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Wish

I wish my evolutionary forefathers could come back today

I’d use the ancestors as mates, and ultimately, entertainment

As long as they were gentle and nonviolent, we’d get along fine

I would behave as a curious anthropologist

Watching these species rapidly evolve in my backyard

I’d care for them mother like

I would teach them and assist the swift development of cranial capacity

I’d feed them damn good food

Food they aren’t accustomed to

My neighbors could be delighted

Oh so delighted

They would see historic antiquity unfold before them

I would love my prehistoric friends

We’d play games

We’d communicate in innovative manners

Shit, I would simply have the best pets around

I’d even resort to doing bizarre but human genetic experiments on them

It would be most fascinating to see them breed and multiply

I would be most fascinating to see them roam unsupervised around town

It’s all fair game

As long as they possess no inclination to initiate coercion

If in fact, they uphold this high standard

They could be proclaimed more civilized

Than our current leaders

Boy would I feel awesome

Making a homo sapiens out of a Homo Erectus or a Neanderthal
Such an act would touch my heart and give me enormous pride

Since no one else can evolve a creature so intensely in just one generation

I would perform tests on these predecessors of ours

I would do likewise on my modern community

If any modern man did worse than these ancient guys,

I’d write shitloads of satirical pieces
Exposing their innate stupidity

I have seen superb evidence that pre-homo sapiens can be quite okay

As long as they aren’t brute

I would have obtained quite a connection to my past

And thus acquire a deeper understanding of my roots

My heritage flows smoothly

Their greed is non-existence

They make their own tools

Cook their own food

Resolve their own conflicts

Only if we were so self-reliant

Only if we were so self-sufficient

I would film a road movie
Screw Encino Man, the sow

My road movie would rule

A merry band of evolutionary persons

Hell, I could laugh in the fundamentalists’ faces

And shout that I was right

And they were wrong

Evolution has no proof, Ha!

Proof right before your eyes

You can’t preach to these transcendental beings

They devise their own plans for the universe

Due to curiosity, trepidation, and uncertainty
They would be so fun to hang with

They may not be up to today’s standards

But they’re nifty enough for me

My Intellectual Brainchild

My intellectual brainchild haunts me

He is a conception of perverse imagination

Look what I created out of nothing!

My beautiful monster is roaming amok downtown

HA HA HA!

He’s a way wacky screwball

He’s an atrocious abomination

Watch out Big Foot, because my ideas are bigger than you

The climax will arise when my bad ass creature kicks someone’s ass

But I hate to burst your bubble, but he’s not like that

Oh no, He’s cuter than Frankenstein

Damn idiot!

He just mowed some flowers!

He does not know that one is supposed to mow grass!
Shit, I hope he doesn’t vacuum the lawn

And mow the carpet

The lawn part wouldn’t be so bad

But the carpet part would be a horrible horrible mess

I name him Virtue

That’s what he is

But like Frankenstein

The creature wants to kill me

Only this creature is far more intellectual

My brainchild brings me joy

But their pain

He is a walking commentary on society

He will expose all your prejudices and fears

My intellectual brainchild is awesome and powerful

As long as he’s under my control and domain

The world is happy

But when he’s let loose

There’s no telling what he can do

The Great XXX

Keeps your eyes focused on the X

Do what you must do!

Don’t succumb to the pressures

Love living

Love prosperity

Love the X

Love all your X brethren

Keep your promises

Never fold

I back you 100%

Hang in there, it’s all worth it

Love the X

I Wish

You are my lover

I wish I could say that

I wish it wasn’t a dream

I wish it were fact

Why can’t it be true/

Why can’t you and me be in love?

Why must I dream?

You are a dream
But you’re alive too

You strut and I’m in love

I wish I could boast to all the folks

That the prettiest and the greatest of all girls is my lover

I wish you and I would connect

All I do is wish

I wish I didn’t have to wish

Hmm
I can’t sit there
And let beautiful stimuli past me by

I am a reactive creature

I am spellbound by life

But I do have my precious outlets

Rhetorical production redeems me

I long for the three-branched tree of fulfillment to blossom

I adore my ability to enhance a bleak, barren landscape

And I can beam with pride that I am not just another mechanical machine

May I never regress to such a state

Overthought does not induce joy

Slick technique and noble appreciation does

I’ll burn the delinquent bridges

And purposely perpetually ride

A comely chariot to my type of promised land

Eye Catching

As breathtaking as can be

The romantic of romantic conception of a lover

A marvelous representation of the fairer sex

She has the coolest voice

The grooviest swagger

The most gorgeous gait

The abstract style which demands gawking attention

A primate type of human 

Physical behaviors characteristic of supermodels

A lovely superb heroine

When will she rescue me

From my current social life?

She charms the hell out of me

I love her expression
I love her eyes

I love her livelihood

A sure quality gal

I am in love with her

A large amount of my bliss

Is dependent on my interaction with her

Her majesty can’t be pinpointed

I am too tenacious

She is compelling

Gracious, Grateful,

Many times,

She seems to be the most beautiful girl

In the whole fucking world!

I am captivated by her supreme personality
I long for such a stupendous addition to my life

I love for her to make my day

Her reassurance is worth a thousand yen

A night where the moon shines is the night she belongs in

Instead of mere fainting

Groveling observers like myself could experience blackouts

Due to the alluring infatuation

With this girl

She is the Reason
She is the reason poetry was invented

She is the reason beautiful meadows refuse to be barren

Desperate, desperate me

Would be a first class lover

She is the reason majesty is glorified

She is the reason queenship exists

She is the reason humanity has reveries

She is better than Eve

Are there any fellows who would be sweeter than I?

She is the reason ripe flowers blossom

She is the reason ballads were born

She is the reason Great God clamor

She deserves to win all the prestigious supermodel awards

She is defining essence of womanhood

She is the reason poetic license becomes true fact

She is the reason I compose this verse

Hail Fellowship
Hail Fellowship

Fellowship is grand

Fellowship is altruistic

Fellowship is a magical word and a magical concept

Hail Fellowship, I say

Fellowship is a pure joy

Congregation

Association

Anti-administration
Free flowing

Grand and grandiose

A major component of fulfillment

Hail Fellowship, I urge

A fellowship leaning state of mind

Nothing trite

Nothing phony

Supreme unity

Discrediting fallacy

Immense euphoria is obtained

Tremendous process

Hail Fellowship, I proclaim

A highlight of salvation

Fellowship builds a human

Again and again recognizing the glories of fellowship

Murals of lovely benevolence

Mosaics of high mirth

Relics of fellowship are precious

Mementos of fellowship are incredible objects of redemption

Dozens and dozens of brethren

Hail Fellowship, all fellows

Youngsters

“Youngsters are innately foolish”

Hmm, why do we misjudge wisdom?

Age and wisdom don’t always coincide

Age and wisdom are not interchangeable concepts

We lock our youngsters in a box

Which they subconsciously must break free from, constantly

Would you listen for a minute to a foolish youngster

When you are encouraged by cruel stereotypes?

We reap insights from the youngest among us

Older clowns are moronic

While many newer person have maturity down cold

People become numbers

Not seen for what they are

We judge, we asses too damn blindly

It’s odd how we come to our conclusions

And how tenacious our rationale has been

We must escape all these fucking boundaries

And dreadful impositions

We are totally superficial

But no one seems to care about this type of superficiality

It’s a grand but unrecognized form of bigotry, sad to stay

It is such an important regard, but no one recognizes it!

The poor little kids have absolutely no control over their age

Poor poor kids

Why must they have one mark against them for living?

We knock them down

Just because they have not been alive as many years as we
Such a dirty, filthy shame!

A burdening wall, implanted in our shallow mastermind

When we overgeneralize

About these uncontrollable circumstance

We realize what is not true

Stages of development are much more nebulous

Why can’t we see them for who they are

And not their duration of inhabitation on earth?

Numbers mean everything in our world

Redeeming qualities seem to mean far less

Humanity has defined our views wrong

Another societal mishap gone awry

We ought to crush our false notion of elder supremacy

Why must we crush them?

They want to live with a fair shake

Now, that’s not too much to ask

We pound and pound

About how much greater we are cause we’re older

We poor souls can’t measure greatness, correctly

Idealism says our current thought must be trashed

I await the day that all ages can play without an ounce

Of deciphered bigotry

The Dry Fellow
The dry fellow gets along just fine

He refuses to pollute his temple
His light is a highlight, dry

Bad habits, he rejects with a passion

Being as straight as a razor will maximize his joy

He’s as clean as a whistle
And consequently as happy as a peacock

He wouldn’t have it any other way

Verse rather than toxicants soothe him

The high life is the dry life

He asserted again and again

Living wet is a death trip

From a fellow

Who’s never been anything but dry

His life view, sober and refreshing

Allows him to sparkle in abundant bounty

He refrains and thus he reigns

The Plight of Luke

Luke was exhausted

He no longer desired to write poetry

He suffered the much dreaded burnout

He felt too stale to conceive verse

He felt wretched

His imagination was at a standstill

His intellect needed priming

Too much worrying in his life

The joyous outlet somehow went sour

He really needed a break

Some time off

To collect his thoughts

And pursue other breeds of salvation

He could really use a vacation from art

A poetic excursion of sorts

His inspiration is bland and redundant

A therapeutic easy swagger into scenic mountainous regions

Would do him a lot of a good

He could fly in a modern airplane

And just chill in a recliner

On top of a white cloud

Deadly repetition

Mundane projection

Oral Poetry

There’s nothing like oral poetry

A keen crowd fawning over

Every tantalizing tidbit

A new dimension of the soul is shared during the grand process

The center of attention is a powerful position

Words that move

Words that influence

Words that tenaciously permeate the cranium eternally

The tongue is a very worthwhile organ

Which functional versatility is limitless

I recite a catchy heartfelt intellectual piece of prose

What a superb occasion to impress a perfect audience!

I relish the relics which sputter out of my larynx so joyously!

A sincere poet pleases the soulful fans

The original creator has a fantastic time

Engaging in a vastly noble deed

To have the floor is marvelous

Pride rides high

An endorphin rush flushes the bloodstream

Exhibition is a glorious duty

The artist on display is an appreciative person

On and on, forever and forever

Quality entertainment with

All its novel overtones will fulfill all the screaming intellects

The thrill of the stage is a massive sensation

A hearty applause is great gratitude

A soul under its dim light

Smile graciously as such an abstract organ can smile
The soul loves good poetry

The All-encompassing spirit is felt inside eloquent verse

Hell’s Trap

Simplicity baffles

The mundane entertains

Nothing but drool is produced

Seduction of the vulnerable
Bait of conditioning

The infliction of the Enticement is Irrevocable

Stimulus is a dormant conception

The box boxes

Identities perish

Genius is cremated

The projection of reality is a delusion

The broad scope of survey is a limitation

Peace is chastised

The voices of wretched decay resonate

The echoes are impossible to evade

The aftereffects linger for an eternity

The numbness of hallowed out tree is felt in the soul

Intuition is extorted away

An insight becomes nothing more than an obscure virtue

Electroshock for an eternity

The cerebellum is crucified

The entire cranium liquefies

The cells fry

No provisions exist to escape this dimension

Only conscious objectors are liberated

Potential is frozen stiff

The heart is washed clean of processing ability

The servant driver attacks the intellectual sector

Bold curiosity is squashed by trivial occupation

Enrichment is an obscenity

A blinding blanket

Quick and painful balsam

The installer of trepidation

Conflict instigation

A weapon of merciless sadism

The bomb which blows up in the faces of the noble

And ruins prosperous empires

The very definition of counter productivity
A refuge for the malevolent and wicked propaganda
A jackhammer which decimates the helpless

A fantastic ploy conceived only by a superior demon

The spineless procession into the dark void

Society’s terminal hemorrhage
The determination thief
The sculptor of immortality

The carver of apathy

Indecency radiates as hysteria overwhelms
The inanimate object allows vibrant beings to transform into inanimate objects

The ideal model of degeneration

The revolting spoilage

The god of decay

The tower detonator

The terminator of magic

The chemical reaction that serves only to maim

The deforming mutation which multiples without end

The innovator of suffering

The completed receipt for unhappiness

The aggravation creep whose presence never fades

The perpetual downfall motion machine

The malignant fatal cancer

The catalyst of hostility

The barrier of harmonious development

The magnet of regression

The eye pleasing poison
A classic example of societal deterioration
The disassembly of healthy progress

The usher of unnecessary anxiety

A fundamental environmental fallacy

The underhanded motive which is 

A guise for demise

The sunken ship

The shit piles up

No means to escape it

The assaulting onslaught of hatred

The declining equilibrium of enhancement

The condescending clone of depravity

The tachometer of tense bigotry

The personification of malnourished evil

Lucifer’s reincarnate

The bastard haven

The carousel of bloated carcasses
Eradication of supreme capacity

Shallow fables serve as guidelines

The projection of abrasive gibberish spoils the future

Abridgement of quality recreation
The condensation of hailed achievement

The stimulation of claustrophobic surrounding

Mass contamination

The scorching searing flame of malice

Synthetic hell

Automated disgrace

Fake security

A wasteful contraption
The faith crusher
The vision burner

The universal identity crisis

The compounded torture of the dull

The source of irreparable damage

Trivial commentary

Concealed keys

Revealed skeletons

Battering ram of exploitation

The nugget of justified coercion

The lure for vulnerabilities

The bronze idolization of grotesque vices

The attribute of detrimental isolation
The forceful backward boulder

The mislead patriot preventing uplifting revolution

The proctor scrutinizing for soiled preconceptions

Delusionary marginal hope
The congregation of desolate souls

The broken hourglass

The scoff of just objective

The martyr for ghastly dogma

The trembling cacophony of ear screeching

The blasphemy of the wholesome

Artist block

Disposal mechanism

The metaphor of historic defectiveness

Null expansion

Evolutionary setback

The recipe for defeat

Assembly of ill-intentioned villains
A musty scent of arrogance

The blemisher of sacred artifacts

The depreciation of cultural value
Everything derogatory rolled into one nice neat package

The blood spattering domino effect

The cue for unnecessary pain

The open invitation to perish and suffer

The cheap of glorification of disease

A poor excuse for an invention

A past and present anachronism

Over
Sometimes knowing the rules to the game

Makes it less fun

What can you say to me, laboratory guru?

Do you expect me to adore a dissected painting

Like I adore an unadulterated version?

Whole or piecemeal, I ask you!

My own pure, sensible strain of formula is my favorite

The elite farmers package how they want me to eat

But when I selectively eat their foods

Do they cringe?

Do they detest any and all resistance to their feeding methods?

I like the way I approach matters

Formal structure takes the joy out of bright-inspired synthesis

They think they hand craft

But so often they pull the lever of the assembly line

Discovery is a thrill of its own

And where have I learned the greatest techniques?

From not confederated, not contrived mechanisms, sir!

My perception is dandy

It’s lovely

Philosophizing is grand

But not if compulsive

Things are more fun impulsive

How valuable is it be so conscientious

Mr. Scientist, living and biology are distinct

Does your planned knowledge revitalize, you think?

What would happen if I delved outside in rather than inside out?

If I forget all you told me?

And learned to learn myself

And never see myself as a machine?

I’d rather think than know how to think

The building is grand

But when the blocks are removed one by one

The grandness vanishes

Our prevailing methodical approach at insight seems much too mechanical

To do any good

Perhaps, things would all be better

We weren’t as clever

Is it too late?

Is the damage already done, irreversibly?

Sometimes, we tear apart the pieces so bad

We can never put them back together again

A massive wounding stab is taken at pure enjoyment

Somewhere along the line and outstanding virtue transformed

Into a disease

The shrewd skill is backfiring

The genius degenerate with the greatest of talents

Which end up killing them

Nothing is all that spectacular

When viewed piece by piece

I See You
I see you

And your divine elegance

How can I resist?

I see you

And your wisdom

Why should I desist?

I see you

And your awesome character

How can I abstain?

I see you

And your comely physique

Why should I refrain?

I see you

And your  supreme charisma
How can I deplore?

I see you

And your infinite grace

Why should I abhor?

I see you

And your distinct mien
How can I ignore?

I see you 

And your sweet passion

Why should I say no?

You are magical

You are a radiant joy

You are addicting

I am infatuated not in the usual way

You are a diamond highlight

And a golden memory

I savor your favor

I savor your flavor

Jim’s Story
A boy named Jim

He hates the name

Gets boring most every afternoon

The exciting cartoons end around one

And his disfigured plastic figurines only capture his attention for a few moments

His feeble brain can’t entertain itself

Hence, he stares into the old English window

Resting his elbows upon the sill

He glances at a barren field

Where burnout poets relieve anxiety

Masters of free verse act more deprave than drunken men

Boy oh boy is the sight depressing

He can’t ponder long enough

To imagine a cross country voyage in an abandoned hears

His box is stale

Cardboard is not his thing for some reason or another

If the TV would do its job, Jim would never even consider watching the poets

The screen puts him into an irreversible trance

This boy has an innate fetish for watching stuff

He’d rather drown a dragon

But wherever he looks he cannot find one

He isn’t capable of drifting off in lovely reveries

He is only distracted by backfiring wandering offs to mindless land

Poor boy, can’t experience the glory of musings

So he stares and stares and stares and stares and stares and stares

And watches

The Slick Souls
The cool slick souls will always be appreciated by me

The elaborate combination of persona and benevolence

Delights over and over again

I love to congregate with persons of elegant mien

Charismatic enticement along with high intellect

Are key attributes

I love people whose spirit just emanates

And whose words eloquently resonate for eons

I love artistic minded folks

And those who appraise my artistic toiling

Preppies

Preppies are in search of the buck

To that I say “Fuck”

Hedonism runs amok’

Our society is down on its luck
Sir!

Sir, are you aware

Of the immense futility

Of coercing me to compose verse?

Verse is a tool
Of free will

You’ve tampered

With a sacred outlet

And you’ve really

Missed the point

You demand

Me to create

How foolish

Of you!

A crucial aspect of fruitful invention

Is desire

And you’ve stripped

The desire away

The deed at hand

Is a noble deed

But it would be most noble

If it wasn’t forced

Someday
Someday all my sincere romantic flattery will not be in vain

Someday my praise won’t cause squirming

It’ll cause elation

Do all my favorites realize my drastic methods?

Can they sympathize?

Can they see my yearning for fellowship?

Someday my interest will be mutual
It’s difficult to control zeal

I wish I could express it freely

I hope they can see I mean no harm

I only mean good will

I can’t help coming off as enthusiastic me
I try and try

Sometimes, breaking both my back and my heart

Someday, I will fall in love

Someday, I will make a beautiful girl blissful by what I say

Not turn away

Uncomfortable

Someday, someone will delight at all I do

“Someday” is the vision, I cling onto

So I can hang in there

Why must my wooing be so unhealthy?

Someday, it will be as healthy as can be!

Today, I broadcast a desperate message

Someday I won’t have to

Someday I will be adored

Someday is the inspiring words I must repeat

Someday everlasting euphoria will come my way

Someday all the toil will be worth it

Someday soon

