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Stripped

You’ve stripped me of my ego

You’ve stripped me of my pride

You’ve stripped me of my courage

You’ve stripped me of the reason I’m alive

You’ve stripped me of my vehicle

You’ve stripped me of my outlet

You’ve stripped me of my titillating joy

You’ve stripped me of my brainchild

You’ve stripped me of my vital fibers

You’ve stripped me of my nourishment

You’ve stripped me of my banner

You’ve stripped me of my anthem

You’ve stripped me of my love

You’ve stripped me of my call to arms

You’ve stripped me of my dignity

You’ve stripped me of my virtue

You’ve stripped me of my constitution

You’ve stripped me of my venting contraption

You’ve stripped me of my purpose

You’ve stripped me of my destiny

You’ve stripped me of my power

You’ve stripped me of my sanity

You’ve stripped me of my stigma

You’ve stripped me of my character

You’ve stripped me of my identity

You’ve stripped me of my redemption

You’ve stripped me of my grace

You’ve stripped me of my weapon 

You’ve stripped me of my congenial expressive mechanism

You’ve stripped me of my soul

You’ve stripped me of all

You have torn me apart
And I’m just a sad saga

Due to you

Now I have no choice

But to rot

It’s your fault if a colossal eruption occurs

Society will eternally condemn you

For extinguishing my healing contraption

And redemption

Buster

Hey Buster, this spurt of eloquence lacks substance
It’s just pretty sugar

Jesus, beautiful fluff is enticing

But it does the soul no good

An aged elder interjects

“I feel differently

Any conception is redeeming for the soul.”

Yah!

Captain Eye

Captain Eye Eye
I lost an eye

I cannot see

It really sucks

Maybe I can compose an everlasting supply of contrived poetry

My oh my will Hallmark be jealous

When this shit is published!

But Lord knows I won’t do this for pay!

Poetry

I hate your poetry

It does not move me

I do not comprehend its moiety

The abstract allusions lose me

I’m sorry, but your material is second rate

It has no substance

It lacks grace

It is not good

Bail out and save face

I am the voice of society

I damn your fruits

We shall never be exposed to such corrupt rubbish

Your spiel of trash brings us down

Just like I bring artists down

Thank me

Murder

Murder is subtle

Discreet

And Indirect

One must comply with a wretched machine

To guarantee peaceful existence

One must deny inner harmony

In the pursuit of avoiding hot water
Coercion dominates

And becomes the violation

Justice is fickle

Absolutes are gray

Every day

Millions discard ambition

Just to get along
Smooth operation combats moral obligation

And the domain to eradicate destiny

Is in the hands of the elite

To live or to suffer punishment is the choice

We all must make

Weapons without virtue is the broadcasting voice

Loudness determines righteousness

Penalties face advocates of free will

There is no hope of negotiation

Farces are prominent

Swindles revoke essential dignity

Watered down existence or concealed murder are the options we face today.

Sacrifice is the consequence of submission

The catch 22 kills souls ruthlessly

The remedies are too formidable for laymen

And the only proper antidotes are
Evasion from the terrible jurisdiction

Or subversive undercurrents which have the strength to rip the foundation to shreds

A perk to obedience is constitutional death

Is it worth the price of refusing conflict?

May I

If I never write crap

And if I never get the dread writer’s block

I’ll be damn happy

It’s Time
It’s time to testing my orating skills

Am I an eloquent orator?

I must stand behind a gorgeous podium

And announce my awesome messages

With beautiful clarity

The time has come for me to impress the public with my rhetoric

My art shall ring in a chord in all

And strike 5000 nerves simultaneously

I have an agenda

I believe it’s highly noble

Will I be exalted or chastised?

It’s about time for me to put on a show

I’m a radical performer, I should be considered extremely entertaining

If folks laugh at my wit, and awe at my wisdom

I will triumph

My novel innovation must be circulated among verse fans

Production and broadcast are the two redeeming factors of art

And hopefully I am explicit in my desires and execution

Cursed Suburbia
Behind the towers of prosperity

Lie the shadows of hypocrisy

The prettiest on the outside

Is the ugliest on the inside?

The signs of annihilation are apparent

With every progression of the hedonist tendency

The superficial empire is a fading illusion, which will tumble some day

Without any character to sustain it

Intellectual decay is rampant

The exaltation of the trivial is ever present

The fancy demeanor is nothing but the identity crisis of the status quo

The beauty is empty

The Dog Eat Dog world of ours ignores beneficence
And relaxes in these shocking abode parks

Sewage runs with an enticing smell

Only keen folks deny the pleasant odor

And vomit at the rank stench

The ultimate compromise rears its ugly head

The undertaker of spirits does much shopping here

Incoherent and counterproductive are the implications of the narcissist agenda

Possessions are the guise for survival

The dollar is the cue, the prompt, the ulterior motive, which directs all

This wasteland was a conception of the modernization era

The few reap benefit

The majority suffer

Ill-gotten fruits saturate fools

Nothing is obtained with oppression

Materialist morality and pragmatic ethics gulp the mindless herd

Who only imitate

Invention is disgusting toil

Milked is the potential

The natural individual is subdued

The stimuli is dull, even if the package is alluringly tempting

Professional production is the dominant slave driver

The image is elastic, but a model for fools to fall back on

Security is a hoax, but the self-assured, invulnerable affluent will always reign

The cesspool of greed entraps more and more each day

Graft nibbles at the anterior consciousness
The shallow bullies call all the shots

Festering pestilence scalds the mainstream walk

Poor reflections of supremacy haunt the virtuous souls

Stuck swimming in the swamp,

Disgusting swine and destructive degenerates are elevated upon the podium

The irrational logic behind it all lingers profusely

During the dominant safe nights, bodies rest, but consciences don’t
Stagnation is perceived as progress

The easy redemption of art is so out of reach

The point is missed

No matter how much the poets preach

True fulfillment falls on deaf ears

The frolic is a misnomer, or at least a sorry antidote to diseased lifestyles

The advancing edge never lends its ear to the needy

The colossal insignificant soldiers revolutionize a mimic mindset

Tombstones are nothing but stale, tired, frivolous adages, screaming contradictory commentary

The maelstrom of cowardly images strike like a hurricane

The common consensus of upheaval is a secret downfall for humanity

Hedonism doesn’t mourn

Hedonism doesn’t savor

An apathetic way of life germinates from this central core

Twisted debris spreads itself 

A growing number flock to the comfort of the urban wasteland

Here, you do not need to guard your house or your soul

The decline for mankind, the plan that unfolds, masterminded by the suburban architects

Deep discovery is refrained from

Abstinence from complexity reoccurs, as the feeble earn high posts

Modernization is the guise for the sadistic tendencies of the exploitative wretched

Romantic ideology is ditched and dropped

At the mere hint of thought

The city attracts the fellowship of the deprave

In the suburbs, the shallow and the ingrates reign and nauseatingly congregate

Elitism without an elegant backbone is a mirage of tantalization

The totalitarian authority sucks the land dry with its coercive profit motive

The deadening armor of fluffed anxiety glows and grows

Sedative cultural tranquilizers merge into convergence

The land of puppets fosters a mutiny
Dead customs corrupt newcomers

A dust storm of misanthropy is ushered in

Pathetic criteria subjugates all parties

Bitter programming goes full circle

Petrifying nightmares come ruthlessly true, but ever so discreetly

The meek are scoffed at, and the self is number one

The petty pedestals take their toll on the innocently authentic

Martyrs defy the current comfort

The zone of retaliation is severely limited, as the demonic evil is perceived as benevolent blessing

The truly blessed are those who fear the blind pursuit of riches and realize its utter flaws
Mel Greenly
Ever since Mel Greenly was a measly lad
He heard encouraging predications everywhere he  went

Mel, you are special

Mel, you’ll be something

Mel, you’ll go far

The wicked irony was not visible in his elder’s eyes

Today Mel is a business cog

Ha ha

Words

Words

Damn

God Damn words

I have too few words at my disposal

Jesus Christ, others think I reek with an abundant supply of word choice, but really not so

Redundant, redundant, I too often am

Fuck!

Shit!

I need more words!

Graceful expressive motions alleviate pain

Wretched is my calling

A vocabulary lacking

Is my shortcoming?

Fuck, sometimes I am so limited

I seek to escape my rigid boundaries

I have outgrown my britches

And rhetorical capacity limits me

Because it all seems the same

The mistake assumption of a poor quantity of art

Where there is no art

People die slowly and painfully

When people’s ambitions are smashed,

They progress into agony

The societal forces exert their dominance

And the damaging effects linger all around

The persecution of the non-wicked and non-vile only serve as a sad commentary of a regressive culture

Suffering strikes at every turn and utmost insecurities are exploited to a maximum

When drive is demolished

Hope will not avail

The misery of the sullen souls is nearly impossible to assuage

Sorrow is a disease caused by many circumstances,

Inflicting immeasurably

The mores we grow up with are constructed by subliminal masterminds to tear us down

Reaction alleviates

But only geniuses get to the root of it all

The core rots as all the lonely souls drift into recompense for days gone by

The immersion of deteriorating values is our dilemma

Evil fabric weakens us

The surrounding rejects us and suppression is one of the most haunting enemies

Ideological banishment is nothing but a sin which feeds the reign of despots

False faith serves as an empty front to obscure true faith into depravity

Total happiness with sacred applications is an illusionary misnomer

Sadness and madness await in our pale backgrounds and creep up

Sorrow is the ugly orifice hanging over us

Sorrow is our stalker

Mechanisms and forums, denied, we suffer its pitfalls

Sorrow is inherent to the unsaved

Rhetorical like bards soothe the desolate population

A void will always linger when art is absent from our routine

Outlets are refuges

And mediums act as transitory realms to certain breeds of salvation

Even the kind spirited have difficulties resisting strife, social, and personal grief

Fulfillment is simply not possible without art

A Wish of Mine
A wish of mine is to forgo all unnecessary modernization and mechanization of our current world

A nice thought to me is a barren field

In a temperate climate

With a pretty mate

By my side

No burdensome obligations or commitments of any sort

And consequently I’ll lack suffering and anxiety

I’ll be a free human animal

With an elegant companion
I’ll lead the romantic life

I’ll have nothing to do but write eloquent poetry

And flatter a beautiful woman

I’ll sleep like a fucking baby

I’ll have great peace

Or I could sail away on an adorable yacht

Along smooth waters

With choice accompaniment

Slowly reaching my destination

The way it should be reached

A daffodil and rose for wooing

A boat, a girl, a pen, inventive fingertips

A wandering abstract mind, immersion in my own original thought

Is most all I really need

I aspire to be a man of ceaseless compelling contemplation

The merry company of gorgeous poets along the countryside forever

In the presence of enriching fulfillment is the life I yearn for

I strive for the accumulation of profound insight

And even though I am not Buddhist, I will become enlightened

One part Jolly Green Giant

One part Tom Jefferson

One part Jacques Cousteau
One part Gandhi

One part sensitive compassionate sweetheart

One part Freud

One part Walter Mitty

One part Socrates

One part Emily Dickinson

One part Alfred E. Neuman

And the rest of my uncategorizable soul

Fuck

Fuck

Fuck

Fuck

Fuck

Fuck

I hope I offended an uptight, overly prudent asshole

The Way to Deliver a Message

If my message is loud

You’ll heat too clearly without a second thought

But if my message is soft,

You’ll strain to pick up its idiosyncrasies
I can fold and foil your enlightenment

But the truth won’t penetrate you

Unless the delivery is slower and more risky

One never knows what dwells between the lines

Insights do not come to the thoughtless

A straightforward package subdues the thrill of the hunt and the enriching fables learned on the way

I can be considered a failure at my job

If I allow you to bluntly suck our my wisdom

The most profitable lessons are the abstract ones

The force of subtlety has tenacious long lasting impact

Much more so than its obvious counterpart

The Observing Game
Sit back, but ever astutely

And look in

The observing game is

A rather fun game to play

What a position to amass wisdom!

What a stance to see things clearly!

I look out and become keenly aware of humanity’s idiosyncrasies
I am enlightened about what makes us all tick

I see the contemplative lad

The prissy popular girl

The poetic youth
The grumpy miser

The overbearing egotist

The loose woman

The shy inhibited fellow

The guilt ridden obese guy

The stupid obnoxious jerk

The wiser than thou dumbshit

The podium infected yellow belly

The terrific charismatic

The misanthropic villain

The philanthropic neighbor

The crushed destitute man

The vibrant angel

The homeless vet

The weary children that always cry

The chaff toy hoarder

The helpless old goat

The naïve bumpkin

The nihilistic anguished Joe

The oppressed toiler

I attain much insight

Their lives are simple and entertaining, allowing for so much learning if one is determined

Viewing soul mingling

Fills out with radiating intuition
Motivations all make sense when sunk in

Vastly complex, yet vastly readable and austere

Observers and ponders are wise

Because they play the game

The hungry laughing mate

The mistreated elder

The narrow farmer

The lover without a counterpart

The unnoticed and unconscious hold the key to meaning

The fraudulent witch
The back stabbing spinster

The soiled hick

The wet composer

The softened cynic

The telepathic grouch

The creative insulator

The spellbound generator

The defied puppeteer

The big fucking question mark

The unadulterated innocent creature

The outspoken gesticulating slob

The harassed clown

The disgraced fool

The disgruntled he-man

The scorned rabble rouser

The astute grinch

The greedy jester

The depressed queen

Labels can be imposed, if so desired

Rare supremacy stems from the evasion of categorization

Purpose unfolds naturally

And it all makes sense, if sagacious informal psychology is employed

The solitary hermit
The extroverted recluse

The obsessed authoritarian

The insecure merlin

The fatherly brother

The dead crab

The wild ox

The withered lion

The worthless particle

The orchestrated mess

The apprehensive wrestler

The overzealous broadcaster

The senile humanitarian
The idiotic sucker

The Sissy God

The Cultural Icon Brownnoser

The too cool dude

The Mr. Roundabout

The chaste virgin
The sandwiched doctor

The grateful shark

The corrupt ambassador

The burdensome peddler

The malicious snake

The spoiled boy

The abstract caregiver

The understood eccentric

The articulate champion
The feeble religionist

The boastful infidel

The traditional rationalist

The mad methodological scientist

The grandiose God

The Solid master

The delinquent expert

The compassionate gang banger

The raunchy mac

The hopeless subordinate

The wimpy exhibitionist

The tenacious ethical prohibitionist

The climate romantic

The wicked showman

The melting liar

The satisfied curmudgeon
The upbeat martyr

The pessimistic mentor

The cunning hypocrite

The phased out dispirit

The wishful composer

The subtle adversary

The intellectual thief

The angry tomcat

The bridge building surveyor

The assaulted corporal

The murky navigator

The profit driven angler

The sick lizard

Varieties seem to unfold their distinctive reactions to generic stimuli

So called characters seem to abound at every turn in every nook and cranny, but just like them, mirrors abound too

The clichéd junkie

The TV swordsman

The ravenous giddy ass

The loyal actor

The overlooked patriot

The anemic dumbfuck

The progressive baron

The loving heretic
The kind atheist

The dutiful minister

The decorated numbskull

Most leave no lasting mark

But certain eyes do notice

Vision is often not common or ordinary

The fasting demon

The tumultuous imbecile

The ungrateful ingrate

The regressive degenerate

The treacherous coward

The spontaneous wanderer

The bronzed miracle

The musical dork

The petrified ghost

The blue in the face unknown

The downtrodden overexposed goon

The random antic

The allocated dirt bag
The despicable Casanova
The flaky sheep
The blistering tomboy

The grouchy miser

I am awakened to the small movements which multiply when I see them underlie

The presumed defendant

The fiery assassin autocrat

The scattered model

The weeping prodigy

The anal retentive guardian

The scorned baron

The adventurous disciple

The dumbfounded apostle

Everyone has a pertinent label to those who recognize the contributions forward or backwards of all

The blind leader

The dead follower

The effective magician

The effusion highlighted laundry man

The superficial Lord

The happy scapegoat

The inner mobile recruit

The swift nimrod

The horrendous scar

The musk dude

To be fond of our endless conglomeration of originality

The invention of our race is irreproducible in greatness and uniqueness

But somehow no one invents

Thus failing to establish true originality
The infinite assortment of combined attributes generates misnomers

The haughty scholar

The wealthy minister

The fabricated icon

The down on his luck recluse

The left out pardoner

The fed up loser

The wretched easy doctor

The tied up wacko

The scuzzy pioneer

The dynamic scoundrel

The ultimate obnoxious chauvinist
The upright vagabond
The clean pencil pusher

The meaty backstabber

I envision the sum of total fusion where all voices are heard simultaneously

The alcoholic harem

The hallowed addict

The hard-core philanthropist

The cautious student

The moody mood man

The silly boss

The contaminated winner

The contradictory worker

The bleeding ox

The disgraceful role model

Tick tick 

The fascinating mesh work clichés, taboos, and crushes autonomy,

Leaving only a crowd of plastic individuals, half assed individuals

The sleep conformist

The out of bounds ape

The deprived sadomasochist
The lovable villain

The favorable antagonist

The slimly foe

The whimpering messiah

The unjust pioneer

The trivial activist

The dizzy lion

The nimble frat man
The astute chef

The sullen timber

The oaf like ventriloquist

The faceless kinesthetic
The subjective lard bottom
Even the most eccentric has in some way been done before

Maybe note, the true original will emerge and prove this statement false,

But few lurk besides in the midst of the artistic realm

The joyous procrastinator

The crappy weasel

The unarmed assassin
The unnamed assassin
The mouthy vagrant
Not until I see a major breakthrough in mien innovation identity establishment,

Will Increase to doubt the true factor of distinction is invention

The priceless heirloom

The demigod from hell

The measly jock

The determined landmark

The nostalgic soldier

The scorned affidavit

The fabulous racer

The thesaurus lunatic

I’ve seen them all before

Granted they’re all human, with each their own idiosyncrasies
Sadly few are true originals in the classic sense

They’re all types, but few have the magical power of conceiving a brand new type

Some like I do not see any other way out of identity crises and onto permanent identity then through the conception process

Identity is often a guise for discord and confusion

Such subject defy conventional intuition and easy answers

Harmonious identity is alien to me; the peace is out of reach

Under which category do I fall, am I a mirror or am I a mirror maker or a mirror breaker
The woeful teen

The flamboyant dissertation

The tumultuous grump

The sick bastard

The agonized drone

The paranoid dupe

The frigid ego maniac

The untouched enigma
The undefined strutter

The eclectic diplomat

The haggled chap

The scuzzy fox

The selfish clock

The one in a trillion soul is not acclaimed like it should be

Only a genuine spirit can rightly be exalted to the irreproducible and irreplaceable state of a highly distinctive persona

Such radiation can never never never be duplicated

Some individuals are so amazing that it’s hard pressed to believe that even God could conceive such a thing

When the true sacred individuals arise, they shine like the most brilliant star

Trillions are in line waiting to replace the boring clowns

Variations on a theme, only a minority casts off the shackles and altruistically acquire the framework of a fresh theme

Combinations, thereof, pass of as distinctions

Utter Discord
Evil lurks in the heart

Begone evil

The guilt and sorrow is sickening

Begone evil

Suffering are the wicked

How can some ignore the conscience, when such a thing haunts another?

All the fucking temptation

All the fucking seduction

Rid me of the dangerous impurities boiling in my blood

The demonic forces dwell, opposing glory and virtues

I hope to fuck them with my poem

I hope to fuck them with my aversion

The devil’s knowing is nauseating

And the Bible right or wrong

Has the concept of evil down could
Alive or dead, the devil’s force exists

Inside, and the battle is a horrendous one

The devil’s manifestation hates altruistic minds

Give in it cries

Internal peace will be denied

Neither happiness nor sanity will arise

A gruesome foe

The nonsense leaves us screaming in helplessness

The madness is often too much to bear

The mind is abused

The heart is scarred beyond repair

Will the Bible solve this disease?

Only God knows!

Hmm.

Hello Mr. Fool

Mr. Fool is rude

I say hello to him

Mr. Fool can’t rhyme

Or speak German

Mr. Fool is a private pirate

Oh, the pain!

Mr. Fool is inside

The greatest among us!

----------------------------------------------------------------------
