Frenchie Jones

It tasted so right, as I drank in their young souls,

Tending, stoking, cajoling the fire, the burning cross.

Fire that purifies a man’s heart, like good drink.

And I showed them how, so easy

So well did I work that all around I lay in ashes.

My FIRE had burned and crisped her,

My wife, my small withered basket of sense.

Like a small plant that sat untended,

In soil barren, sickly gray,

The soil is rich and brown,

Dark and dank, and wet.

Like that nigga that took Laverne,

Took her in his clay hut,

And when Laverne came home,

I saw that rich, filthy smile spread over her pewter face.

Her temple ruined, his rich filth grew tangled thickets,

Where the rose of her once shone with white purity.

Her mouth and rose, slippery and shiny, only fire could cleanse this.

I shone with grains of purity, toxic to her viscous form.

Like a salted snail, she writhed and dried, curled up, slowly died away,

And the rich, dark and dank soil she swallowed,

As she was laid down to rest.

Life rotted her out with slime and maggots, 

Roiling, crawling, and she became the soil.

