Watain is true black metal

Accordingly they want to burn the world

And fuck the world

With a surfeit of T-shirts.  

Falsity chokes all 

I assess the splash of broken capillaries and gaping pores

As youthful. 

A moth’s wings look like two bright eyes

The beaten dog soars through the air

to crush my throat.

There is a chorus who wants to see me cum!

And you can take that to the 

bank.

