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CO-PILOT

Caught in the trap of a never read night,
Moving down towards Miami,

Running away from a deadline with a handful of lies,
I shall be driving back with only darkness for skies,

Riding along two warriors at my side,
The cheerleader, the master of shields and screams,

The librarian, the teacher of laws and dreams,
We survive and no idiots have to die,



PALE HORSE

Candlelight bat-trap,
Dance step,

Celebrating the fever of the dead,
Dress up the skirt of playing as dirt,

Never battling with your head,
Cricketball in hand,

Is it called a ball at all?
Try to be your own man,

Criticize all you want,
But at least I can grow a tan,

Whats your excuse for being the biggest bitch in these witched lands?
Poor Poor pale horse has it so bad,

Sorry your holy goal is finding a rich man,

Pitch a pale,
Do you honestly think without your friendship has been Hell?

Driving you around to have you bleed on about your righteousness,
You have no idea what the life is that is us,

Take one of your Bibles and stir in some shit,
Lets see what grows from it,

Last words on a last words course,
I'll ride in on an hourglass,

You ride in on your pale horse,
Tell Jesus hi from another old pie in the sky,
If you are the next breed of Christs warriors,
You fucking nuts have already gone Bye Bye,



EVER RIGHT

Last night there was a crackhead outside my door,
She was ordering up her latest paid for crisis,

I want to toss my dice into this mix,
Shine a light on some truth,

You have ever right to be a waste of space,
You have ever right to be without taste,

You can even fuck everything from Palm Bay to Key West,
But charging it to our account, those days are over,
Step into our lives again and I will have ever right,



20 TO 12

30 to 30,
20 to 12,

Gone a few distance,
I've came back from many Hells,
I've been burned so many times,

The skin slides off the bone,
Cooked to the meat of the issues,

Now I'm fucking home,
Lets talk about this people,
Mistakes have been made,

I've played the temple people,
And I have played everything said,

Now I just want to play pen to paper,
Tilt the words over the edge,

Create the tales that boil the living dead,
And shove your eyes back into your head,



THE BOOK OF LIFE

There is a school of peace,
Hangs out with the wolf wearing disgrace,

We are all caught up in this overdramtized factory,
Mark it all down God...Mark my place,



DEAL IT

I'm sorry but Muse is....is....Everything reality TV is,
I'm sorry but Kstew isn't everything bad all you say she is,

I'm sorry for the actions my words take....take,
If they cut deep it at least keeps me awake,

And you scream my words may push your child to kill,
Get past the grief and deal,

If the sanity in your head is shallow...shallow,
Dry drown on responsibility,

Please let me apologize,
I'm such an evil man and full of lies,

I hope Hell has a corner for getting high,
As you fly to Heaven waving bye,

Your holyiness let me kiss your ass,
Cut L O V E into my eyes.........

I'm sorry but....
I'm sorry but.............

I'm sorry but..................................You paint Jesus looking that way,
And I'm going to grow to think about kissing him one day,
If you choose to camp out and protest my mothers rights,

I'll escort one of my sisters into the clinic on that night,
My views, My deal, I'll deal with it,

I'm a speaker and I'm suppose to speak,
I'm a teller and I'm suppose to yell,

I'm a writer and I guess your bullshit is also part of the deal,



SLAP CHOP

The world doesn't change on a dime,
It fucks on the dollar,

There sleeps the true crime,
The winds blow south and up the nose of each and every politician,

We are waiting on lessons to be learned,
The artists miss the train,

When we choose to act just like every other man,



STINKS

I've lost a few days to pain,
Maybe even a few days in there were I've seemed sane,



COMING NOVEMBER 30TH 2009
the 5th poetry collection;

which will contain more than three times
the materials of past collections.



AUTHORÕS NOTE

This collection is my first PDF poetry collection released free to the public. Since I missed
a deadline I thought I owed something to those people who have buying my monthly PDF
releases. This collection consists of a few poems I wrote on a trip down to Miami to a Scott
Westerfeld signing. We all enjoyed the trip and signing but this trip as well as quite a few
lazy days put me behind just enough to knock me off my deadline. I could have made the
deadline but didn't not have enough time for proper edits. I hope you enjoy the collection
and if you did there are links in the following pages for other materials up for sale. All of
these poems were written on my phone during the drive and that's something considering I
only have a cheap little flipphone, though I love my cheap little flipphone, but it did not
make writing very easy, even writing short poems.

Blogger and other Internet accounts :
http://underthetrainingbook.blogspot.com/
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SYSTEM*PRODUCTIONS ONLINE STORES:

THE SYSTEM PRODUCTIONS ONLINE STORES FOR T-SHIRTS AND MORE
http://www.cafepress.com/HANGCEE
http://www.cafepress.com/TINUNI
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STEREO
http://www.lulu.com/content/e-book/stereo/7266427

A PDF Novel by Brian C. Williams
(the first book in a PDF Series called The Tin Universe)

GODS LEFT IN THE TRASH
http://www.lulu.com/content/e-book/gods-left-in-the-trash/7266749

The first PDF poetry collection by Brian C. Williams

NEW EPISODE
http://www.lulu.com/content/e-book/new-episode/7602720

The 2nd poetry collection by Brian C. Williams

KILL MACHINE
http://www.lulu.com/content/e-book/kill-machine/7727580

The 3rd poetry collection by Brian C. Williams
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