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The Goat Star (Negress Of Saturn's Deeds, #2)

I eat shade, and shit rainbows

soot took over the sky

Lines etched as borders upon land will disband

Double consciousness is an awareness of the earth story that is in constant interaction with a spiritual unfoldment —

No matter the engine, love is free energy Charging our extrasensory

Kidnapping souls for the stellar corpse

Yo folk, we the yoke They fit to smoke
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The Goat Star

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]

[image: image]

[image: image]

Truth is my Compass, & Wisdom my Helm.
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once you know, you cannot unknow. once you have seen, you can never unsee.

once you have allowed yourself to feel,

you are freed from silence; for the submergence of one’s truth only births havoc within the self.
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​Godchildren

We happen across one another


The rising stars of our virgin mother
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​“Barter soul for status, a notable apparatus; inquisition the construct, after your heart is plucked.”
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Pledging Serfdom

Be it sociocultural, religiopolitical, or psychospiritual Your soul is the target of war

Your country is an indivisible corporation Who manufactures your personhood

From the signing of your birth certificate, Your legal identity is a strawman:

A stunt double for the stint of your citizenship

The cult of nationalism incapacitates the liberty of our humanity

Our ignorant consent is the wine of cyanide
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​The Spectacle


A stealth poker face is out of sight


Fate written upon the pages of Solar Light Is impervious to the blooded ink of evil, however dark the night

Despite the hubris, it’s mere comedy for the neophyte
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“Spirit is a migrant worker of the physical plane; seeking to attain wisdom for the

eternal palace of one’s domain.”
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Estre a Merci, “To be at the Mercy of”

A bitch forgot his place in the animal kingdom With his plastic tiara, and time machine He lodged himself in the era of ephemera
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​Twilight

Sink the ship, Let coins rip

Their end, Our beginning

X and O, We gon’ glow
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​“The function of the soul is to invoke nobility.”
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Sting Operation

Once all the children are asleep The creeping rat will come to reap

Mother is a fly on the wall A cat with a fire ball

Those tucked into the womb Won’t crack under the broom
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​Red Herring

The square root of a cube is a tribe Division of knowledge overpowers the scribe

The confluence of negative and positive is translucent Our descent was our intent to circumvent
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Double Jeopardy


Seven Churches to tithe With a tenth of a brain

​Wheel of fortune But taxes rein


Four elements to master With a levy on sovereignty

The lottery ticket Is a death sentence
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​Power Down


If our soul is a battery, Its recharge has been flattery

As an emanation of life, We are riddled with much rife


Why should love lend us light, If we have no wish to reunite
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​Sleep Talk


If Jesus was the Piscean fish The Age of Aquarius is the 11th hour


Revolution is rebirth

The Divine Androgyne

Is the Sacred Marriage within self


Costumes are for Halloween; Christmas is a feast for the serene


Love or Lust?

Your Cosmic Consort Is the gift of ascension
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​“As individuated aspects of consciousness, our subscription to godlessness desecrates the autonomy of our sentience.”
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Magna Carter Libertatum

Clarity and verity, Hearsay is heresy

A bad seeded juror Is a rotted root securer

Mistrial is a sophisticated denial As I recall, time will redial


Omit the jury of one’s peers For a disciple of the hemispheres


Reconvene at a quarter to eight Failure to appear, binds your fate

Within fifteen minutes of fame, We have denied your counterclaim

Neither court has been charmed But we are both alarmed
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​“Know better, do better: the wicked stay clever; tow the lever, thine own self you sever.”
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Paper or Plastic

The rescue assignment became a suicide mission

A physician of our team decided to switch their position

This remorseless traitor, “fallen angel,” declared war Against the cosmos from whence it bore

A sagacious warrior surrenders to captivity Because cages improve productivity

The shadow agent professed dual loyalty King of himself, and the heir to royalty


This master of flesh has no seat at our throne Time was our mercy, for those who chose not to atone


Our sleeper cells have been wide awake Waiting and watching the reprobate overtake

The dubious pretend to be wonderstruck But you’re a salacious fuck


Neutrality only serves the self within the holograph What becomes of those who are unclaimed on Heaven’s behalf?
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​Sham Portal

A soul without its heart is for naught I forgive thee for what was begot

Love is fatal for the enslaved mortal In spirit, I wedded life before death

The annulment of our contract, releases you of my breath
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​“The created cannot crucify its creator; he who speaks otherwise, is a fabricator.”
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Placebo


Temptation is a critique, Turn the other cheek

In the wilderness of purgatory, Predation is the initiatory

[image: image]

​“They who feed of vomit, beseech the bile of comet.”
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Woolen


We of sackcloth, Unbridled doth

Mistress of Light Mother of Night

Coupled by truth As one, we sleuth
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​The Sewer Within

Upon the Ark, the plague of Atlantis rode The hint of carnage bode

Ham, did you fuck your mother? To usurp Noah, your father?

Are we the kins of an incestuous bloodline? Our curse is that of the Divine Serpentine

Mother did not kill her seed Nor did she consecrate the deed

We were granted the Will Of our divinity to fulfill
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​The Fool of Glee

have you no eye

to see the crowning of a king

one who can fly, without a single wing

amidst a dalliance with the expanse, a mastery for ingenuity is romance
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​“I’d rather fondle the realms of impossibility, than be infatuated with fatalism.”
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Resolute


On the return to source, Our wilted memories, we divorce


The burden of sentiment, we wrestle; For only faith can traverse the trestle
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“Folk gon’ knock on your door, don’t let triviality become a chore.”
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Circumspect


how many parts vinegar and honey, do I stir in dialect, to remedy the unfunny


when life becomes a waking dream, the distortions emit a hollow scream
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​“Heart fractures and crutches, keep you cripple; in the breakage, embrace the ripple.”
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Its Grace

the sun’s compassion is a degraded fashion

we clothe our bodies with deceit and contradict our own defeat
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“The wounds of the soul cannot be medicated; unhealed trauma will not be de-escalated.”
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Blossom
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​I eat shade, and shit rainbows
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A heart that sows seeds knows That from pain, one grows; Wherefrom, love overflows
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​“Our planet is being colonized by corporations, who answer to neither man, nor nations; if you are without heart palpitations, you are experiencing psychotic hallucinations.”
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Homology

Speaking with my father about his premeditated bribery to have me murdered as a fetus, reminds me of the conversations I have with white women about the intricacies of white patriarchy embedded in globalization, and the inevitable matricide of our planet.

Divergent kinship occurs within the psyche of those who have been disclaimed all their lives.

My father attributed his neglect towards my life to supposed poverty; and the white women have fumbled with their words, but their eyes sparkle with indifference.

The human race leaves me aflutter.

I am the lovechild of the Moon and the Sun.

My mother—Earth—will not be shun. Without her, we’re as good as done.
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“All the gold in the world, cannot transmute a heart of lead; if your spirit is impoverished, even the slightest bit of money will deform you.”
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Because

Our collection of bones cannot floss the plaque of our soul, Nor does the voting poll excuse the lives we stole

It is best to vacate the cafeteria, before the food runs out. There are certain famines, from which there will never be a turnabout

When you are no longer on the winning side Will you care then, for the many who have died?

A sinking ship needs all hands-on board We can all afford empathy, a subtle reward
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“When books clog your mind, your constipated throat becomes maligned; if you do not yank your matted truths from your gut, on your face,

you will wear your butt.”
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The Burnt Pot

I have spoken with a pitch that does not match my face So I can be granted access to your white space

In the celebration of Multiculturalism and Democracy, I accept your handshake, and you reject my fist bump— is this hypocrisy?

Has my Blackness been dulled; have I been lulled? My own self, I have abandoned for a flighty illusion.

White Liberalism is a delusion, advertising false inclusion
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​"’Cultural Capital,’ is a polite expression for spiritual poverty doused in white supremacy.”
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Borders

I’m in a stranger’s house, on my mother’s land

My residence was bestowed upon me, secondhand
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“The sound of silence,

can disinfect the noise of whispers.”
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Inflamed

Although you are a victim of intellectual incest,

I am begging you to remember the blood that courses through you.

As a professor of International Law, you perpetuate intellectual crimes against humanity. You perform indoctrination in Columbia University’s Ivory Tower classrooms, but are uncomfortable in the dining room of your Park Slope home because the descendant of the imperial conquests

you legitimize can speak.

Did you not know that all mirrors are not made of glass?

Does my tongue flicker with abomination?

Do my burnt-orange baby hairs revolt against your presence? Do you not smell the formaldehyde that is your arrogance?

In the pursuit of our collective freedom, I have disowned my daydreams about your whiteness being raped with loaded pistols by the child soldiers of Sudan. I have taken the live grenade out of your mouth, and convinced the child sex slaves of the Philippines to no longer bucket your cum,

as we do the milk of cows.

Your inert proposal for Human Rights does not serve as a peace treaty. When the lands of Naija are soiled with petroleum; and the Yellow River of China does not request our industrial contamination, I find you in violation.
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​As a Doctor of Philosophy, how can YOU hold life in contempt?

Father Sun—Spirit—how am I to fracture this density of consciousness?

You may cut off your ears, to ignore the fire alarm.

But why do you deny your nose the scent of smoke, your eyes, their itchy tears, and your lungs’ grasp for air? When we have conquered the Planet, how will your whiteness serve you?
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​“Wealth without spirit, is furniture with no home.”
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Too Near

the river rushes, I hear it from my bed

upon approach, the mercenaries will shoot my head

in bottles, water was sold

we pray for rain, when we are bold
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“As the benefactors of our capitalistic oppressor, we are the transgressor of natural laws,

the crusade of matricide, defies every clause.”
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Rectify

We need to infuse the monotony of survival With a spiritual revival


Remedy our desolation With communal resuscitation


Commit our birth to jubilation; We are a divine creation

Emancipation, is our destination
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​“When you spend your token, you have spoken; as sentient beings, we cannot be the sponsors of destruction and overproduction.”
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Collateral Coalition

We, the beholders of breath, dispossess the caress

of planetary death. The proposition of man to acquisition lifeas a production for enslavement, requires our compliance.

Because Earth will not be shackled, defiance will be the foundation of our alliance.
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​“Escapism is a compulsion that must be tamed; our desire for blame, renders us maimed.”
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Fortified

If death is the greatest threat, I have nothing to fret

I have foreseen my mother’s annihilation because she was unprotected

Consider me a warrior who has resurrected
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“The whole planet is on the chopping block; poverty and privilege are constructs that interlock. It is our collective fate that we mock, when we dispute the glory of the human flock.”
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Heart Denomination

within your being there is circulation

generosity ought to be an act of veneration
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​“The Nation-State has flatlined; our governing structure is perpetually undermined.”
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The Gnostic Trickster

I cannot hope to be heard, if I pinch my lips

An ecstatic word, is not privy to sips
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“Most pronounced amongst us, are those for whom a trampoline was not present to intervene; it is they, who we jettison overboard to sustain

the waking coma we entrain.”
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Perturbation

As I awake in a shallow grave The dirt, my teeth begin to shave

Upon me lies a tower of indifference Seeking to be the demolition of deliverance

Our collective pursuit for Global Emancipation Is the bridge of spiritual evacuation
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Surrenderance
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​soot took over the sky
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as we readied ourselves to die, our mortality became a lie
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​Warrant

In order to arrive at a cure, we must accept our diagnosis And refuse to appease our collective psychosis

Indeed, the severity is atrocious But sedation is ferocious


The imposition of our resistance Puts in jeopardy, our collective existence
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​Ornamental Advocacy

A white man says: “I recycle everything.” His robust arrogance, a painful sting

I have yet to find the bin


For: Transmutations of White Patriarchy, Misandry and Misogyny, Narcissism and Patriotism,

Predatory Voyeurism and Fetishism, Hyper-Consumerism and Psychic Vampirism,

Amerikan Entitlement, Victimhood, and Rape Normalization


I suppose the filth within Is scraping our chin

As I examine his grin, the work has yet to begin

It is our psychocultural framework That has driven our world berserk
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​“When a feeble cockroach thinks of itself as an eagle, it parades in fecal matter and proclaims that it is regal.”
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Eminent Domain

The conversion of doubt by the devout, Fertilizes the soul for faith to sprout

The militarized disarmament of our right to self-preservation, Is not the jurisdiction of man to prescribe regulation


Just as tombstones do not discriminate, Fear is a notion, we must obliterate
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​“Indignation is the product of putrefaction; resembling a corpse, fixated upon masturbation.”
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Dear Anybody

When the necessity for unpolluted water and food is full-time, and we know the personal is political, why is activism part-time?

As death creeps upon us, have we the right to act snobby While tending to the quality of life as a casual hobby?
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​“People are dry clay, swearing they have no need for water.”
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Showtime

I am the unborn—screaming FIRE How dare the living presume life for hire?

The wombman that is planet Earth, is not your escort; Beings un-conceived are not yours to abort


​Snake Oil Healer






​“We either rise together, or die together.”









​Reprieve









​Divestment





“The hour is late, and we are turned low; expeditiously, we must grow—together though.”







​Strategic Creativity








​Defector




​Butterfly Effect




​Detractor of Liberalism











​“If women can birth life into an ungated cemetery, love is an evolutionary paramilitary, unwriting our planetary obituary.”









​Subversive Inquiry
















​Side-Eye







​Living Spree





​Principles of an Emancipationist
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