



Gruesome Let Beautiful 

As I lay here on the forgotten white snow as my skin can blend with ethnicity, yet not as my body is coved in scarlet blood, as if it was medley with the cold harsh icy snow. Then I started to fell the wound in my stomach burning my intestines and I slowly lose conscientiousness as everything around me hazes, then my eyes begin to get heavy and my body numbs up. With ever last drop of energy I gather my strength and tilted my head up ever so slightly looking down the hill to see rising amber burning a village in the foreground to find men necks tied with nuses around oak tree and with the look of them being beaten by sticks seeing the gashes in there heads dripping out blood and pieces of there brains oozing onto the ground were throes and thistles still embedded into the skin. They were stripped from the waist down, leaving there pride blowing in the winter wind as they die. The remaining men were surrounded by people wearing black rodes whipping them with glass pieces at the ends ripping the flesh right off there bones and the skin pealing from there faces from there heads being bashed with rocks.

Soon I turned my head in agony to only be ashamed of the tragedies that are slowly unfolding upon me to discover women throats slashed were blood is lingering down there necks seeping into there clothes and was getting the ever loving shit beaten out of them. 

