SIMPLE & SHIT
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With the most sick simpleness & abhorrence that I could offer
- Dead Man-

                                                                                       Dedicated to the shit machine

Film will only become an art when its materials are as inexpensive as pencil and paper.

- Jean Cocteau -
~ Dolly, which drama that will be censored will we play tonight? ~
Theatrical Act:  Simple&Shit

Artist:  Art’s Slave
.HoSPITALITY At My hoUSE.

Welcome,
Please come, subscribe to our club
By registering, you are giving access to all of the following
With all the responsibilities that consequent the consumer-
………………………………………….

……………sorry……………………….

. . . . . . . . . .     . . .  . .  . .   .  .   .   .

HOLD ON YOUR LINE PLEASE.

I. HUMAN Tastes
II. I’M READY
III.  Guilt
IV.  EVERYLIFEDay
V.  Scraping Drops of Life
VI.  THE GIRLIE
VII.  STARTing AGAIN

VIII.  EFFORT to GO HIGH!
IX.   AT HOME
X.  AUTUMN BREESE
XI.  EMPTY
XII.  EVERY FACE
XIII. AFTERNOON ...
XIV. HAPPY BIRTHDAY
XV. WAITING FOR THE TIME THAT WILL BE
XVI. dARK
XVII. ORGANIC REQU(IR)E(MENT)ST

xviii.  given mourning for a crappy time of emptiness
XIX.  SURELY UNITED
XX.  SQUEAL
ΧΧΙ.  Running, IF THEY REACH
ΧΧΙΙ. A PiC
YOUR conversation HAS BEEN INTERRUPTED DUE DEBT.
YOU CAN ONLY CALL EMERGENCY NUMBERS.
Neeaawwwnnnn .... ... Aaaachchchch `() ^. ^
(turning UP -the machine- AGAIN & opening eyes)


HUMAN TASTES


Sex always was pulling the strings
I know this puppet with the plastic tits
It’ll suck your life completely and pull every inch of it - out of you
I’m fading out

I do not have any more grams to give you
I’M READY
I'm ready.
I insert the tie. Buttons in place.
I wear the scarf.

I wear the watch & pour a little water in my face.
I’m getting me keys and money.

And I'm ready, to plow the town again.
GUILT

Bloated with pride
I look at the calm faces
admiring how they got there
Something lurks behind, the Waiting for dreams
They tied my eyes (I did it)

































EveryLifeDay
Nature, does not allow it

To be an artist

Fate has its bounds

Breathing too

things dissolve

thoughts are erasing
Our forms will disappear

The heat from the Faint

The liquid fire

And the silent serenity of denaturing

Isn’t it funny, to make an exhibition of your views

Believing that you’re heard

Brazing numbers, to keep in touch

Take a phone call sometime

Insert radioactivity in my head

Last line! Get up!

Did I tell you “bye” or did I forget?

Lost body

Of a difficult cohabitation

Egg / osmium occupation
Burdens you

Iam looking for A face

To say happy birthdayyyyy
Scraping some Drops of Life

A servant,

Works alone in the dark cavern

Digging like a rat

For a nowhere den

Longing the daylight’s pay-off

To feed his unwanted Childs

roots of evil

THE GIRLIE

I'll be something scuddy said the little girl,
And She was a picture
Away from the mesh veils and senses
Visitors even rarer will be the "moments"

the GIRL is drinking from dirty waters that excites her

and stares at passers with fury
every night when the moon GOES UP
from right,
her eyes
RIP your heart 

STARTing AGAIN

A continuous mass, lives roll 
and only some ridiculous identities state, 
but everything will be erased.

Inside the fog peeking banners,
embarrassed symbols cue 
quivering forth the truth.

Thick forms
of pieces of matter
with difficulty to be stand out 
and everything moves fast.

Desire for the end. Desire for the end, desire and fear for the end
Faith for punishment
not all is bad
an EFFORT to GO HIGH!

Always unreachable, illiterate, disgusting
funny, macrocosmic and passionate
when you don’t speak.


And your body, a false mass, virtual

Bottle with expensive aroma
Voluptuous body of lie
Shaken with liquids and given colors

it does not understand
It does not care

Tangled. Virtual irons.
Voluntary incarceration.
Fantastic colors. Expensive colors.
AT HOME

We are in the middle of a really beautiful experience
Along with the cat, seated
In a rare moment of peace
She lets me have her in my arms

She plays with my pen
As she criticizes what I think

Suddenly, she becomes playful again
I miss the moment
The light out there strengthens
And plays with us

AUTUMN BREESE


Of a voice
which cried amid the rain
In the forest that we want

We are not looking at

but only to our sensual look
EMPTY
Empty inside

But so full of capabilities in the end

It is an unoccupied place

Free for everyone

Only if there was anyone here

EVERY FACE

Each bloodied face,
Stuck cry_
Reminds me that I should
get out of this ravine of pain
AFTERNOON ...
We are not going anywhere


pulling the cart of memories
you Dream of prices and public nakedness in modern cities
Paid tickets to paradise

HAPPY BIRTHDAY

In a bright plea
I Climb the belfry
light enters, endless, from stained glass

I’m close


Chanting at the world from above
My theory on creation

And we all listen to me, like I'm Mr. Pope
Will I give them something?
The upright trees look and judge me in the eyes
saying I'm rotten

They Weight my heart

And It’s heavier than a feather

WAITING FOR THE TIME THAT WILL BE
Before you lose your last hope
See through the slit of your heart
the beam of light that enters.



dARK
10,000,000 rhymes
still would be written, if necessary,
to be able to fit in you,
Wild existence’s Presentation
Counterpart of your onethousandpressed life
Life ...
ORGANIC REQU(IR)E(MENT)ST

I apply to get some organs

The heart that is lost, 
my mind that is held

Eyes that were spoiled, 
mouth that cannot be heard

Legs refusing to move,
Hands not obeying me anymore

But, I want, to have the opportunity to do everything again.

I have to live more.
given mourning for a crappy time of emptiness
Ι can be crushed at any time
lost body,
big deal
life thrown
I had her there in front of Me
I was not ready to touch
Images of a marginal
outlandish
INVISIBLE
nothingness
.
.

.

.

.

.
a voice coming from the deep universe

nothing again

a long silence

she tries to find a way to call
you

SURELY UNITED

and we stayed together.
Through cables and screens,
ultraviolet waves
inside
the radioactivity and the noise of the machines
a body.
Within all, gasping to survive

Until a foot melts us
as useless,
annoying flies of the universe.

































Squeal
Betrayed You
Yesterday I
Seemed like not having any qualms
While lewding, causing pain to bodies
no problem.
my horns
and tail

Grows little
by little
Iam a hero,  in my mind
fast goat, which will be devoured
Already in
the mouth
of persecutor

my teeth
squeak while
I bite my tongue with fury,
Time of beheading comes and as
madness seizes
the body
Iam happy

Running, IF THEY REACH
They are running to reach

Find something open
Lay at the corner
And create a personal atmosphere


Everyone needs the belief that something happens
though all are reluctant to spontaneously
Out there, this roughness
It is not personal, nor defense
I hesitate for the first time
To tell you more.
A PICTURE

It could have been the colors
It could have been people
It could have been beautiful that day
The house that I stare is empty
There is an empty house next to the dams
And a straight
leading

Every day 
candles
and incense


















It’s just this old theater
Where we play ourselves

And an actor resides:

A mystical thinking, with great care, while walking on a tightrope
Like acrobats of the absolute
and voices from everywhere are calling us 
to become rulers somewhere in their universe
do not listen, do not talk, do not look, just go ahead
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