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the lord of garbage
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let s hide this
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My Generation

Tou wish you'd spent more time with your generation
betore it died. It was 50 beavtiful, sitting there in the corner,
hanging around on the corner, worrying about its hair, WOrry-
ing itself into rarrers. Of course you didn’t appreciate its beauty.
Yeu couldn't see it, not at the tme. You couldn't wait for it
to go to hell. But it held such promise; it believed so wildly
and intensely in its own belief, It thought it was different from
all other generations. [t was a generation that thought it was a
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