THE TWIN STAR ROSE -~ WORM GATE

Full many a glorious morn
Thope you'’r e feeling porn
Under roses finding fine
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust,
If the ice man don’t get you
Then the AIDS virus must.
Not the porn of frighten thorn
But the attic porn of lighten horn.
Yes eyes lipped in honey enfold
When meat’s petals do unfold
Brains fingers sque eze gold.
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Stars shine bright on shatter light. In back of that elaborate evaporate fact: Perfumed dead stars faust on theil
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Until slumber umber shlub stars slack out their backs to squeak out their intestines on a vacant rack. Sans flap: Sans slap: That’s that: Thee.The.The.The.That’s all blubs, folks.



