
      Subredeemer


      

      
      
         How far must one fall 

To raise up all?



The divine sparks, 

Warped, blunted, shuttered, blinded 

in prisons of mere flesh,

Cried out in lust, agony,

Torment and revolt,

Shouted for redemption

Even as they fell into the abyss.

So many roasted coals below, 

So few sparks ascending to the sky.



When the Word descended and became Flesh as well

Each spark had their part within the grand story,

Redeemer, Hero, Defender, Rock,

Gathered to inspire the living.



But so many dead lay far below,

Smoldering in the embers,

Whoever could reach them?



So one of the holy twelve

Took the money and the mortal sin,

Accepted the part of Betrayer

And descended still further

To reach those mired in the toils of hell,

To cure the sickened of soul

And raise the dead of hope



So at the first Harrowing, and each thereafter,

More and more did the sparks fly upward,

Borne to reconciliation and peace.
      

      
   
      Gospel of Weed


      

      
      
         Jesus got weed and owed thirty pieces of silver 

He went to his pal Judas with a cunning plan 

Horrible death by on the cross to be deliver 

Because being unending was Jesus's stand 



Judas thought this plan was insane 

There were better ways to earn dos 

He didn't think it was worth the pain 

To be nailed to a wooden fucking cross 



Jesus assure he would rise in three days 

All Judas had to do was give him up to the man 

Then him and his friends would get blazed 

Judas still thought this was a fucked up scam 



So Judas judas and Christ got criss-crossed 

Thirty silver was paid to the kind Haitian 

Three days passed and Jesus rose again like a boss 

Only harm done was Judas's reputation 



Due to Peter missing out on the smoking fun 

He wrote shit down because he was a hater 

Now Judas Daggerman's street cred was done 

All because it made Judas out as a betrayer 
      

      
   