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To Hailey,

And Pained Creatures of Mother Nature

A Past of a Present

Watching evil unveil from I

Became excitingly darker

Humping a deadly hell out of it,

Delights a misfortunate future 

Fading into shadowed emptiness 

Imagination is doing it wrong

I have to outrun my demons ... 


Joseph Batte @bttjoseph #orgasmicsinister



Delightfully Chasing Angels from Hell......
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ARRIVAL OF DOOMED SEERS...... 
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Bewitched Healer 
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CAN’T GO BACK WHERE I came from 

Existing spirits governing the birth place

Got freed on a day I escaped 

Those in charge of the spirits,

Lost track on a day 

Bright burning beams hit a bird 

Flapping poor beautiful wings in rain

Soon after storms seized.

Bright burning beams, together with rain 

Reigned over a land, painfully born to 

A single living was born, 

On each day

Birth of more than one 

Caused torment unto the land 

Specifics were blurry, of what had to be born 

Human or non-human, it had to be one 

A number known throughout the land. 

One ball, raised high in falling skies

Giving off daily bright burning beams 

Destined to destroy the land, 

And its belongings 

Members of the land, thought were chosen

Chanting out rhymes of praise 

Scorned through laughs of sadness 

Filled with tears

Gathered in destroyed creatures’ shells,

Obtained from far lands 

Of foreign unwelcomed intruders 

Who constantly snatched beauties

Never belonging to them

.  .  .  .  .

Members of the land were blinded 

By shiny textures of intruders 

Compared to mighty reflections 

Of the bright burning beams

Harshly striking throughout the land  

Burning comrades,

And blossoming plants in their path.

Crawling bugs and creatures

Never stood a chance 

The land was over baked and burnt 

Cracking its surface, into jagged forms

Ripping everything 

In direct contact with it, open.

The land, was taken over by freed spirits

Following a destruction of,

Those in charge of the spirits; 

The spirit controllers 

Poor beautiful wings of a bird 

Never stood a chance.

Illusions and delusions of freed spirits,

Merged.

Through boundless efforts of spirits

A path to failure by spirit controllers, 

Was paved 

Very greedy with personal benefits

The spirit controllers were 

Forcing freed spirits to do favors, 

In their name 

Creating a backdoor, never meant to exist 

Worry less, 

Spirit controllers brilliantly knew about it  

Or what the outcome would be

.  .  .  .  .

Stubbornness and desires of experimenting 

Craved deeply in selfish hearts

A doomed possibility, 

Was on a rising horizon 

Colored purple and yellow, a rare mix 

Unknown in a natural occurrence 

Less care, spirit controllers offered.

A last breath of theirs, initiated trouble on

The land left behind with hidden truths

Abandoned with words

Of fallen spirit controllers 

Losing track of freed spirits 

Backstabbing a shady loophole of how?

Freed spirits were trapped in a first place?

Or perhaps why?

Freed spirits, were never allowed to roam 

The land, or its belongings?

.  .  .  .  .

Generations rolled through decades 

Information concerning trapped spirits 

Got diluted, 

In transitional ceremonies performed 

At the end of a new decade, 

Depending on intensity of 

Bright burning beams from the sky ball

Measured based on how long it took

To burn selected crawling bugs to ashes 

Rejoicing in liberation, from the jagged land

Under strict observation 

From a highly respected land noble 

Kissed by the land and its belongings.

Little was known, about the land noble 

Speculations and rumors had it wrong

A direct descendant of a Blessed Sorceress 

He was thought to be 

Sent by a Healer, to undo wrongs done 

The Healer of all, stepped back to the side

And enjoyed watching everything,

Burn literally to ashes: spirit controllers, 

The land, and its belongings.

It was deserved by all 

They ignored bright burning beams 

And chanted tears 

Collected in shells of creatures.

Rising new generations of the decade

Got stranded in a mess, neither initiated 

Nor belonging to them

.  .  .  .  .

The land lucked a clear vision 

Ideas passed around 

Got lost in shitty thoughts 

Meant to be kept safe and sacred.

Neither hope

Nor a single ounce of expectation

Twiddled the lands, skies,

Or shiny textures of foreign intruders. 

The Healer, 

Never wanting responsibility 

Handed powers 

Of the land and its belongings 

To the spirits, before they got freed 

The Healer knew,

Spirits were spell-bound trapped, 

Never to be freed

Ensuring safety, of powers of the land 

In a sacred haven,

Recreated and reinforced every decade

No harm was meant to occur 

Snapping responsibility of Healer away

Only left with, monitoring intensity of,

Bright burning beams, and scattered bug ashes 

Conveying charms and pieces of peace 

Harmonizing the land, and its belongings.

A golden platter, with a platinum silver lining, 

Covered smiles and tears of the land 

Power and responsibility 

Of the Healer, were degraded

.  .  .  .  .

The Healer once appeared on a day

When everything was clearer than black 

Delighting dreams of a childhood 

Carefully embedded with voices of the land 

Flowing through painted shells of creatures 

Filled with tears of happiness, 

From a charmed land, miserably born to

With tarnished dreams and efforts of belonging 

Stripped unto a strong and tight, 

But narrow back 

Confronted by fear, responsibility and failure.

Childhood dreams, 

Were blessed and forwarded  

By enormous trailing conflict, strengthening 

A body owned through decades of the land.  

Words meant to be wise, provided by the Healer  

Contradicted happiness

Enthralling innumerable probabilities

Rhyming in blood filled heads of the land 

Abandoning known lives  

Following freed spirits, roaming the land.

Expectations of the Healer, seized, 

Rejuvenating boundless spirits 

.  .  .  .  .

Dedicated to burning more bugs 

In an effort of pleasing the Healer’s body

The Healer, 

Halted scattering ashes of burnt bugs 

Self-pity of the Healer, was on a betrayed loop 

Guarded by non-other than; 

Boundless freed spirits 

Exerting vengeance to all 

Known since a beginning of a past 

To restrict freedom; Causing rising stars, 

Meant to shine high up in the skies 

But, but, shadowed by bright burning beams

To dance to tunes 

Generated by boundless spirits, 

Jubilating aimlessly, across the land 

Hallowing through eyes of the Healer 

With a rolling thunder, 

Grooving aimlessly too, across the land. 

They were carried on

Flapping poor beautiful wings

Of a bird, 

Stricken by bright burning beams

Groaning through the charmed land.

Together

With hollos of burning crawling bugs 

And cracking of the land,

Comfort was provided unto the Healer 

Filling the Healer’s eyes with hollowness  

Destined to rupture, on transitional ceremonies

Every other decade.

Good it was, spirits previously bound 

Were to be freed 

Detangling the Healer 

From denied responsibilities of the land. 

Smiles, of the detangled Healer 

Trapped sorrow hidden, in caves of the land 

A quiet sanctuary, the caves provided  

Cherishing glimpses of nocturnal livings  

Hiding away from bright burning beams 

.  .  .  .  .

Through hollowness of the Healer’s eyes

And hardening bodies of crawling creatures, 

Egos were discovered

Belonging to the charmed land.

Foreign intruders, with shiny textures

Deserved a right to own beauties.

Beauties of the land,

Were reaped from efforts of the Healer 

And scattered ashes, of burnt crawling creatures.

Nocturnal crawling creatures

Narrowly escaped, hiding in caves of the land.

Freed spirits, couldn’t let it go

Exposure, was all they had in mind 

Tarnishing recurring egotistic findings

Initiating a trail of conflicts.  

Awakening the land noble

Who chased the freed spirits  

Into burning bushes and shredded trees.

The Healer of the land, 

Never came to their rescue 

The spirit controllers, watched it all 

From high above,

Caves of a land, I was born to.

A last breath I owned, 

Was offered to nocturnal crawling creatures 

They needed it more

In their crawls,

Happiness revoked a body owned  

Stabbed in a lower left abdomen 

By a tree stub,

Earlier decapitated by lightening. 

The tree stub blamed I, 

For observing without offering a hand 

Against egotistic findings of the land

With a Healer of the land, long gone.
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The Daughter
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A NATTERER’S SLATY antshrike

Scouting clouds 

Denoting an unwelcomed pleasant arrival 

Born with mighty everlasting darkness 

Crushing existing hells and heavens

In an effort of destroying mankind

In bits of hope and joy

Trended in worlds and universes 

Brought together, by forces of nature.

Pity and mercy, crumble in sights 

Destined to yield haling beginnings 

Rubbing madness 

Unto wisdom of mankind

With smells of long-forgotten deaths,

Filling the atmosphere.  

A massacre was underway, 

A few pieces of mankind, 

Were blindly left behind

With an option of sniffing red dirt

Blended with thickened quenching liquids 

.  .  .  .  .

Mankind blood, was no comparison. 

Efforts to compare, 

Failed in the beginning 

Gracefully swaying across thoughts 

Of mankind 

Interacting with Doomed Seers 

Existing in a span of space and time 

Portrayed in objects meant to exist 

Joyfully in hell captured by Angels. 

It was all far from existence 

Reuniting those, aspiring for powers  

Nattering an unwelcomed arrival 

Pleasant to eyes 

Of those meant to exist 

But, but, set to devalue 

Existence of anything else, other than that, 

Set to destroy mankind

From existing and aspiring powers 

.  .  .  .  .

Red earth dirt, came into view

Captured mankind was at work 

Rest was forbidden

It weakened hearts,

Wasted time and known thoughts. 

Precision was demanded

Despite of mankind’s corruptness 

And limited capabilities 

A time of reverence 

Was in a past of a present 

Existing hourglasses were nonfunctional  

Lives of mankind, were recalibrated 

Enhancing 

The unwelcomed pleasant arrival 

Denoted for a good number of days,

By a natterer’s slaty antshrike,

Joyfully scouting clouds

.  .  .  .  .

Mother Nature, intervened, 

Offering an exception 

Unfortunately, 

The unwelcomed pleasant arriving her 

Reminded Mother Nature, 

About mankind’s Burnt Heavens

In which mankind 

Turned against its revelator 

Mother Nature gave up, 

Seizing 

Exceptions offered to mankind. 

Existing mankind, 

Wouldn’t escape another time 

No second chances existed 

But, but, illusions of delusions 

Of presumed second chances occurred 

Through hallucinations  

Spread among mankind thoughts.

The unwelcomed pleasant arrival 

Was to recapitulate what existed 

Disregarding efforts of mankind

Clarifying misconceptions 

Set to affect, 

The unwelcomed pleasant arrival

.  .  .  .  .

Unwelcomed pleasant arrival 

Of the one who was in existence

Before existing mankind, 

Got embedded deep in the earth

Beneath existing red dirt soils 

Later to be unearthed  

By captured and restless mankind at work

Cracking open red dirt soils of the earth 

Revealing a mighty Her

Blemished with everlasting darkness

Set to harmonize, thoughts of mankind 

Halting illusions of delusions,

Granted through hallucinations 

Confusing mankind 

Into a failed past of the present

Similar to a past of a past

When her existence, 

Brightened thoughts of mankind 

Tarnishing evil with good 

Forcing mankind to believe in efforts

Aimed at sorting out passions

Blended in pieces of togetherness. 

Appreciated in strong stormy winds 

Thundering across mankind thoughts

.  .  .  .  .

Her arrival, rose awareness

Having been 

Revealed from red dirt soils 

Of the cracked earth,

With no exact appearance.

Mankind thoughts, 

Had experienced strangeness 

During a chaotic rise of mudslides 

But, but, the arriving her, was different.

Her arrival was denoted by 

A natterer’s slaty antshrike, scouting clouds 

Accompanied with rains, 

Falling from sides of the earth

Without an origin.

Rains had risen before, 

From red dirt soils of the earth 

To high up in the skies 

During the chaotic rise of mudslides

But, but, rains had never fallen

From the sides without an origin?

Mankind shouldn’t have ignored 

The natterer’s slaty antshrike, 

Scouting clouds.

Panic was triggered 

In mankind’s thoughts

The arrival of the unwelcomed her 

Was unique  

And most importantly

She was a daughter... 

.  .  .  .  .

A natterer’s slaty antshrike, 

Scouting clouds 

Verified 

The unwelcomed pleasant arrival 

Mankind implemented precautions

The unwelcomed pleasant arriving Her 

Was blemished with mightiness 

And flourished with everlasting darkness 

Destined to harmonize existing forces

Meant to destroy mankind.

Mother Nature, couldn’t give up

Despite of what mankind did 

In Burnt Heavens

Mankind, was still her creature.

The unwelcomed pleasant arrival

Could be halted,

By detailed imprints of encryptions 

Engraved on leg scales

Of the natterer’s slaty antshrike 

Scouting clouds 

Mankind, 

Ignored the natterer’s slaty antshrike, 

Scouting clouds 

Overlooking existing forces

Trailing behind 

Slow moving thunderheads 

Celebrating 

The unwelcomed pleasant arrival,

Of a Her

From the red dirt soils of the earth

.  .  .  .  .

Thunderheads played a role too 

Interfering with existing warnings 

Distorting illusions of delusions, 

Blackening out 

Hallucinations of mankind thoughts 

Ratting out 

Unwelcomed pleasant arrival

Of a Her.

She had to arrive 

A daughter of an existence, 

From a past of a past 

Never, a past of a present 

Dug from beneath red dirt soils of the earth

In a past of the present 

Scrambling captured mankind thoughts 

Sinisterly 

Blazing a returning Her, 

Punishing mankind, for set precautions  

Meant to avoid,

The daughter’s arrival

.  .  .  .  .

Arriving unwelcomed pleasant Her,

And a daughter of an unknown existence

Neither from a past of a present 

Nor an existing past of a past

Sheltered 

Endangered mankind thoughts 

Unluckily existing in a past of a present

Clouding a present of the present 

Shadowing pleasant livings

Existing in illusions of delusions 

Through hallucinations 

Capturing mankind in a past of a present 

To relive 

Thoughts from a past of a past

Glorifying 

The unwelcomed arriving Her 

Dug from

Red dirt soils of the earth 

In an actual present of a present

Causing hourglasses to be recalibrated 

To a past of a past  

Embracing evil through existing good

Sustained 

In a present of the present

Denoting hallucinations,

Of existing mankind thoughts, 

Into an existing past, of the present.
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Devil’s Angel  
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GIANT STRAYS OF DARKNESS rose

Announcing an approaching sighting 

Destined to bring happiness 

To a long-begotten heart 

Proclaimed by Angels 

The ones who escaped heavens 

Freeing minds doomed to follow 

Instructions with no questions 

Despite of desires observed, 

From thousands of miles below

Sending signals, ignored from a beginning.

Beauty was embraced, in plain sight 

It could be grabbed 

But, but, one had to sort out their will first  

A chanted holy book read daily 

Ruined a destined life, resorting to 

Seeking guidance through prayer 

To demons 

Stimulating the big D, to rescue

Rising hope and faith buried in minds

Tangled in lustful imaginations
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