
‘Heel Boy’ 
-by Rich Butnotfamous 

 
Wild dog,  

Woof, woof,  
Though I may have there's no excuse for rude,  

So I apologise for ever unconsciously crawling inside to retune, 
You. 

 
Our shadows are one dim beam of gold,  

Collective, defracting, dark souls. 
 

You! 
 

Terrified one,  
Own your denial! 

 
For you are everything you are and more of what you're not. 

 
Like an iceberg made of antimatter,  

A sexy,  
Shit filled,  
Vacuously, 

Divine, 
Hairy, 

Meatsack,  
A Devangel. 

 
O' Humaverse,  

Human Universe,  
You are the One Song,  

Rhythm, bass and melody, discord all along, 
Since the Fall. 

 
Out of the womb the rabbit hole begins,  

From that heavenly hell with all sense born to sin,  
Simply meaning being. 

 
Deadly way to be thinking I struck, 

It lucky, 
Without looking to my muckiness,  

I'm still split between romance and hard-core banging,  
Gods I want to fuck you! 

 
I want to see the Earth a carpet of moving flesh,  

Orgiastic, 
Elastic, 

Of skin, muscles, eyes locking,  
Being one,  

Not making love,  
Insisting bliss, 

Be once again our natural state, 
In rapture now to elevate, 

And restore these, 
Rusty, decayingly evolving allegories. 

 



 
 
 
 

Dogs, 
And birds, 
And fleas,  
And geese, 

And dolphins,  
Lions,  

Spiders, 
And cats care the least, 

Bit about being seen shagging in daylight. 
 

So what is our beef, 
When we're cowed by these delightful, 

Bespoke monkey mirrors? 
 

I've rejected a lot,  
Because when I am vanity and I grasp it means not a companion it has won me,  
But why do I feel competition for tits when I know it's no fight it comes slowly? 

 
I need to slow down. 

 
Beneath the dramas I cause. 

 
Looking up from the bottom where there's no sound of applause. 

 
No self celebration,  

Obliteration,  
Where, 

You, 
Are, 
Not. 

 
We're all just shades of heaven and too stubborn to realise. 

 
I must give love to my grief for it tells me when I'm sad,  

If I don't I get depressed then with myself I'm getting madder, 
And madder, 

Until I want to put my hand through glass, 
And shatter the fantasies of you. 

 
I'm such a wanker. 

 
Are you feeling uncomfortable too yet? 

 
How old were you when you first touched yourself? 

 
Curiosity, what is this thing? 

 
Slave to pleasuring myself since thirteen. 

 
 
 
 
 



I could blame porn juxtaposed against Bon Jovi,  
And Carl in primary school for calling me gay, 

For the shame, 
I just can't shit,  

But it's all just more fucking reflections of me again, 
Why,  
Can't,  

I,  
Just,  

Flush,  
It? 

 
I love being by myself but hate being lonely,  

Sometimes I'll leave a group unannounced so they have more fun without me. 
 

Wild dog,  
Woof, woof,  

Unleashed my self worth, 
Trying to find it in fucking, 

Not evolving my being here on earth. 
 

Falun Gong,  
Green tea, 
And Yoga,  

My Magician he knows these things are good though my Warrior's a failure,  
My Love I deny my grief so the shadow King just laughs, 

From the rafter... 
 

Excuses, excuses, excuses, pretentious hypocrite preacher. 
 

False idol no teacher for you but don't do what I do, do what you do. 
 

And don't. 
 

My demons calling out to me,  
Lazy,  

Poor me,  
Irresponsibility,  

I can list them until infinity, 
Lest I realise they're angels inside and out. 

 
Shame in my belly from a cut I couldn't make, 

Desperation in my dick, 
Like expectation feeling sick, 

Of asking why again I'm poisoning my solar plexus. 
 

Choking on delusions of leadership, 
When I feel like such a hypocrite. 

 
I blame you for creating me,  
Not God but you sat there,  

My audience and creator in the rocking chair, 
Called fear, 

And you just laugh because you're numb too, 
Just as smoggy as I am,  

All alone in your reality a tomb. 
 



 
 
 
 
 

I still really want to fuck you by the way,  
I know I glazed over that a little quickly, 

But I thought more comically, 
Uncomfortable material I had to use lest, 

You thought my jest, 
Too self abusive. 

 
But South Park,  

The truest social commentary to date, 
Joyously makes light of the dark,  

From old Jew jokes to rape, 
And just we laugh when it's not happening to us, 

Even though perish the thought it should happen to us. 
 

I can feel you crying out the guilt you can't feel for creating this sometimes. 
 

I'd ask why, 
But I feel the answer all the time, 

But can't tell you what it is, 
Because it'd break the whole bloody thing! 

 
Describe the taste of strawberries to someone who never tried them. 

 
Think with your feet and your knees and your spleen. 

 
Make a ball of the galaxy in the palm of your hand, 

So we can move through the dark with no sound of sirens' demand. 
 

There's a frequency some people are here to hear. 
 

I just wish you could. 
 

But no, I have to lie and I'm sorry, 
Not sorry, 

Because I can't tell you, 
I am you, 

Even though it's the only fucking truth. 
 

But when I say that it's lies again singing,  
Not silently knowing the dark of another is just a shade of my own being. 

 
Wild dog,  

Woof, woof. 
 

Released again. 
 

Releashed again. 


