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7 he Promethean C(uvse
by Nathaniel Allen Lindell Po. Box 9900 Boscobel, W sz80S

Ya ever felt +h' desire

1

[ give wp on [ e

7" blow your brains out

\Cauée, 'f/lﬂ()ugh you K now

You're Capabie of Luccess,

Of even achieving greatness,
Your every effoct to ochieve it
Te, somehow, defeated ?

7 he \ocactous pit

Eats Your e fforte,

Ts this the A?SCr?@Jrfon
O0F o tor Fured genius &

Yo ever been 40 despondent,

o chadowed by des paie

Because You care too much

About fﬂ[ef and vrealize

No matter how Nard you try

Most 'f voue shoet +ime 4 wasted,
As ireelevant as the dust

You know you' /| +oo s00n be part of 7
Or & yo “H’?FHK fl\ifc’"g fﬁ‘\wwué

N all Hhat Mmatters i your ha!}Pi‘ne;S,
b hpeh you try fo maximize 7

T2 such parn the mark o7£ wsdom
Or +he Of)moF of foo[?él’\ﬂpss?
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Nathantel Allenn Lindell — page .
"The Promethean (urse”

T pondec all of this

E\lefa cﬁag.

Udonc\“riﬂﬂ - rm crazy,

Tt something's W ooy with me,
[/U\'\9 Ay L unéa%?sﬁ‘@d,

'UJ'\\y rdeas Flood My mind,
Why  feel no one can relate,
Why & feel lonely,

Why T cont pretend

(Like 40 Many others ccm)
That jeve s real,

Though T wont i+ nonetheless.

T hes s the Promethean curse:
Lmowx‘ng so much Hhat it hur‘B\.
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T N0 toe  wbras PEJ@LTQL b7 ?Fﬁll\"i' e G¢ MODH\EV‘ jh@

irst tuwe pages +(z are goed  fr putting a ¢mile on
your —pgf_g u)h'?.lf\ ou ce ‘:"\G:E\ N?pé@'f‘ fl ﬂj-rhe P?S+

reveals the Lore cause of D Ds\\ W <z tl A;
Wake cure & \\5\,\ éJ(PP & pvance ag yow sin EC‘U?A(MT‘?%
9ot ?’h? s\hﬂk heve aug\r\:ﬂj

The Nacerssiztic Flourish (an excecpt from a P‘ﬂb-->
bﬁ Nothonece| Allen Lindell .0, Pox 9900 Poscobel, luT 53805

T love me!

Though few ofhere seem to grasp

The many good gualities have,

W hich ﬁnﬁj lock,

'm %o 59(&‘(?.‘

There's not o flaw within me heve!

I M é_g\_cj o dear.

Its o woaderful feeling that T feel
Igea"ng the being fhat T be

Amﬁ '\yu‘re J\uﬁ blind it you can't zee
That —'m an angel without Uu?ngéf
A big balloon s my ege,

Buu'jmﬁ U\? my Mmaonic hop@s,

Watch, as vp it Floats |

T heres no way it Wil get Po,@pw

by fégchrcd'rk Cops

‘(aus'Q T wont pop the P?/’l'5 ﬂﬂ@j off!
Hey " You below !

W hy does it grate
Dpon your necves
That T'm 20 grem‘?
Dont = deserve

All the praise

I awm 5€r\zed?

of (ourse_"

To not be <o gorged
Lwould be abéu'rdlf
Hey.’ Dot hate

L S 3



Nathaniel Allen Lindell — page 2
"The Narcresisirc Flourrsh”

Oc get mad.

Caunse you Enow

That T just laugh

/QWL The {:ach

Your weakeyr ego's chaffed
Ho kol Too ‘bao\!

Let me be clear
T oam guite glieer

e @e‘\ng better Hhan everyone else herel

Z'Mm never sad,

Mways  glad,

/Dr\')oqu the '1Cac+ ﬂw skin enwrop@?n% Me s Mmine
Oooh , its frne!

My best friend 1o myselt;

T need no love from anyeae else.

But occolodes ave always welcomed,

And T expect ﬂwmi

mB pegche % an atomic bomb,
7 he blast of which r ot on.
Dont you dare
Lay something's Wrong!

but sing along .’

Meee , me, me

Meee, me, me

No other uﬁleramce

Tostes as sweet

As it tickles past my teeth
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Nathaniel Allen Lindel] — page 3
“The Narcissistre Floseish”

Hmph. Z'J better brush
‘%’ﬁqfemo\ this speech,
Oc T'll get a bunch
0f coxitres!

Then 'l descend
Int my beau*@ sleep

[E\eh‘ﬁ through bedvroom dooc, fhen 1099 heao)
back out]

= Not that T need i+!

[Ew‘%s completely, enters bedroom, continues nto
attached bathroom./

Ps Here's o secret

T fear to shave:

F'm F@ally écarec\]

mB bloated ego comfects me,

Allowing me to Make believe

T dont feel cuch Frecce ;‘m]cerf‘om“-hji

Griving me o pseudo-reason

To go on \i\f?ng,

Though in a dream,

Cause Here's no way

That T could bear

The feue nightmace

Thet Few people Fruly care
For me

[C[C’Seé bal hioom J()orj
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