

THEY’D CHEER FOR YOU

THE VILLAGE GIRLS WOULD BE TOTALLY SWOONING

THEY’D CALL YOU THE NATIVE WORD FOR “BEEFCAKE”

SERIOUSLY HOW IS YOUR HAIR SO CLEAN?

YOU SLEEP ON A DIRT FLOOR

THERE’D BE A BIG FESTIVAL

FIRST THE FELLAS WOULD DANCE

THEN THE LADIES, AS IS CUSTOM



THEN THIS REALLY PRETTY ONE WOULD WALK UP TO YOU AND PLACE A
WREATH AROUND YOUR NECK

THE WREATH IS A SYMBOL OF HER BURNING LOINS

THEY BURN FOR YOU

HER HAIR WOULD ALSO BE CLEAN

YOU’D HAVE TONS OF STUFF LIKE THAT IN COMMON

YOU’D HAVE AN AWESOME TIME DANCING

YOU WOULDN’T SPEND ANY TIME THINKING ABOUT WHETHER YOUR
MOVES LOOKED GAY

THEN EVERYONE WOULD FEAST

THEY’D THINK THE ELK WAS SO GOOD

SO JUICY

NO G.M.O.S OR ANYTHING

DECADES WOULD GO BY

YOU’D BECOME A VILLAGE ELDER

LONG BEARD

THICK STAFF

EVERYONE WOULD ASK YOUR ADVICE ABOUT THEIR PERSONAL MORAL
QUANDARIES

YOU WOULD SOLVE THEIR QUANDARIES SO EFFORTLESSLY

IF THE OTHER VILLAGERS HAD TO DESCRIBE YOU THE WORD THEY
WOULD USE IS “SAGE”

ND THEN ONE NIGHT 

ONE FINAL NIGHT 



AFTER A LONG AND MEANINGFUL LIFE

YOU’D PASS INTO THE SPIRIT REALM

IT WOULD HAPPEN IN THE MIDDLE OF A DREAM

THE DREAM WOULD BEGIN IN A FIELD

YOU WOULD NOTICE A STRONG WIND BLOWING THROUGH YOUR
BEAUTIFUL CLEAN HAIR

TO THE EAST, YOU’D SEE A TORNADO APPROACHING

A BIRD WOULD LAND ON YOUR SHOULDER AND TELL YOU THERE’S
NOTHING TO FEAR

YOU WOULD STAND PERFECTLY STILL AS THE TORNADO APPROACHED,
AND IT WOULD PULL YOU INTO THE SKY PAINLESSLY

YOU WOULD RISE UP INTO THE CLOUDS, THEN BE ABSORBED BY THE SUN

YOU WOULD BE JOINED WITH THE GREAT SPIRIT, AND WITH ALL YOUR
ANCESTORS

YOU WOULD REACH AN EXPANSIVE AND BLISSFUL ETERNITY

THEN YOU WOULD WAKE UP

NOT AS A VILLAGER, BUT AS A FAGGOT

A STUPID FAGGOT

FUCKING HATE YOU MAN

JUST KIDDING

HAHA
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How can I be homophobic? I blew his fucking brains out. This Luger will send a Christian to hell. Shorty looks so good. I used
her piss as crab boil. Nothing's so crazy. I got 108 degree fever, smoking on Congolese Dick wick looking for a signal. I went dark
a long time ago, packed her asshole so tight she pushed out a pearl the fentanyl got me moving like a claymation figure, real
premium French scatter to it Money Longer than Katie's feet. Started off shooting dice in the cum slump learned how to load the
nine millimeter cannon and change the trajectory of everything. This shit ain't nothing to me, man, I fuck like it's for survival, as
if it's the last sip of water I'll ever get. Ribs visible, eyes, blood shot thrusting away. Got my cob looking like Mexican street corn.
I'm so violent and sick in the head. I can't tell if I want to kill my ops or fuck 'em. Zaza got me feeling like everything gonna be
alright. Got the registered god particle on my hip ready to have some hickory smoked op, wiped the nut on my Amiri jeans, and
got right back to fucking work, sipping on McDonald's house, red AK, sing like a castrati. I have no morals or belief system. I
have no spirituality or anything that gives my life meaning or structure. They ask me to shoot I do it. I have no character. Home
girl got a nice little turd cutter on her, put a bag over his head and sent him to paradise. The San Francisco got me looking and
moving like Mr. Bean. I ain't saying shit. Got a ruptured eardrum from having my ear to the streets for so fucking long on a full
moon, I'll fuck anything I'm smoking on that Sumerian Quasimodo carpet bomber, obsequious demon, whisper runts. Pussy
boy wanted beef with me over galactic acquisition. Called his mistress over and put 10 inches on her forehead like Peyton
Manning. I'm a street creature. The Weed will have you in purgatory screaming for eternity. You will relive every key mistake
you've ever made in your life, over and over and over again. I was in the May back, gripping the stem, snipped the banjo string,
roamed around Northern Cambodia with an open incision, they told me I wouldn't shake the city. So I shook that shit like a
crying toddler, hit the gelato papaya, took a sip of the Jose. Everything turned red for eight minutes. Woke up in Geneva. Oh,
man, I did it again. Destroyed his bando with a solar flare. I'm in the club listening to the brown note. My dogs will do anything
for a new port, and I mean anything they think I'm homosexual the way I'm chasing the sack Whippets left me with a drool and a
shit eaten grin, my bitch look like Timothy Chalamet. I'm a product of the gutter. I fried up some corn snake for the cousins the
zaja got me talking like Pingu. I'm the real goliath grouper. I'ma need you to suck the pigmentation out of this one young blood
shorty ass so fat I thought I was balls deep in Kyle Lowry only handed back the free world because I was bored. This blunt is
overwhelmingly large. This Blunt has a pulse. This blunt looks like Ray J's dick. This blunt got veins pumping through it. This
blunt curved right at the tip. This blunt looks like it's been pushed out. This Blunt has a family somewhere, worried as hell. I
ain't even gonna hide it no more. This blunt feels like a solid, fibrous piece of shit, straight up, a big, meaty piece of shit. Balanced
diets, lots of fruit and vegetables would honestly float in the water, which is a sign of good health. Husky little fella, the Zaza, got
me connecting the dots. There are bugs under my skin. I need to dig them out with a screwdriver. She broke my heart. Had me
shadow boxing behind the 711 in my 2005 Cleveland LeBron jersey, Zara jeans and some LRG shoes, Windows tented, listening
to T grizzly smoking on a goon rock. The bugs are back. I'm smoking on pussy slaw the worms. In my head won't shut the hell
up. They're telling me to go absolutely fucking stupid on them. I don't even need to brandish the nine. I'm pissing and drooling
all over myself, howling and itching to take lives. Shit. I'm so excited to take lives I'm literally covered in cock Isla shitty boy. Me,
I can't even take care of myself when I think about this shit. Smoking a real nuclear shit submarine. I got this shit figured out,
smoked a seven gram backwood of shadow whisper shit had me fucked up in the crib looking up pictures of dogs with human
eyes. I got interdimensional demons dropping the pen as we speak. They'll take anyone back over there unholy doses of Percocet
and Hennessy got me shit in the bed more than the Oakland A's. I'm back to back with God shaking the fucking universe. This is
an army of two. Beat his ass and send him into an improvement cycle. He looked like ban man kibble. Now this za feel like
heroin. This heroin feel like za flashed it at the parking lot in the Lennox mall with a serial number scratched out and everything.
Threw the OP into the particle collider, watched his ass get pulled apart into a million pieces, turned his sorry ass into some data,
stuffed her booty hole with some Sour Diesel and sent her on her way that little flesh canoe got a mesquite vibe to it, perhaps an
apple or cherry wood smoke. She took a chance and spread it for a Nebraska dollar. She had a whole Speak Easy behind those
meat curtains. The pussy has its own time signature. The bugs are back. Rings so heavy I can't answer the phone. I don't want to
kill them. Shut up. I don't want to kill anybody. Put the gun down, young man. There's too much pussy out there to kill
yourself. That pussy tighter than the bullet proof counter window at a White Castle. How can I be gay? My bitch is
homophobic. Haha, shout out to my man, cinch. Wag one big one up yourself. Select a duddy wine road side gal, Mia Gon, fuck
58% THC, pre roll joints rolled in. Keep had me reading the Book of Revelations. We are indeed close. I bought her Chanel bags
until there was nothing left in her eyes. Motherfuckers live in their car and call it van life. Stop lying to yourself and just say
you're homeless, you stupid bum. I'm at Magic City, moving like the government. I fucked her with my and one shoes on and
some Dada shorts eating Khloe Kardashians ass like I'm dying and there's a second chance in there. I'm a high functioning
shooter. Yeah, I'm big on Astrology. I'm always looking at a fat dirt star every chance I get. I'm off a rhino pill. Ready to get my

rocks off. My watch costs 50 bands, and I still don't have time for you. Fuck boys pussy clot the casualties you will suffer. 
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Threw the OP into the particle collider, watched his ass get pulled apart into a million pieces, turned his sorry ass into some data,
stuffed her booty hole with some Sour Diesel and sent her on her way that little flesh canoe got a mesquite vibe to it, perhaps an
apple or cherry wood smoke. She took a chance and spread it for a Nebraska dollar. She had a whole Speak Easy behind those
meat curtains. The pussy has its own time signature. The bugs are back. Rings so heavy I can't answer the phone. I don't want to
kill them. Shut up. I don't want to kill anybody. Put the gun down, young man. There's too much pussy out there to kill
yourself. That pussy tighter than the bullet proof counter window at a White Castle. How can I be gay? My bitch is
homophobic. Haha, shout out to my man, cinch. Wag one big one up yourself. Select a duddy wine road side gal, Mia Gon, fuck
58% THC, pre roll joints rolled in. Keep had me reading the Book of Revelations. We are indeed close. I bought her Chanel bags
until there was nothing left in her eyes. Motherfuckers live in their car and call it van life. Stop lying to yourself and just say
you're homeless, you stupid bum. I'm at Magic City, moving like the government. I fucked her with my and one shoes on and
some Dada shorts eating Khloe Kardashians ass like I'm dying and there's a second chance in there. I'm a high functioning
shooter. Yeah, I'm big on Astrology. I'm always looking at a fat dirt star every chance I get. I'm off a rhino pill. Ready to get my
rocks off. My watch costs 50 bands, and I still don't have time for you. Fuck boys pussy clot the casualties you will suffer. 

It was raininglow sky, andwas way out.



Trying to fuck with me. Will have you thinking like Magnus Carlson, I need to kill. I need to kill. Rome wasn't built in a day, but
this nine millimeter certainly was hit me. The fucking fentanyl just finished on my own stomach. Time for some oxtail. I ain't
gonna lie, I'm kind of feeling myself right now. Gang we smoking eucalyptus pigeon shit. She was awestruck, admiring the girth,
the length, the texture, the vein thickness, blood flow color. Circumcision gave her a benty, a cum with two pumps of Dragon
nut. All I'm saying is, if I paid for the hour, I'ma get the full hour been fucking so long, my cock is sanded down smooth. This
chopped cheese is from Red Hook. And this clock was 3d printed in Bangladesh. This shit is international. I'm posting it up at
the crib, oh, with three bitches feasting on some Nicaraguan nose nachos while listening to rich and Mary. I'm a real glutton.
Went to old block and nobody ever heard of you. Slime motherfucker. These are not ru rumens. These are Chrome hearts. I'm
smoking that. Rasputin, Hear ye, hear ye. Durbin, poison. DJ, mustard, let me end. Dijon, let me in. Mustard on the beat. Ho
Martin Morse always been my Fauci. Bird twin motherfucker. Of course, I have a pink tip. I come from a low frequency
environment, and I've only used cash my entire life. The only time I ever held a card was when I borrowed my cousin's Bank of
America debit card to slice open a funnel cake at the county fair, when I took my daughter there on a trip amidst a lengthy child
custody battle with my ex wife attempting to prove to the judge that I'm a responsible father, but we all know I'm fucking not. I
got the kids ears pierced at two years old, and she already knows what Red Bull tastes like I'm fucked. Judge, if you're seeing this,
please let me have Mackenzie back. I even wore my nice eight ball jean jacket to the last court hearing. I'm ready to change. Ed
shorty spitting my chicken and rice. I've been fully consumed by hatred, jealousy and lust, I can't help but get thrown into a
violent trance at the slightest hint of criticism or pushback, poured up with famous decks, started doing the nod walk. Whoa.
Dexter, my impulsive nature causes conflict at any given time like tape lock. I had to up it in fashion district. Shot into the
Hermes store and hit eight people. I made sure all the Birkin bags were unarmed, so that the hoes don't bug out on me about it
later, the Zaza got me acting inconsiderate. Give me a mattress and a flashlight. I'll thrive anywhere. I wept for there were no
worlds left to conquer. I was at the battle of Jericho, taunting both sides with my cock out, taped the flesh light to the bottom of
my desk and got right into it. I didn't talk to anyone for 52 hours, the 12,000 year old drink. I'm so old it doesn't even smell no
more smoking Zaza like I don't believe in myself. I got to where I am today through violence. I'm thankful for it. They call me
Ben Simmons because I don't play at all. Helped myself and went fucking nuts on the Fifi. Don't mind if I do these white people
are crazy. Fuck them. Never let these white people change you. Pistol built like Dave Portnoy. I have no backbone. I'm loyal to
whoever pays the most. My character is so flawed. The only time I ever stood 10 toes on anything was on the ops throat. I was
one in nine babies abandoning the Bando. My earliest memory is getting breast fed by the pit bull. I'm so busy shooting I'm
celibate. I'm moving like Meek Mill. Where you get them vibrating panties is them on Amazon. Shorty's head built like the
Warner Brothers logo. Shorty's head built like Damian Lillard. Shorty's head built like an asteroid. Shorty's head built like a
Bionicle. Shorty's Head built like a garlic knot. Shorty head built like a Chevrolet. Shorty head built like Papua New Guinea
shorty built like a South Park character. Y'all are crabs in a bucket, and I got Old Bay seasoning, maybe even some zatarans
bucket, chewing on the labia for six hours like a steak from Cracker Barrel. Found the homies beheading video on daily motion,
that little kid owed me money. What the fuck do? Didn't drink any water all day. Tried to nut on her chest, but the cum was
thick, like a loogie shit. Didn't even get any air time, it slowly dribbled over my fingers and didn't even hit the ground. The
chlorine smell was insufferable, so I offset the smell with some crap. Cops wanted to detain me for aggressively hitting the claw
machine. I'm trying to explain to him that we are all just Adam so he might as well let me go, taking the wildest Huff of Ben gay
mid climax, had my eyes rolling back, with my tongue hanging out, howling in ecstasy, squirming around on a twin size mattress
in an empty section eight apartment. They say if you do what you love, you'll never work a day in your life. Perks put me on the
wrong side of history almost every time I beat my own head in with a rock because I couldn't stand the fact that I'll never get to
fuck her grand belief made everything go black and white. You think I. Standing here eating sauteed bok choy because I want to.
I'm waiting for the red light district to open you fuck head. Use your fucking head. Pulled out the Luger, put his ass in IT TO
GO Box, little rib cage ass, mother fucker. I put a hole in that boy. She listens to rock and roll. I smoke rock and roll.
Psychologically terrorized the OP until he killed himself at the Michael Jordan steak house. One thing about me, I only fucking
fluorescent lighting. I need to see absolutely everything. Some of you have never heated up a banana peel in the microwave for
eight seconds to replicate the warmth of a vagina, and it shows I come from nothing. I started this shit. I was in the bandeau,
blasting loads onto the wall, letting it dry. I was in the sticks using rubber gloves to trick myself into thinking I was being serviced
by a nurse. You can't even imagine what the fuck I've been through. I'm psycho. I rub my own nut all over the Glock to let them
know I really been here. I'm a real shit flinging beast. If my skull wasn't made out of titanium, I'd kill myself. I really want to, and
I really should, but God doesn't give with two hands. Fuck we smoking bow cooked her shit into a nice roof. Boy wanted some
clout. I put him on the news and turned him into a real superstar. Humans will never understand their true abilities. Why the
fuck did we kill up the Neanderthals? Those idiots could have easily worked construction and doubled our profits. You better
bring me that brick. Lickety split little broke green down off the cart the other day and thought I was Sammy Sosa, we're getting
warmer. The day I go broke will be the day hell freezes over. How you feel, gang cheating, my ass and whatnot. I'm free basin,
etc, and pouring my soul into the game. When everyone gave up on the block, I didn't hesitate to start selling my balls, booty and
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 An hour and a half later it had started raining. Thick heavy drops
pounded Johnathan, making loud knocks on his helmet. He couldn't
hear them though. All he could hear was the hiss from his radio and his
pulse, tapping his temple against the padding of the helmet. He was
focused keeping his eyes on the horizon looking for any sign of a mast
light. He hadn’t heard anything from the Bonnie River in a half hour.
The water was up to their chest below decks at that point. He knew that
the vessel could be entirely underwater at this point. He peeked his head
under the deck to check his GPS— he had made good time and was at
their last known location. He lowered his sails and went down to grab his
searchlight and megaphone. As he searched the mess of gear strewn
across the floor for them, he started to repeat “Bonnie River, come in,
this is Thalassa at your last known location. What is your status?” He
wasn’t hopeful he would hear anything. 
When he returned on deck, he shone the searchlight across the dark,
black sea. The waves were white crested. He forgot about his radio and
started screaming into the megaphone as well
 “Bonnie River! This is Thalassa!” He just repeated over and over. Panic
had set in and his screams disintegrated into just “BONNIE!!!
BONNIE!!!” 
 His eyes were shaking from the adrenaline, he kept shouting. The white
crests of the waves like mirages, he saw people in every shape the sea
could make. He knew there were two people somewhere around him. He
and his ship were tossed back and forth on the inky sea so violently he no
longer really knew which way was up, down, left or right. He could no
longer tell if it was the rain or the sea that was drenching him in sheets.
Through all this his now hoarse voice continued to scream into the void. 
 “FLARES!” he thought out loud, forgetting he was talking into the
megaphone. He ran down below deck to find that he, too, had taken on
ankle deep water. He switched on his bilge pump and opened his desk to
grab his flares. He didn’t even make it all the way on deck before he shot
it in the air.
 “Come on… Come on…..” He said aloud. Again, into the megaphone. A
minute passed with nothing. It felt more like an age to Jonathan. He
heard another flare before he saw it. Behind him someone had sent a
response. He focused his searchlight on where it had come from and he
saw a flash of orange. It was them!
 “I SEE YOU! I'M ON MY WAY! SAVE YOUR FLARES!” His torn
vocal cords managed to scream out.

Jonathan lay in his hammock reading as the wake of passing ships gently
rocked everything else around him side to side. He spent most of his days
reading on his boat even though he was a five minute walk from Ko
Olina Lagoon. He was particularly engrossed in this story. So much so he
didn’t notice that Thalassa had started listing to her port side. It wasn’t
until he heard a knocking on the deck above him that he realized
someone had climbed aboard. 
 “Hey you fucking kids, what have I— Oh!” 
 “Hey there, Jonathan”
 “Kai! Noah! You’re out of the hospital!”
 “All thanks to you” Noah said
 “Seriously, anyone would have done it. It’s every sailor's responsibility to
help someone in trouble.”
 “Yeah, but you were there. You heard our call.”
 “Oh! In that case…” Jonathan started before going back down under the
deck. When he came back up, he handed a very confused looking Kai a
broken auto-pilot tiller. “Thank that.” 

Jonathan lay in his hammock reading as the waves rocked everything else
around him side to side. He spent most of his days reading. There wasn’t
much else to do 1500 miles from any speck of land.  Wake up, check the
equipment and heading, read, fish, cook, read, sleep, repeat; that was life
on Thalassa, his 40ft cutter sailboat. He was particularly engrossed in this
story. So much so he didn’t notice at first that Thalassa had started listing
on port side, opposite how she should be. In fact, it wasn’t until he heard
the loud SNAP of the autopilot tiller breaking under the pressure that he
knew something had gone wrong.
 “Aw, SHIT! No, no, no, no, no!!!” he said, swinging out of his
hammock, landing on all fours. He scrambled to stand and make his way
up on deck. When he got there, he saw the top half of the autopilot
hanging loose and the bottom half already 100 yards behind him floating
away. He looked behind him towards the sails and he saw his sheets had
become untied and the ship had been turned around and is now going
downwind. Jonathan quickly grabs the sheets and tacks, this time
double, triple checking that everything is latched down tight before
heading back down to grab anything he could use to MacGyver his tiller
back into shape. 
 Three hours and a year’s frustration later, he managed to fix his tiller
and was concentrating on finding out how far off track he had got. As he
poured over his charts and GPS data he heard the slight hiss of his VHF
radio. 
 “Who could that be all the way out here?” he asked himself as he turned
up the volume. 
 “HISSSSSSSSSSSS-O.S. S.O.S. We are HISSSSSSS-ng water! Pos-
HISSSSSSSSSSSSS6° 31'16-HISSSSSSS 0°48'5-HISSSSSSSSSSSS”
 Jonathan’s stomach dropped. He immediately started writing down the
coordinates he could make out through the interference.   He didn’t
know where he was, where they were, or what kind of danger they were
in. The winds were only growing in strength. 
Once there was a break in the SOS, he picked up his microphone and
said, “This is Captain Harlow of the sailing vessel Thalassa. I have
received your SOS, though there is a lot of interference, please continue
broadcasting your location” He repeated this five times before opening
up the channel. He flipped his backup radio on and tuned it to 500 kHz
and started relaying their signal. It was a desperation move, he knew the
chances of three people being in this area at the same time were fclose to
none.
“HISSSSSSSSS-K GOD! We ar-HISSSSSSS” 
 “Good, they heard me.” thought Jonathan. He got straight to work
working on his location first. “I need to know where I am to know how
to get to them” he thought to himself. By the time he had his location, he
had pieced together enough fragments of the troubled ship's location to
know where they were too, not too far, about 20 miles behind him. He
also learned the vessel name. “Okay, Bonnie River, I have your location
and I'm headed your way”. His things were tossed and littered the floor
when the tiller broke, he scrambled to find his helmet with a radio and
headed on deck. 
 When he got there, he saw it was now dark. The swell was large and the
sky pitch black. There wasn’t any rain, though the invisible clouds above
him felt oppressive. He lifted the auto tiller out of the water and jibed to
turn around. “Don’t you dare die before I can get there”
 Even with the wind behind him, his pace felt like a crawl. His hull had a
max speed of 11 knots and he was pushing 10.75. at this pace, they were
two hours away at least. 
  “Bonnie River, this is Thalassa, Status update.” 
 “HISSSSSSSSSSSS” 
 “Bonnie River, please come in, this is Thalassa”
 “HISSSSSSSSSS”
 “Shit. Don’t do this..” His stomach somehow dropped even lower
“Bonnie River, what is your status”
 “HISSSSSSSSSSssa, this is Bonnie River. We are still here. We have
drifted slightly south south west. You are coming in much clearer now”
 “You are much clearer on my end too, what is the status of your vessel?”
 “Our sails have torn, our motor is out, and we are taking on water pretty
fast, we’ve got our bilge pump going as hard as it can and we are bringing
up pails of water, but it's useless, we will be completely underwater
within the hour.”
 “I’m two away, you’ve got to keep going. I’ll keep this channel open if
there is any change”
 “O-Okay” They said, unable to mask the despair in their voice.
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STOP
PREVENT YOUR DEATH.

TURN BACK NOW
FACT:

FACT:

YOU WON’T SURVIVE,
AND IT WILL BE AN AGONIZING
DEATH, DON’T TEMPT FATE!

YOU ARE NOT NEARLY 
CULTURED ENOUGH TO PROPERLY
EVALUATE THE ART IN THIS MAG

FACT: YOU’VE ALREADY COME
MUCH TOO FAR. TURN BACK WHILE
YOU STILL HAVE A CHANCE.

IT’S NOT WORTH DYING FOR!

AZINE.





Raoul Price-Valcenne

amp Magazine Proudly Presents:&

Now, A Most Fabled & Heartily Crafted Work ofPoetry;



nd to the Benefit Therefor with Pleasure & Honor:A

Thus Entitled Congenially for the InterestedReader;



Leaving nightly crowded beanery dark smoky cabaret the footbulbs barwise placed (?) – !

to the inkwash of an offday browned surround of starkly falling depth fuhlustered

at the little-depth lectern a fallboard-down piano like was I made lector ·



of the Master his reader (“a noble position aloud and with stipend disgorge” ·

lemmed a little garden hermit

                                              or a gnome buboed and dunced) yes his reader dis-je

to vigil to cry with the text perched before and the Master behind the structure.



Wahnweh I felt to get right the diction severe his interruptions well-meaning

and so fuzzy the letters ink spiking from water browned paper that book its paper

pulping dough-turning and to a word treating me that I could digest nor emit . .



Ad lib made to open a sheaf’s restricted access or seen through a circle an-

other pruned seedbed of Barbelolike ejaculations

                                                                               slow dry and tiring ·

granatae sed non consummatae they break and they flow as I try to say them

spotless. But it’s not the start of the work the end already (figo) I am told.



Raoul Price-Valcenne

Apprenticeship for HobbledehoyhoodBy
The Only
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And Now Followed by 

Two Sonnets 
Athenaeum 

From The

Friedrich Schlegel
By



To hold the rays of Bildung all in one,
      And split the healthy whole from the unwell,
      We true in free alliance gave our all,
      And wished to place our trust in us alone:

In olden fashion I could never shun—
      However sure of right words they did tell—
      E’er scratching wound of doubt that me befell,
      And hating what to me seemed narrow, dumb.

Now pow’rless scream and scrawl in busy throng,
      As though insulted to their deepest core,
      The plebs from Hamburg down to Schwabenland.

Now whether we’ve achieved our goodly end
      I doubt no more; it has the deed made for,
      That oùr view is general and strong.

The Athenaeum



Kneaded and ground with play that’s zestful
      The people’s poets negative, see here!
      But first wi’ the mill’s deep sense do grapple,
      Then, Reader! soon your head will feel more clear.

In festive crowd this book the garden equals;
      Poor rascals newly and in masks appear,
      Pleasure whispers warm, and coolly fountains trickle,
      And motley lights aglow, with art, unnear.

In dulcet clowneries all is inverted,
      ’Stead of Ya haws little donkey Ay;
      Therein with jesting-stocks delightful play

Theater, Enlightenment, Nikolai.
      So grind then, Tieck! what’s more grind undeterrèd
      Our writers’ goofiest tendentiae.

Zerbino



Translated by R.P.-V.

 http://LampByLit.com
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CLASSIFIEDS
FOR SALE

&amp | 2025

☞ ☞ ☞ ☞ ☞

An Humble

Yet Distracted

Advertisement

☜ ☜ ☜ ☜ ☜
Concerning the

Prodigious & Near-

Miraculous Occurrence

of a Certain Literary

Specimen being the

Esteemed and

Occasionally-Published

Periodical

 ✷ AMP MAGAZINE

Stylized using an

Ampersand ✷
 —a Magazine, nay a

Diurnally Slumbering

Leviathan of Letters,

now available for

Subscription, Purchase,

or Pilfering (though we

prefer the former two,

for obvious reasons)—

Let it be here recorded

(and by that I mean

impress’d upon your

inner tympanum with

the weight of ten

thousand ink-stained

thumbs) that there

exists amids

the vapour-fraught

landscape of transient

tweets, and the digital

fartings of a thousand

Algorithmically-made

sonneteers—a journal

so uncommon, so

baroquely overstuff’d,

and yet so elegant in its

disarray, that it must be

whispered of only in

the obscurer corners of

bookshops, whispered I

say, as one would

speak of griffins,

paracelsian homunculi,

or the peculiar

melancholia of Charles

Lamb’s aunt.

Behold! ☞ AMP MAG☜:

 a quarterly publication

that arrives neither

quarterly nor

predictably, containing

essays that begin with

one premise and

conclude, gloriously,

with none: fiction that

forgets its characters

midway and

remembers new ones

with greater fondness;

and be not amiss

regarding the ever-so-

colorful cast of

rambunctious artistes

This declaration, made to a stray

cat and two retired printers,

birthed this publication.

�𓅓𓐍𓁿

What is contained, you ask?

—A treatise on the semiotics of

invisible punctuation

 —A twenty-seven-page footnote

to a poem about sneezing

 —A letter to a French bishop who

never existed, concerning

porcupines and the sacred

AND!—each issue comes bound

not merely in paper ( † recycled

from mid-19th century

bureaucratic forms † ) but

occasionally in velvet, burlap, or

letters typed on cuttlefish vellum.

The glyphs? Ah! A veritable

pantheon: Cuneiform, Ethiopic,

Tengwar, Wingdings 2—whatever

our typesetters accidentally sit

upon.

Subscription options include:

• The Modestly Ecstatic Tier (a

single copy, hand-thrown from a

passing dirigible)

 • The Absurdly Committed Tier

(includes annotations scribbled by

an unpaid intern-philosopher)

 • The Celestial Patron Tier (comes

with a complimentary dream,

encoded via marginalia)

⚘⚘⚘
Send correspondence to:

The Back Room, behind the Thicc

Nigger Stack, under the Dusty

Lantern, East of the Broken Globe,

 or simply whisper your desire

aloud at the hour of the magpie’s

lamentation. Lofty! Wholy lofty,

gents! These times, they aren’t a-

changing fast enough, I dare say!

We remain, in disarray,

Yr Most Confounded & Sincere

Publishers,

 ☞ AMPLITURE MAGiZURE☜

poems that rhyme only

by accident—or fate.

𐄁𐌈ဩ But let us not haste!

For haste, dear Reader,

is the ruination of

digestion and discourse

both, as any man who

has ever consumed

uncooled porridge may

attest, and not without

considerable

compunction! Indeed!

Allow me, before

detailing subscription

tiers (of which there are

∞), to recount a most

singular anecdote

regarding the journal's

origin, which I assure

you is tangential only in

the sense that the Moon

is tangential to the Earth

—it pulls, but does not

land. In the winter of

20𐆐𐆘 (a year

unnumbered in many

calendars), our Founding

Editor—one Euphemia

Clangor, late of the

Austro-Gallic school of

Sentimental Antisyntax

—declared, amid a

thunderclap of apricot

brandy and Hegelian

footnotes, that

“language must be

flayed, fluffed, and flung

at the bourgeois ”



&amp is a collaborative
effort made by strangers
over the internet.
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