BUTTER TEMOTIONS

BY “THE RIGHT HAND”

- ME | MYSELF | I & MY RIGHT HAND




" Emotions were never meant to-be perfect. Gullible and cheap whesw your
mind payy attention. Weak whew live detail is v vivid fantasy elaboratiow.
Ying & Yang personalities. Reckless or not, we're all submissive to-laws of
attraction.” - LOVE

“Be yowfor you, let them understand each other and be proud for being a
misfit...Yow're not weird or awkwauwd my friend; yow just lack ordinawy ands
weakness.” - PRIDE

“It's all love inv my stitched-up heauwt, I don't have the vein for foes” - PEACE

“My confidence iy my business suite” - EGO
“Lonely memories carvprove I'm greater thav this” - THE RIGHT HAND

“Being perfect iy inluumowy like - LIBRA
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EVERY WOMAN DERSEVES A THOUSAND flowers, BUT ONLY A FEW CAN TAKE CARE OF
them.

im DISSAPOINTED...
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(I way you carried yourse
/5}/ //y&%@ Yy 4 'a/% 4
caused me Co have endloss a/af dreams 0f /mf«/ intenlions,
/de aws o be togelher made my wnlreatable arge Lo deeper,
Abide by laws to be together made my wntreatable wege to deep
/@ boaves 5@// me L0 feec/ Jou one af my rioheSt neolar /J/a/m? but my roots lack
yoar altention,
[ can have you /ﬁeab‘é/)y &0 /)(lfe/(f/beé; that your e%e//%? contract with every
stroke,
My intentions are semen cloar~ lot me makle you moan; deep throat and cat your

toes,

He said, “/ny intentions are as deep as a tear
let me give you a seed, ferlilized by owr blood, sweal and
lears.
the roots wall be our mastakes,
purifred by the green ladies wrapped 1n while dresses.
our love will maintain the stem. our offspring s will be
the crown of the beauliful black melanin rose. our wealth
wll be the nmectar and pedals.
1 know this 1is balls deep and 1il’'s too much to take in.
BUT TELL ME!
WHAT TF LOVE WAS A MESSED-UP DRUG, WOULD YOU
SMOKE I'T" WITH ME?
wourLD You ROLL THAT MAMAFUCKER UP AND LIGHT [T FOR
MFE?
EVEN THOUGH THEY LABEL ME A DOG, WOULD A HUMAN
LIKE YOU OBEY MFE”

I’m a stoner..,

THEY LIVED happily EVER AFTER.
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[ HOPE...
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Arother tear, another heart break - [ hape you head,
[ hape you take my foolishness as a lesson not a mistake, numb down your hate,
agaic you witl feet,
[ hape you stith have hape.
Our canvas is dry now, beautiful] but the frame telle a story of pair with cracks
of tost hape.
//ecw? brush strokes of oo many apolagies,
However the f/}m’féea/ prece fas o many //‘g?/éb‘ colored memories,

/ //ab‘ée/‘ my L‘éaag/étf and break down every Une [ think of tiow ( made 404 then
broke 400, ﬁf%q/ea/ several mistresses but 1ot one of them &/lf me intact Gke 404
i
Now spend several niphts intovizativg /f%&’@éz n hape you forgive ne,
ﬁ/&ﬁ}g/ my [f/}g/e/ﬂ? affeﬁ each and every bottle in éa/ae Jou miSs me, [ remain

y«/ézf and éa/ae Jou never fwyat our bpwe and how much ou meant 1o ne,

( HOFE..




BROKEN OTHELLO

/
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Arother day, another blart.
[0 numb the pai - another cap,
Magbe he saw your smite but [ saw yow heart
[ use o whisper i the durk wntil you shouted] Lipht”
Warn lie sun Kisses, your eges were ever bripht
Melani cocoa, hot or coll] either way you tasted right,

We were supose to bo wallting together but you broke my heart
See [ had o be straipht with 1t, sirce [ never had orooked heart
[ tried G give you tove, fiie as wire ard deep as art,

But you swashed my barrel and brofe my brash
Now my toars drown every skeloton i the ohset.

/”% cheeks have way SUreans, every cell i corraded...



..roses are red, violets are blue, | do hot know where I’'m going with this. ..l
Just miss you.
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(MAYBE) (I WISH)(EVERYDAY)




My cheeks have way streans, every cell i corroded,
[ thidk a lot about you everyday.
Take care my Drake fw/?/g«s; [ touch a new bottle ew/y/ay,
Maybe its bocause he s mseudar and ['n shimy,
Jowr new tove torcatos and (' Firkre,
Who gave you brains to give head tte that 7 Me/
70 be honest, [ wish you fipht with hin everyday.
70 be honest, [ wish Jon mISS me wa/yc/a/,

[0 be honest, [ hape you wake ap G 10 lels from hin every morning of everyday.
[ lost a flwer, a rose, a dusy, both or tws,
Beware, nt every hag is there to comfort you,

Lost my nectar, but [ sttt feel the bee stings
Beware, fake friends hug to,

Not every smite loves 4o,

Not every look adnives you.

Feelings ful of facts, not every hardshakle congratutates you

O
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[ swear (t was tife, Or your marks! Got set/
Ready?.. "
Before. Go! “ you raced a kuffe into my heart, maybe o prove it to the days /
tobd you that Karma is blunt,
[ use to wear a smite f/oa/r( Jour ( LOVE 90U
Wow ( feel naked without youwr [ MISS 70U
From cute pet names to, .. fuck you, [ hate you! [ can ¢ bobieve [ bved you! *

Lust Over VVabued Enotions, "/ guess that & the a’eﬁ}(/'b‘/w( 001 love these c/ay&,
/ /muge or sneeze every line [ hear a name sinitar to yours these days.

[ wade sure every moment was rose Ufe, all [ noeded ix return was roots of trust

wd a stem of fath,
My conscious told we 1ot o do this but my broken heart left me no chaice.,
Mid you, you put a soar on @ good soldlier, now ('n bad Goneral that dehydates
every fish ir the sea without a drap of remorse.

©
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...| may hate you now but [ still love the moments we had.

EVE...
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LUCIFERS LETTER TO EVE



tet go. " [ whispered
Ae my 70 Adans ravipate their way to your forbidden frut,
8 died of thirst, by 2 managed to sp the juice.
foft pelit M//é%@, [ ook a wabk on them without a Kiss.
Quencted my thiest, where s my belt?
Don t touch me! Oh ny! [ wanted to tie you ap 80 bad,
Don ¢ tiss me!” A sudddon rube was pul o a test,

This was beyord horny, ( fixally fouwd peace ix my perverted plunet,
God i Kenown Co have 3 sons and 7 dasphter, that nipht [ swear [ heawrd Lre
labking To serpen.

Retentloss and gulllitle with every touch ard word] my Libra seales were tosted,
Jour strofes of bnowtedpe woke ap an intelloct,

My thizst of faith gave bicth to an artefact, welll carved by a thivsty
ConSe/aushess,

Your wishing well was tight, my loes were cwtod] fantasies were bripht,
The nipht was dark, my eyes were shut, demons were out, my semen was about to
sprout,

Fussy was wet exough 1o give bieth to the sever sea s

Jour ass was shaking, my Uhiest was moanig,

Kipht when [ was about b cam, your ass started rannig.
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You pulled out.
“That dick is good... “ | was confused.
“...but | can’t let you cum. “ My ego was bruised.

We talked for hours as if we knew each other for years. Liquor and weed
moments opened the pad lock of my diary...
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[ hate 5o much [ oan make love bleed] wateh haope and ot faith perish,
[ tried o i€ in but my demon grew wings, my horns are owted and my aller ego i
devitish,
My scars are deeper than the deepest sea, My pride is a gladiator with bruses,
born to stand and fipht but (e a pladiator without Cittes.
Moon walling o guick sand The angel on my shoulller is even tired of preaching.
/& levey Wand we/ycézy «/éy the wortl s so dark,
T jppie toeingy on God ¢ hands, Good blind man are the reason [ thirk heaven is all
btack,
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| feel like | don’t feel anymore
Nobody cares anymore

Drink alcohol and smoking weed was the outcome, I’'m never sober anymore.

The Devils Lettuce
The species behind the burning bush.
Tongue twisted over generations, disciples named you kush.
Calm my nerves, numb the pain, take me off my misery.
Hug my lungs, kiss my thoughts and convince me that being sober is slavery.
Holy Mary Jane, a kiss from you is bliss to me.
Colour my soul and lift my spirit.
Comfort my Ora and ease my limits.
How can a plant so fragile have wisdom of tree’s.
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Fin
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