the city is sad and beautiful.�drunken creatures philosphying?�eating? �decaying?�consuming?�I am sad and beautiful. Why?�Life deems it so.�(large children laughing--)�(alternateens -------)�(obese queens----)�Love, Lies, Lunatics-----�IT BITES.�I don't have a point really.�pity.�collective unconscience spilling out of my dreamtime�into my playtime.�Timeless child.�Endless child.�always a child I WILL NEVEER GROW UP!�Yet, I grow old.�And my childish shell fills with knowledge--------�Wisdom even.�I am not what I am.�I am confused�??????????? and ASTOUNDED.�





