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The Romantic Life

Fuck advancement

Advancement is often just a farce which destroys the romantic life

Heartless progression is so fruitless

The fragrant roses exist for a reason!

Position may have to be sacrificed to satisfy the eternal inner spirit

Existence is not lengthy enough to garner regrets

Eloquence is the sustainer of bliss

I only yearn to broadcast eloquence in my every word and deed

I radiate with glowing passion

I am inspired by grace rather than mere gratification

Blind hedonists do not see the error in their ways

I perceive and react to the ordinary in spectacular manners

An extraordinary infatuation with poetic guidance is mandatory

Motivation is the differentiating distinction of virtue

I vibrant with elegant finesse as I continue to thrive off the glory of existence

I strut or dance to the grim reaper’s beat, rather than just drag

I define perfect harmonious interaction

The meaning of sentimental joy must never escape my mind

I am a martyr for art and melodic development

I am a soulful intuitive creative, not a logic obsessed fool

I baffle and perpetually impress the universe with my gleaming insight

Factual tomes lacking vigor are just injustices and disservices
I am dainty dear, nor a revolting hog

When I enter my imaginary realm, logic, conventions, and impositions are discarded and innovation prevails

Granted certain folks may be spited and dismayed, but this is the cost of fascinating expression
The magic of a contemplative stance serves to rescue me from pitiful circumstance and the greatest redeemer is this perception

Sound delightful philosophy is the deep faith which is inherent inside me

Exploration and identity vocalization are crucial aspects of this prophecy of mine

If I am saturated by own generation of verse, I am headed in the right direction

A soothing stream is the path, I cultivate

I derive meaning from the obscure

I personify and perfect stunning abstract motives

No other vantage points are equal in nobility and no other vantage points are so remarkably beautiful

I connect and clarify the intrinsic fundamental composition

On my tombstone, a grand mark will be etched

The soul of my dormant corpse will eternally resonate with unique thunder

My style cannot be reproduced and my outlook is full of gorgeous connotations which are not too common today

I delight at my reflection

My wisdom is grand because I embrace profound theory
My zeal is integrated into all my doings
I vibrate irresistibly
I shine in a dull place with my candid perspective

I express gratitude and appreciation for the marvelous

I am magnificently tuned to the right way

Apathy rarely comes my way

I am indebted to timeless essence and the finer things I love

Materialistic outlooks don’t fulfill me, my insights will

I can’t help it; I’m an incurable romantic

Romance is my modus operandi and is a natural outgrowth of who I am

Fools bypass the terrific lifestyle of mine

Dreams come true everyday and the subtle little things missed by others, I celebrate

Redeeming existence is a celebration to me

Uptight pursuit of goods will demolish the ever important qualities of vigor and love

The cherished personal colleagues of existence shall never be lost or fading in strength regardless of consequence

My brethren invoke purity in me and enamoring gyrations

Such bonds of formidable allegiance shall never be broken

Some souls, we are forever tied to

I am not flawless, but full of joy for all the wonders out there

I am in awe with the romance of life

Romantics breathe in an entirely different way

Delight and entertainment lurk everywhere

Minutes are too precious to be disposed of

Invigorating prosperity reoccurs continuously along the way

I launch myself toward a high purpose

Superior ideas push romantics forth and invention and glorious interaction and most treasured

Life is not quite the same viewed through the eyes of a romantic

Harmony is the result of good living
Peace comes from fending of cessation and from cherishing existence itself

I drift and roam with incredible enthusiasm
I have too many superb things to do

All my occurrences are photogenic

I employ stylistic flair in all my doings

The concept is a bit murky, but its righteousness has been established with me

Outsides do not comprehend, only the performers in this show of existence can reap the rewards

I long to never stray from this awesome ideal of brilliance, and never lean toward the shallow counterparts

I gloat with glee over the fantastic structures surrounding me

People like me multiply the intrigue and enticement of occurrence
I take gigantic steps
I am awakened to the often neglected cravings

Hope is a formidable calling and impositions disintegrate into the win
The brave ones will reap what they sow without a doubt

True pioneers back this cause of wholesome satisfaction

Imbeciles scoff at the genuinely amiable which I adore

Cretins fail to embrace the great theory of ours and ultimately perish, abstractly due to their own misjudgment
Followers are never let down

The entire foundation is aversion to superficiality

Savory perfection is the pleasure one obtains when living noble

Shallow men accomplish bunk, and do not win outstanding intangible trophies like we do
Backers loathe base crassness and only opt for and eventually experience a non-spiritual nirvana

Supreme fulfillment is the treasure granted to all loyal parties

The cloud of destruction and idiocy never reign

Sacred stimuli excites me into fabulous mirth

I have the vision which will never corrupt, and great grasp on what is vital and what is not

Perpetually renewing experience is a fruitful perk of the top perspective

The whole mellow admirable philosophy makes everything come out right

The power of the romantic life should not be underestimated or overlooked

Gurus of the mighty vantage point triumph as elite champions

Superficial religion will not save the abundantly blessed – the purpose of this framework is deeper yet

I illustriously shine

Each curates his own perception which entails unlimited excitement as opposed to factory branded answers

A classy moiety compels me along

I adore the abstract concept and yearn to follow a respectable legacy

The romantic life is the ideal life for me, and any alternatives are nothing better than second rate

No one knows the true meaning of bliss until they live the romantic life

Desolate Land
I see

Blatant dormancy

Echoes of silence

Blank of expressionless stares

Hypnotized to the inanimate

The persuaders of rubbish

Composures are rigid

Nerves are aroused for malignant purposes

I see a jumbled mass of

Premature cranial corpses
The souls are swayed away from harmony

The hearts are jerked from peace

I feel their ultimate sense of emptiness

As life progresses

Without them

They deteriorate
As half alive zombies

Unsavory entertainment – their downfall

They are absorbing the anti-enriching

Twinges of regret will perpetually inflict them

Fortunate are those who aren’t entertained by elitists

Outsiders can justify their investment of minutes

No effortless chagrin will be verifiable by any high standards

I employ awesome emotions granted to me

I do not inherit my forefather’s defects

All are aware who is trivial and who is complete

Only pathological deceivers doubt

I am a man of surprises

These clowns are rotting vegetables

Lacking a drive and lacking any innovation

Their existence is predictable, thus dull, and worthless

I see nothing but organic litter

I pity those who always watch and never perform themselves

I view before my eyes a tangled intertwined mess of rotten shame

I am haughty and smug due to my enlightenment and superiority
But such conceit is short lived, when society’s regression is considered

I am an enthused prodigal member of a universal club

They – the apathetics – lost their titles of good terms

Squelched guilt will not satisfy me

I yearn for liberation, not self-incarnation
I know the duration of which to silence the deadly instrument of their demise.

Eternity!

Virtue is forgotten when the tool is engaged

I sight a web of dupes and saps

The modern day instinct is impossible to smash

And suffering is prevalent, but never acknowledged

Son
Son, are you a projection of decay

Feebly resisting suffering?

Dehumanization is often the objective of humanity

Homo sapiens fail to live up to their high title.

Are any of you better than the rest?

Are you a wretch or a vital contributor?

Have you reared your head in any significant way?

Prosperity is up to you

Prosperity must be achieved in a very short time

Have you produced an ample supply of tangible rhetoric?

Have you developed a reputation worth preserving?

Depression comes when we see the utter futility of inaction

Life can be a hindrance, but one which can be overcome

No false deity will save you

You can never render abundance if you you’re untrue

Is your existence top notch?

Do you radiate with superiority?

Do you reap instead of just wither?

Are you focused to compose?

Do you have a favorable disposition

Does your aura persuade?

Are you a fickle mass of garbage?

Do you curate a view which embraces hypocrisy inherently?

Do you succumb to every week passing ideology?

Do you stand on your own two feet?

Are you a superstitious freak, able to delude yourself about the nature of fulfillment?

Do you even want to make a difference?

Do you pass up the elegant and grab onto the base?

Do you gasp at the horror of injustice or do you become an oblivious narcissist fool?

He who rapes the virgin mind will meet the guise of his fears someday

Can you sport a smirk in the midst of blatant deception?

Are you just another mindless carcass?

Are you too fucking dull and mundane to stimulate?

Do you realize that a naïve optimist does more damage than a realistic cynic?

Do you gripe and concern yourself with only the most petty?

Is your agenda to innovate or to vegetate?

Would the earth mourn if you passed on?

Is your voice an instrument or a murmur?

Are you a novel addition?

Son, if you are not the noble sort, drastically alter your disposition.
Do you defrock stereotypes by your very nature?

Do you have an undying curiosity?

Do you seek to make the harsh inevitable despair, faithful?

Will you perish as a degenerate?

Are you a conceiver at heart or a demolition man?

Would your eradication change anything?

Is disintegration your modus operandi?

Do you think about anything but your own gratification?

Do you represent anything with meaning?

Are you a gullible idiot?

Does exuberant blood flow through you?

Do you find refuge and false hope in dogmatic copouts?

Are you making a formidable effort at your one shot?

Do you read between the lines or don’t you read at all?

No simple magical cure will alleviate all the problematic dilemmas we face.

Will you rest assured on tombstone day?

Are you a mirror without a back?

Do you breathe like a fighter?

Do you send a message worth giving a second thought to?

Do you have clout or are you a bland drone?

Do you quiver at ambition?

Do you squirm at potential?

Are you a creature of substance?

Are you a disenchanting nihilist?

Do you utilize outlets of verse or are you just surplus baggage?

Are you a bearer of fruits or are you fruitless?

Does consensus form your opinion or do you cling unto a unique formula?

Are you a sphincter muscle?

Do you consume nourishment which could be more efficiently used?

Do you soar like an eagle or do you slug like a snail?

Do you attract unsavory company?

Are you a greedy graft filled vulture homing in on the chaff?

Do you pride yourself on being very jejune?

Do you only draw criticism from the legendary?

Do you move or do you rot?

Do you radiate and shine?

Do you abhor enrichment?

Do you despise romance?

Do you live a disposable existence?
Do you live long and suffer?

Are you ungrateful to the genetic advantage handed down to you?

Do you fail to pity those in hardship?

Do you stray from the art of contemplation?

Do you blend in like camouflage?

Do you rely on intuitive mentors rather than cliché ridden ones?

Do you exhaust the stock of inspiration and soak all sources?

Are you limited in your quantity of feedback?

Do you believe in hollow or high precepts?

Do you sparkle at delight or do you scorn glee?

Do you bicker instead of act?

Do you absorb conditioning rather than originality?

Do you cultivate shrewd mores and follow sagacious precursors?

Would your eulogy be a waste of breath?

Are you backed by acclaimed martyrs?

Do you burn to struggle?

Do you honor the sacredness of poetic forums?

Do you learn from your foolish errors?

Is your wellbeing something you religiously neglect?

Is exploitation a means to advance your selfish needs?

Do you disregard cultural enhancement?

Are you petrified by artistic toil?

Do you ever invent?

Would you prefer to not make a scene?
Are you an uptight asshole who refuses to be mellow?

Do you have a vision?

Do you glide along with self-defeating regions of the opinionated spectrum?

Do you ever mutter anything but “I”?

Do you have poignant perceptions?

Would anyone consult you?

Is your advice timely?

Does anyone look up to you or does everyone look down at you?

Do you uphold high standards?

Would you settle for mediocre companions?

Is your fellowship second rate?

Do you seize the reins or do you allow fools to gain control?

Do you make astute or dime a dozen observations?

Do you even aspire to dream?

Do you make an irreproducible impression and impact?

Is your name remembered?

Are you perfectly content reveling in thoughtlessness?

Does your heart influence anything or just brutal instinct?

Are you stuck on the picayune?

Are you a feeble being?

Are you too impressionable?

Are you corrupted and corruptible?

Do you plain out suck?

Do you walk too fucking slowly?

Are you a stick in the mud?

Are you opposed to spoiling the party at all costs?

Would you have the gall to stand by the wise persecuted outcasts?

Do you withdraw when your neck is on the line?

I can read you, kid

What sustains you?  What makes you tick?

Are you a conformist to the book?

Do you suck blood and give nothing back?

Are you absolved of guilt when conscience should be bothering you?

Have you done anything remarkable?

Do you only serve as a distraction to the intelligentsia?

Do you fuck up congeniality?

Are you opposed to intellect?

Does compassion grip you for even a second?

Son, soon you will be gone

Does anyone worship the ground you walk on?

Would anyone erect a shrine in your honor?

Do you display an automatic smile?

Are you fresh or stale?

Do you have a serious side?

Do you reproduce or mutate?

Do you resort to extraordinary measures when situation calls?

Are you hated by all geniuses?

Does evil guide you forward?

Did passionate momentum ever strike you?

Are you candid or disgusting?

Do you sympathize with the appropriate idols or with low clowns?

Do you have convictions?

Are you committed to anything?

Are you loyal to the deserving?

Are you attracted to boredom?

Do you love the creative process?

Do you ever redeem yourself?
Do you attempt to soothe wounds?

Do you speak out against the world’s ills?

Are you a number?

Is your mission admirable?

Is your vocal delivery a thing of beauty?

Are you loaded with graceful insights?

Do you give a damn?

Do you sculpt towers?

Do you envision a better life?

Do you ponder to improve?

Does art have any significance at all to you?

Do you explore or deplore?

Where does philosophy fit into your picture?

Do you ingest destructive chemicals?

Is materialism dominant in your life?

Do you experience or go through the motions?

Do you yearn for the best or the worst?

Do you surrender quickly?

Son, you can’t die wanting

Rev. Doon
Rev. Doon is a goon

And to join his cult

On must be a loon

I want to go to the boonies

Reject rational living

And dedicate myself to the Doonies

I don’t like anything but generic thought

I don’t want a free will

I want to be taught

Rev. Doon totally misinterprets the Good Book

To hell, he will go for sure

Rev. Doon, see the earth, get a good look

Because we are cloistered from knowledge

I squirm in the presence of this infallible man

He is mighty and full of valor

I am an insignificant ant in his plan

Any logic I once possessed 

Will be conditioned out of my system

Now, I am compulsively obsessed

I live for Doon

I will run myself ragged to please him
I have not even an ounce of pride

I conceal all my self esteem

I am a sad commentary of existence

I am an inhuman clown, you see

I have no self-worth
And never show emotions

I mindlessly trot to the beat

Of Rev. Doon’s gratification

I doubt with fervor the simple truth about our faith
Please pity me as I cry for help

There is not one single benefit

I need love, not robotic compassion

I have been promised utopia

But all I endure is hell

My vision is so out of whack

I’m confused beyond comprehension

Rev. Goon has personality

He is chock full of charisma

I belong to a very self-defeating organization

Mourn for me

My brainwashed mind does nothing constructive or unique

Everything I do is to glorify Doon

I am imprisoned

I am tied and bound eternally

I am a meaningless servant

I could be something useful or something worthwhile

Rev. Doon has me in check

I am brainwashed into obedience

I am secluded from society in the most vulgar way

When one has a leader like Doon, everything is easy for you

All one must do is nod and comply no matter how strenuous or unreasonable the demands may be

Rev. Doon is smooth and manipulative

However, unintelligent and irrational

He has power not intellect

He’s a skilled cult guru

I need salvation desperately

Most of the time, I am too monkeyed with to realize the grave tragedy I undergo

Astute investigations reveal the startling truth

But we brothers and sisters become impervious to betterment and wisdom

Our mission is insane

Our objective is so fucking false
I miss out on so much joy

Who needs food

Who needs sleep

When one has the Rev. Doon?

Strict control is crucial

Rigid structures soothe one, say Doon

I don’t analyze anything myself

And that is my fundamental problem

I don’t possess insight like Doon

I am a follower without the guts or wits to lead

This dynasty has worked for a long while

Mind control is the force which drags me crooked

I am a victim

I am a desolate soul

I am much too weary

I need to be consoled

My labor, my toil is destroying my virtues
Our rituals are foolish and very pointless

Our rites of passage pass us right into hell

In essence, both my life and my afterlife will be hellacious
To know the real me

Which has been suppressed and extinguished

One must strike away the degenerate I have become

Nothing redeeming comes out of this lifestyle

I am desensitized and programmed to a sickening conformity

I am a puppet of a fucked up puppeteer

I jump when called upon automatically

Ambition is foreign to me

The cult is vital to me

But really I don’t mean shit to it

Selling roses all day long is demanding

But I don’t care

I am misled and grossly underfed
There’s no way out

Forever, I am branded as a societal reject

I don’t feel relieved or comforted

By my frantic rush to please

My bond is strong; I am determined to always be loyal no matter how peculiar Doon may act

I hear nothing

I am just matter here

I yearn to cry

Help me

Help me

Please

Save me

I need salvation
I need rescue from my wretched chronicle

Maybe

Maybe if I scoff and satirize enough

The idiots will awake and wise up

And maybe, just maybe, my ridicule of the moronic and the evil

Will result in a better world for all

Only fools do not laugh

And bigger fools do not realize

The enlightening power of satire!

Putting the pundits to shame is an awesome deed!

Laughing at others is good

When they engage in injustice!

Curing evil begins with awareness!

Ending oppression begins with speaking out!

Exploitation must be exposed to be eliminated!

Maybe, we’ll all live in peace and harmony if more follow suit!

The Losers in Life

A cantankerous miser, the greediest soul on the block

Pinches pennies and stretches his dollars

Without a smidgen of concern for human dignity

Profits are his only priority

He will save and invest with a harsh scrutinizing eye

Streaks of bitterness are apparent

On the faces of the multitudes

Inhuman methods squeeze rain out of petty clouds

A frugal person is a tight despicable asshole

Unnecessary prudence is ugly

Stingy tightwads are so easy to deplore

Friends are lost as dollars are earned

He’s inspired by the lifeless

He crunches his money and won’t part with a dime

Accumulation of wealth is his god

He’s a no thrills guy

(i.e. no fun)

Those who always uphold are setting themselves up for an outburst

He is insensitive

He is way too possessive with his money

It’s much easier for him to part with a buddy than a buck

The honor of being the biggest scrooge is no comfort

Bow down to a stiff rigid fool

Worry warts have few companions

Mellow mugs are well liked!

Budgeting is a great cause of strife

Left hemisphere dominance may be more beneficial in the long run

But the effects on the heart are unforgettable

Perfectionists never achieve peace

Nor does anyone who lets the left hemisphere reign

Only right hemisphere ploys bring joys

Even if the party in question regresses in position

Grumps save non-stop

They ought to live a little

Financial anxiety does nothing for the psyche

Grumps ought to spend a little and live

Grumps are too consumed with financial affairs

They’ll never go broke

But they’ll go sour, for sure

His gross negligence and corner cutting will catch up to him in the future

He made himself sicker so he would be richer
Articulate neat freaks drive me nuts

Oh shit – a hair is out of place!

So fucking what!

Spend your life cleaning

And what do you get?

An uptight demeanor I do reflect!

Overbearing organization is indeed a sinful drawback

Relax dumbass

OCD is not for me

Especially for something as trivial as neatness

Abandon your petty perfectionism,

Allow your imagination to take over

And concentrate on important things like art

Intense stern rule sticklers are for the birds

Too many codes to abide by transform us into oppressed trampled robots.

There is no such thing as an elegant law

Insecure ingrates have a need to control others

I have a need to only mold my destiny, not force my will on anyone else.

I have no desire to restrict others

With every law, someone suffers

Liberation, not perfection begins with authority’s end

I see the hypocrisy of our legal precepts
But way too many don’t

No crime is as bad as the accepted consensus of coercion

Coercion is a fucking crime, and why others don’t see it that way really baffles me

Rules are for fools

Idiots are uncooperative and violent when not forcibly compelled

Bureaucrats’ insane snafuses destroy us our integrity and freedom

An emancipating law is an oxymoron, since every law oppresses someone, naturally

Only low societies refuse to embrace voluntary compliance and mutual aid

Humanity is destined for something better than laws; that’s for sure

Look over there at Mr. Legalistic

He has no love in his heart

And only religion stuck to his soul

He condemns and criticized all who slightly deviate from his strict model

He sets a hectic pace which leaves no room for compassion

And only he can follow it

Inside he is far worse off than his opponents

He’s not liberated

He’s strapped down

He’s nothing but a bad reflection for his cause

And his purpose is scarred and murky

If he does not change his ways – he will never be a hero

At least not for anything relevant or righteous

Say Bah to folks who unconsciously or consciously incline themselves to generalize

Inconsiderate bigoted mindsets should be avoided like a haunting plague
Morons pass off narrow thought and blind assessments as wisdom and insight

Judgments based on irremovable circumstance do absolutely no good

One ought to become obvious to the conditions of conception

Uncontrollable genetic characteristics should be employed to adversely affect the beholder

Common or uncommon criteria of birth are equal inequities

Diversity is a blessing, and supremacy is not determined b duration of existence, pigmentation, or organs of the gender persuasion

Any universal observation does not stem from generalizations of certain genetic groups, but upon the judgment of humanity itself

An ornery obstinate elder gripes about the quality of his day

He eagerly awaits cessation

Just like every other blasted Joe

Who years to prematurely age in times of youth

Apprehension is haste

A gleeful disposal of years is disgraceful

Youth is a treasure few cherish

Privilege is not as crucial as invigorating joy

A solemn cynic always strives

He awaits appeasement

And sees vulgarity in everyday life

He is not quite the villain he is made out to be

His role is immeasurable in importance

And his derogatory slurs against evil only make the world a better place

His pessimism laced commentary is a vital component of a constructive worldview

His harsh statements heal a troubled world

But the idiots out there do not realize the ramifications of his contribution

He sneers only because he has a heart

And blind happy go lucky souls only emulate their apathetic uncaring counterparts

He fuels change and will not be complacent when the state of things is less than satisfactory

Love boils deep insight, but not pretty pansy love, love for the virtuous, not for all things automatically

His love is not superficial and empty

He is deeply concerned about the betterment of the world

And his complaints are calls to arms to the intuitive and keenly perceptive

He is nothing short of a novice hero for refusing to become oblivious to oppression and not accepting mediocre quality

Assholes and dumbfucks focus too intently on profanities

And for some reason consume themselves with word eradication

One is apt to wonder what force drives these clowns

Why do they misjudge so terribly and delve into what should not be delved into?

They miss the point of life and virtue

Somehow they believe if no one says “fuck”

We’ll all have a better world

These dimwits need some artistic diversions

Their nitpicky prohibition does not make a strong society

They do harm, not good!

Who the hell do they think they are helping?

One wonders why so much effort is put into the trivial when the critical and significant are blatantly ignored

I have no justification for measly beings
Intelligent is not a word to be thrown their way

Does it feel good to resist the chaff coming out of their mouths?
No progress for an upright society is being made

The foundation of stagnation is being laid

Maybe the reason some of us flaunt profanity

And use it so frequently is

Because morons fret over it so much

Fuck them, I say!

My Wrist
My wrist is falling off

One more scrawl

And my wrist will fall off

Sparks of rhetoric are being emitted from my pen

One more word and my wrist will fall off

Crazy Ass

Mr. Crazy Ass

I’m going to kick your ass

I ain’t a polished gentleman

But I do know one thing

You are scum

You are so fucking eerie

And I can curse like no one else

So fuck off

And soon I will kick your ass

Gibberish

Nonsense and gibberish go hand in hand

I talk blabberjab

And you speak gobblygook
Let’s marry

And write a shit load of sophomoric poetry

Compile an anthology
And piss off uptight editors

We’ll invent a best seller!

I hate them agents who want all our dough

Fuck them; all we need is a printing press

And then we can conquer the world

With dangerous propaganda
Our art fucking rules

Matter in Motion
I am just matter in motion

An insignificant contribution

In the scheme of earth’s equilibrium

I am a chemical reactor

A heartless robot

Just physical inertia

I instinctively obey

Every scientific law

The Tao of nature tenaciously coerces me into compliance

I am predisposed to conform to the sun’s movements

I have no emotions

I am just a mess

A conglomeration of modern day design

Fit to survive my modern day environment

I forget about passion

And ruthlessly progress

With my technological brethren

Each discovery advances wondrous philosophy

Romance is not a marvelous concept

But a mathematical fluke

I am a machine

Housing illusory originality
My time is short and meaningless

Materialism is a depressing reality

Researchers demand an existence with their pride

Over analysis depreciates beauty

Needle point precision desecrates vigor

Soon I will eternally perish

Recycling myself into post carbon debris

And be nothing again

One cannot buck the system of nature

A compelling hand infiltrates all things

Science once again steamrolls over dignity

I have no soul

Despite all the persistent aspirations

I am supposed to continue my days without any reinforcing gratification

I am a miniscule portion of intergalactic harmony

And there’s so much there to replace me

Free will is an idealistic farce

Analytic conventions have no room for love

A boring morbid outlook plagues us

We have no choice but to ride along

With the assassin of grace

My ancestors have no binding ties to me

Just similar evolutionary mechanisms

They were forgotten

And I will be too

I am a fucking animal like the rest

Only more upright

I feel like a rock

I am a fucking spec of chemistry

I have no control

Universal flux is my destiny

The pace is restless, excessive, ruthless

One must get out of the fucking way

Or one will be trampled over and smashed to a million pieces

Atoms surge onward

Never victim to the guise of passion.

Rarely does the lab increase mirth when it increases comprehension

A perpetual motion machine is destructive in its own little way

Never mind instinct

Or a hunch of intuition
The course is already charted

Power is possess in the hands of organic reaction

There is no hope

There is nothing a trivial entity can do

Our advanced race is a depressed monstrosity but really no more significant than anything else

Sugar coating gives phony faith to dupes

The sequence of events are determined by extenuating forces

No rock solid determination can alter irrevocable facts

Nothing created me

And soon I’ll finally return to my source

Such a morbid short sighted outlook will kill me in the long run

A permanent silence will soon unfold

And it cannot be stopped

We verge on apathetic despair with the revelations of our brilliant researchers

Impulses without grace deny our humanity

I am stuck in an eternal rut which has chaotically transpired to what I am today and I will continue to wreak my little havoc on the universe for days to come

Soon I will be disposed of and recycled into something just as meaningless

