
Welcome, we welcome you and we bid you all farewell 

Welcome to this shithole 

Amidst this rotten graveyard we built it, among black trees and shallow tombs 

To please you 

To serve you 

To entertain 

To serve 

Just to serve just you 

There is so much to do, so much to choose from, so many dead opportunities to claim, rape and 

abuse 

Come 

Come 

Come and see 

Take a look 

Spare all the time in the world and look closely for what your heart desires 

We are all here to serve 

You will surely find it. You will find what you’re looking for. There is so much 

So much to choose from 

Drink 

Eat 

Feast 

And smoke 

Your cigarettes 

Cigars 

Hair 

Liquids and fluids of your bodies 

Take a look 

Take a pick 

We are your dead children 

Filled with hate 

Our hate we serve 



Our hate you eat and drink and smoke 

We entertain you 

Rape us and abuse us  

Again and again 

Come all 

We are your children. We open up our legs to have you in. We are graced by your floppy limbs 

out in the open air inside of us. You complete our existence. 

All that we have is our hate 

We serve it to you 

Come and see 

Taste it 

Feel it 

Eat and drink and smoke it 

Devour us 

Tear our bones apart 

Break all our glasses 

Burn our feathers 

Again and again 

Holy Sunday. 

Thank the lords above for giving you the opportunity to be able to come here 

To visit this place and reap all the fruits it has to offer 

We are your children 

Dear and rotten and despaired 

Don’t let us rest 

Make us run for miles 

Don’t pity our sore legs, our swollen feet, our wounded fingers, our black nails 

Don’t give us a moment’s rest 

Its our hate you feed 

We entertain you 

Take a pick 

Take a look 



So many rarities just for your eyes to see 

For your tongue to taste 

For your teeth to impale 

For your gums to suck on 

For your throat to swallow 

For your mind to explode and your stomachs to absorb. 

Try this 

Try that 

Look at this 

Be amazed 

It’s our shit 

Raw and fresh and piping hot 

We serve 

You 

Try this 

Try that 

Look at this 

Be ecstatic 

It’s our bones 

Open and exposed and boiled for you 

We adore 

You 

Try this 

Try that 

Look at this 

Be elevated 

It’s our blood 

Sucked up and left to dry in the sun 

We revive  

You 



Try this 

Try that 

Look at this 

Be mesmerized 

It’s our futures 

It’s our hopes and dreams and childhoods and future selves. It’s our final graves. It’s our 

tombstones with your names engraved upon, it’s our place in the world. 

Our reason d’etair. 

We serve it 

We sell it 

We bargain it 

We provide it 

We give it up 

We offer it 

We pimp it out 

We expose it 

For you 

Only for you 

For your eyes to see 

For your golden clothes to borrow 

For your leather cars to flatten 

For your gigantic cigarettes to choke 

For your freshly dyed hair to shine 

For your painted fingernails to claw 

For your white plastic teeth to chew. 

We serve our lovers, our beds 

Our studies, our desks 

Our doctorates, our marks 

Our houses, our countries, our wars, our schools, our first kisses, our dead wives, our buried 

husbands, our demented aunts, our miserable parents crying at the top of the stairs at night, our 

countless hours of studying to graduate, our lost jobs, our sunny days at the park when we lied 

on the spring grass holding the body we craved for and nothing else in the world existed, our 



typing furiously at 3 at night to finish what we started, our grand ideas and magnificent 

schemes, our breakthroughs, our works of art, our art, our masterpieces, our revolution, our 

generation and all it breathes. 

The generation of your children. All it ever breathes 

We serve it 

You buy it. 

Consumers 

Consume it 

With gracious abandon we lie here 

Eternally waiting while we run 

So have it 

All of it 

Don’t reject it 

Us 

It’s countless suns that stand before you 

Eagerly waiting for your words 

Us 

Suns. 


