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You Are a Coward

You are a coward

The worst type of coward

A coward who fears all other cowards

I defy cowards, personally

You personify cowards

Why?

Cowards are frightened easily

Cowards are petrified by the everyday

Why do you want to be a coward?

What have cowards ever done for you?

The Charade of Everyday Life

Modern life is a charade

A sick game we all play

Onward, pointless soldiers

You can play by the rules and survive

Or you can quit and thrive

Too bad the building blocks of better days are disposed of

Few care

Few have the capacity to understand the evil system

Few object

Romance lies outside, not therein

The Vital Outcast

He loves all of humanity

And none of God

He hates all of God

His foes loves all of God

And none of humanity

His foes hate all of humanity

Loving people is nobler than loving naïve ideology

Beneficence is the virtue which sustains us

His opponent is God!

He’s damned and he’s cursed

Society says he has no morals

No worth

But he’d certainly beg to differ

Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha

Laugh at the sad man

Scold his depression

Ridicule his melancholy expression

He’s a woeful dude so pathetically ridden with sorrow

He hurts to think

He hurts to breathe

All his therapeutic jokes are now guilty deeds

His hilarious refuge is banished with realization,

What’s he to do?

He can’t tell a fucking joke

Without intense doubts regarding its righteousness

He’s confused

He’s no longer amused

Moral society has stripped him of his comedy

What good are his hilarious antics 

If he must always mope afterwards?

A happy medium is out there, somewhere

Comprehension is obscured

His humor creative in its own right

Ushers in its own decay

His smiles are fewer

His heart is heavier

Along with his humor dilemma

He has enigmas to solve

And personal struggles to overcome

He needs desperately to be snapped out of his subtle mourning.

Maybe love and romance would set him free?

Who knows, this poor fellow has never experienced it

He only thought life would be richer

If he was goofier

More are offended than delighted

Cruel, when he is actually the wittiest man on earth

Shamefully, his integrity

His identity is subdued by a prude conscience

Only the intellectual thinks he’s funny

But he thinks he’s absolutely funny

When he doubts his convictions,

His heart weakens

Now brilliant humor is condemned as evil

Soon it will be considered illegal

Kindness kills humor today

He’s a troubled man

It’s either no jokes

Or no hurt feelings

No fun

Or pure thoughts

Either way he’s damned

He ponders whether all comedy is immoral

Or is he just under a false pretense?

Humor has defeated him

Humor is no longer funny

He has a perpetrated a comic crisis

His plight, his dichotomy

Is a gruesome epic

All initiated by a subconscious mechanism

Employed to achieve solid mirth

But it’s destroying his joy

He who can not laugh is a fool

But a moral fool?

Hilarious frolic is so god damn

Baffling for this poor guy?

All shit must be pent up until explosion

Now is that the way to go?

The Sense of It

Sensitivity diminishes in a crowd

Sourness increases in a crowd

The hoodlums love the crowd

The bastards love the crowd

The morons love the crowd

Idiots congregate in the crowd

Scarred puppies hide out in the crowd

Brutes gain power, clout, and influence from the crowd

The cloud is a crowd

A shrewd insightful spectator observes ills of the crowd

The free minded, the free spirited renounce the crowd

Diseased standards are upheld in the crowd

Respectable behavior plummets en masses in the crowd

The vulgar and the vice arise in the setting of the crowd

Sophomoric shenanigans are omnipresent in the crowd

Scapegoats and outcasts replicate in the crowd

The undesirable reoccurs and recurs in the crowd

Rap Song

This is a rap song

No socially redeeming value at all

Every word is a curse

Women, women are degraded

Violence is promoted

Crass Dope is the prize

Rappers are idiots

This will be flaunted

We advocate the dumbing of a new age

Pout in Misery

Why do I sulk?

The answer is simple

The reasons to mourn

Outweigh and outnumber 

The reasons to be merry

Resolution and Fulfillment will be a prequisite

All ads up and takes it toll

The force broom of suffrage sweeps away the crumbs of bliss

I can’t quite cry

So these words are my paper tears

Up and down over and over again

The inner sorrow swells and even hides

The ghastly bitterness can not be totally eradicated

I do my weeping on paper

Sadness is an inevitable consequence of mine

I suffocate on my own despair

This pen, which I’m proud

Is a gentle remedy

Joyous companionship is a grave necessity

Mopping is joyous counter remedy

But the remedy is punishment

The extent is all that varies

Not the condition itself

The exterior seems decent

But the interior is battled and scarred

A stunning contrast may result from time to time

Whether it’s a lie or whether it’s the truth doesn’t matter much.

Because the pain remains

And essential components are missing

Plenty makes me smile

But does anything make me glow?

If I seem to beam with glory

I fool unperceptive others

Myself, and my soul know the truth

I rot like moldy bread

I can’t control my slow decay

I’m so dismayed

Once upon a time or once again?

Profanity Insanity

Too many teenagers eat from closets

Their cures are not satisfying

School is a charade

Without motive or hope

Plenty is force fed

But nothing is learned

The quo choir hollers

Suggestive sadism is a manipulative way

The pulses are subtle

But the thrivings are intense

A whispered dream does not suffice

A spoken analogy only discredits convictionary ideology

Two fathers stand and squirm

And no one appeals to anything but prurience

Stone faces are rot disregard

And the promise for the desolate corrupt impressionable

The ignorant have no choice but dependence

Dominance is smuggled immorally

Rotting trash is the refuge and the outlet

A small minority reveals passion and insight

Insanity is disguised

But it’s not uncommon

A doctor tortures a helpless gentleman

Wrath is despicable

But so prevalent everywhere

Wicked icons do their damage behind the scenes

The conception of the myth resurrects life where there is none

Inner sources of annihilation match outer sources to obliterate a stigma and a vulnerability if to be defended must be concealed

Conscious recognition is a failing

Mad morons pull strings

The fool is so often on top

Muscle is a big depravation

Brute energy compels less

Than bright charisma

Insanity lurks all around

Peering in and peering out

Only the malicious deforming variants shall be resisted

Mother Earth screams at the blood and unnatural evolution thereof

Stars of Creation

I gaze upon those distant stars

Contemplating how their mundane properties intrigue us so

How fucking common place!

How fucking dismal their fate is!

I regurgitate in disgust

Repugnant shit fills my brain

I strive to be much more awesome than the petty stars

I aspire to be a conceiver of stars

I yearn to be the generator of originality

A molder of perspective

One who transforms the existing overtones 

Which describe our natural interactions

Barely getting by

Merely being

Will not suffice my deeper requirements

I will not be fulfilled as a spectator

I must engage in this calling

Time passes away

That insatiable urge trembles through me

If I don’t instigate my wishes

I can not rest

Peace is an intellectual product

The tangibility of my will

Never do I intend to be an ordinary ingrate

I need to be a fucking God!

My cloned images shall shake our great ground

My cloned images will transcend all bodies and obtain universality

Once the door is open

It can not be shut

Slamming is counterproductive

A landmine explodes

Grandiose sights and sounds jamber

I toil to amass huge delicacies of intuitive genius

Disposal reforms into replenishment

The proximity of dormant cacophony is an enormous jewel

Much the same as musical sound

I cultivate erect towers out of lifeless, stale dirt

Creation by no means can be institutionally instilled

Renowned art is genuine and needs no frameable credentials

The ultimate satisfaction is not a green piece of paper

But the sense of oneself

I am not an average relayer

Or a mediocre broadcaster

I seek to make the world

A Foundation

A foundation built upon the most prominent rejects

Piles of sewage bringing joy into naïve hearts

Low culture stakes claim to intellectual condition

Frozen stagnation is what we face

The leaders’s virtues are frauds

The leaders’s virtues are facades

The leaders’s virtues are flukes

The leaders’s virtues are farces

Degenerate culture has its place

Somehow, it’s everywhere

Degeneration is our generation

Devious manipulation pulls us through

Harsh rubbish

Conditioned reflexes

Our machine nature deplores impulsive beings

Our machine nature deplores inventive beings

A hokum based reality

A cracked up gallery

The museum with the frowning souls and the grinning faces

Spoken Outcasts

Spoken outcasts

Lurk in strange places

Outspoken soldiers

Have a rare sense of supremacy

The cog binds a domino effect

Emotions are prizes

Sometimes order is not welcome

Organization can be fatal

The land of alluring gibberish

Is a wonderful place to visit

The land of titillating precepts

Is a glorified place of existence

Inhabitants do good deeds

Statements aren’t always made

Occasionally decorative festivity

Must take precedence

May the urge to concoct

Merge with phenomenal intellect

Altered States of Consciousness

I absolutely love 

When thoughts of love

Transport me into altered states of consciousness

Dreamy you sends me into dreamy states

Feeling average

Feeling bland

Is no good

Being flushed with euphoria induced by your spirit

Is how I ought to feel

Analysis is dandy and shrewd

But flowing dreams kinda rule

Chemicals are idle and fading

I just adore your ability to alter my consciousness

You take me off to alternate realities

And various sensualities

Containing mystique unheard of by the unaffected

Such states enrich my days

Daydreaming is awesome

Dreaming of you is spectacular

Splendid, my nervous system screams when you pervade

Only a dreamy female can affect a dreamer like I

When you exist and persist, who needs chemicals?

The glory of your beauty is tenfold the glory strength of a bottle

Could you allow me to drift in a cloud of ecstasy

Leave me breathless

As breathless as achievable 

Feeling as if I’m speechless

But somehow able to flatter dreamy you

I cannot feel mundane

That will not do

Sweep my mind off its feet

Romantic heroine of mine

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

Let’s Philosophize

Let’s philosophize about the tenacious pressure hanging overhead

Chemicals enthrall us all

And I foresee a vast majority of you all

Joining the extensive myriad

I may be a pessimist in this regard

But you all seek to induce euphoria

You character isn’t profound enough

Your persona lacks sufficient resiliency

Your ethics will be undermined

Soon you’ll be the happiest of happy campers

Or so you think

Inebriation leads to social assimilation

Sorry, but you’re too human

I really doubt, you’ll resist

Few, very few, pleasantly surprise us

This is a fucking battle

I’m not melodramatic

I’m realistic

You love pleasure

But you are pursuing the back stabbing counterproductive variety

Soul misery loves company

You surely won’t perish alone

Enter doom with a gingery mood

It’ll fade

It’ll fade

Wouldn’t you rather embrace neverending mirth?

With your joy comes plenty of pain

But to entice you

It kicks in later

You’re just like everyone else

Lord knows you want to be

(Everyone is like everyone else)

Why in heaven’s name

Should I believe you will not partake in an age old habit?

Everytime you’re merry and fitting in

Remember your soul

Ha-Ha mock my behavior

I’m advancing towards fulfillment

You’re falling from its grace

Melt Melt

Melt the shackles

And commence emancipation

Caring isn’t easier

Apathy is effortless

Little by little

Impositions are abandoned

Generating happiness

Generating glory

Slavery comes in many varieties

Self slavery, external slavery all reeks

Slaves are not fulfilled

Slaves suffer

The master suffers too

Coercion is for scoundrels

Coercion is cowardly

Society is a slave monger

In many persuasions

Society crushes will and liberty

Soon the slaves don’t care

Outspoken voices are envied

Thus displeased

A philosopher would not be going out on a limb

Saying society does more harm than Good

Sorta like Mr. Old Rousseau once said

A Short Ode to Feminism

Feminism rocks

I celebrate your crusade

I admire your brigade

As long as you’re not a sexist adversary

Fuck the misogynist leaders of our past

Push forward with your noble struggle for equality

Eradicate chivalry if it’s oppressive

Don’t lash out at the tender hearted

Please don’t be offended if I would treat my lover

Like a queen or even a goddess

I vie for justice, not chauvinism

Consider me an ally, swayed to your side

Society boxes us

Emancipate yourself from prude sexuality

Don’t shun heterosexuality

That’s not the way to go

Do whatever you want

Ignore society’s confining roles

Actualize your own exciting role

We certainly don’t need primitive impositions

Blossom free from prejudice

I support your cause of grandeur

Mobility and progress leads your march

Demand autonomy and nothing less

Envision a supreme world

Man or woman, we are one of the same

I sympathize

Bad

You see

Negative

Derogatory

Evil

Bad wrong

Literal 

Surface

You are simple minded, clod

You bypass powerful enrichment

Your harm yourself, schmuck

Always read between the lines

With brilliant intuitive care

And graceful artistic flair

The Parlor

Go to the parlor, my son

Rejoice, frolic, have lots of fun

Keno, cards, yathzee, dice

No matter who you are, you’ll find a lovely vice

The parlor, the parlor

Elegant and romantic

Congregation of idle folks

Palace of casual behavior

An informal meeting place

Homely, quaint, not a grand palace

You can relax a little 

Or a lot depending on your persuasion

Concentrate on laughs

Imbibe delicious dry brews

Be a merry person

Rock in the chair like a merry master

Dissolve wrinkles

Evade rules of routine

Be polite, not uptight

Not a slave to etiquette

You are invited to a less than elaborate headquarters

To have a more than elaborate time

These chairs aren’t fancy

But all the people are graceful

Fantasy, incredible images Of fairy tale mindsets

Roving discussion provokes grandiose intellect

Without strain, without pain

With huge ease

Fabricated hokum is eradicated

Glory galore, virtue evermore

Pleasing to type B’s

Therapy to Chronic type A’s

This is the home of eloquence

Exquisite grooming,fablolous flair, sensational style

Groovy times are flaunted

Recreational utopia, recreational mirth

Mr. Straight edge likes this place

His wacky anecdotes earn him terrific, terrific applause

Popularity coerces cigar chomping, but he declines

In the neverending pursuit of soul wealth

Cynics undergo carthagaric experiences

No one leaves here a nihilist

Mr. Straight Edge is certainly not lame

In fact, he’s game for any rousing joyous activity

Go to the parlor

Go to the parlor

Go to the parlor

Go to the parlor

Abide Or

Abide or face the worst punishment imaginable

They underestimate us

They hate us

Doctrine scars our consciences

This is how they keep us in line

They treat us like degenerate idiots

They scare the hell out of us

And ruin our lives

Paternalistic demagogy is their calling

Cowardice dominates

We abide

We abide

We confide

Most in illusionary spirits

For some reason or another

They are suspicious of strong human bonds

And vie for channeling with an obscure presence

An obscure premise bombarded us in a time of great gullibility

Great vulnerability

They fabricate

We hallucinate

They preach of fiery pits and glorious mansions

Scare tactics are the modus operantis

Disease spread, spreading is not justification in itself

Larger than life ideologies are horrible manifestations

They don’t absolve us

They rob us

Our hearts are sick

We don’t need no bulwark in our minds

Why don’t they do us a favor

And rid us of the conspiracy

Creationism

Creationism is glorious and exuberant

Human creation, that is

If I allow the powers vested in me to lie dormant

I have sinned

Every breath should be a novel breath

There’s no way around it on the path to fulfillment

Dreams, both imaginary and peculiar 

Come alive when evolutionary creationism mechanisms are engaged

Angels and devils invent for their own agendas

But regardless of the intention or the end result

The energy and the process is worthy of great praise

Someday I shall cease to exist

Leaving behind my artistic relics plus legacy

To carry on

For an unlimited eon of time

Life is explained by remarkable musings

SO thus our fancies should generate an equally sensational existence today

We can conceive a fantastic legend, a wonderful afterlife

So we ought to conceive a livelihood chock full of invention

A profound miracle of humanity

Is the human imagination

Art is glory!

Art is glory!

Art is glory!

Art is king!

Macho Macho

The macho walk is the walk of the weak

Chauvinism is an ideology for scoundrels

The concept is one all wise folk loathe

Sick persons

And an underlying misnomer based society

The jock mindframe is a primitive notion, omnipresent

A matter of fact of living in confused times

Character is demolished

Virtue is demoralized

The shit lingers and no one cares

Only the most aroused activists oppose

It haunts like a goblin and sticks to the psyche of humankind

The few are confident enough to resists and establish utter decency

The world is falling down

Yet hardly a soul can perceive it

SO naturally ingrained, the force is with even altruistic beneficent neighbors

Who can overcome the oppression?

The mighty refuse

The supreme are not participants

In an ugly game of insincerity

The clutch is captivating

Beauty is subdued by disgraceful mannerisms

The sores are increasing

Again ignorance is emitted

Of the two distinctions, who’s to say who’s injured more?

The elegant essence of the mating process is defrocked and dissembled to smithereens

The crassest by the mostest is the name of the game

The drive for banal fulfillment always leaves something desired in the end

Blunder, blunder

Blunders galore

Seethe the demons with harassing processes

Instigated upon us is a brutal fluke

Harmful and explosive

Those subjected to be glorious bounty are reduced to objects

Love has become an insignificant concept to the idiots of our age

The macho bogus epoch is now a revelation of our refusal to evolve beyond a Neanderthal sexual mastermind

Wovels howl and whistle

People are minimized to prey

Nothing virtuous is appreciated

Naturally, the joy of romance eludes

Pigs, pigs, pigs are happy

While gentle types frown on such filth

Reaction is marvelous!

How many are mute?

How many do not recognize the trouble before us?

The hunter suffers

The vulgar exhibitionism which takes place is worth a shudder and a tear

Perverse tendencies dominate too often nowdays

Rapid fire attempts to boost ego deepens the suffering in the psyche

The chauvinistic approach is an unworthy gesture

Prurient interest is way too prominent for our own good

This is the game that the masses play, an essentially unfun game

The macho Neanderthal walk is not an upright walk

No sound minded philosopher or love loving poet can walk it

Grins of the tender hearted are worth more than the cheers of a crowd of boorish fools

I yearn to please a lover not the despicable onlookers

I can’t walk the macho walk, no way, no how

The macho walk is innately evil and fundamentally repulsive

Of this depravity, one should be critical and ever suspicious

The backwards things must be subverted

Disease

I made up my mind to be allergic to telly sets

I stray from that wicked modulation

Break the box and set an enslaved nation free

Rays of guilt

Rays of waster

The lethargic lump

Not me, my friend

You person, may be precious to me

But I still don’t wanna watch that TV

Black and white, I don’t give a damn

If I steered the reigns of the master control

Things would be great

I’m an advocate of the abolition of this current oppressive medium

Say farewell and better things will come about

You live in a box, everybody

Your own fucking box

I live in a cave

And love it!

I live in the cave of bounty

I am free

Cursing Party

Hey Y’All

Let’s throw a cursing party

Where we can use whatever words we want to

We can say “Fuck” or “Damn” or whatnot

And no one will give a damn

We will have an isolated little party

And swear our crazy heads off

Because in our culture

Cursers are looked down upon and shamed

We don’t need that shit

Sorry, folks, but some of us get a rush from foul language

Cursers are ostracized in today’s world

We are the abused minority

Why does everyone make us feel so bad for cussing?

Cussers don’t need recovery groups

We don’t need to be slandered as addicts

We say “Fuck Off” to proponents of anti swearing legislation

Cursing is damn fun

It’s explicit mirth

No prudes are invited

To our cursing party

If Life

If life was only leisure

How grand it would be!

If lifetime was all leisure time

It would be very spectacular

Too much recreation time can be overwhelming to weak mindsets

Boredom must always be averted for spare time to be joyous

For spare time to mean the most

A constant state of enchanting, enriching mellowing out 

Is a wonderful way to go through life

To enjoy all fantastic social affairs is a blessing

If such a mindframe doesn’t prevent one from deciphering what is and is not evil

Retired folks perpetually occupied with marvelous diversions are admirable folks

Pity who those can not occupy each moment

Pity those who succumb to boredom

An Ode to the IRS

To the men of endless prestige and popularity

You add a new dimension to bureaucracy

You have innovated stagnation

You make me so proud

Our founding fathers could have never conceived of an agency like yours

They would be truly baffled

If they returned

You can coerce 

with a smile on your face

And a soul silenced

You have become totally oblivious to your conscience

Quite a remarkable deed

Few can replicate

The rich become poor

And the poor become transients

But your honorable men

Get better off and better off

Our citizens do not at all mind

Sacrificing their comfort and security

For men of such high character

You skinned the constitution

Then nonchalantly pushed it aside

You had many more important things to do

Our nation would be so lost without you

Mutual aid and consent will not be implanted

Thank goodness 

You are here to prevent that nightmare

Red tape is the key to peace

Auditors are administrators of holy communion

If one does not obey this sacred faith

One will be in hell

You violated our dignity

You exploited our decency

But that’s okay!

Our love for you is unconditional

You rescued our nation from the depths of despair

Mounds and mounds of gridlock

Mounds and mounds of inefficiency

We need not think

We are unconsciously tied to you

Your legacy reigns in an air of ecstasy

You condition so damn well

Cam the CIA even replicate your brainwashing?

We are not even aware of our mental alteration

We unquestionably support you

You soak us dry to the bone

Those vital social programs drone on

Lousy budget management is the rule

We are secondary

It does not bother us a bit

That our wages are garnished like mad

And we support pointless, trivial, unnecessary superfluous governmental functions

You hit below the belt

And we love you for it

Extortion, racketeering, corruption

You know what’s best

You make us feel guilty

Yearning to claim what is already ours

You slick thieves

Brand us a thieves

When we attempt to regain our goods

The IRS

Hardly a better bunch of bureaucratic maniacs to praise!
