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The Validity of Humanism
Is my humanism rhetoric

A futile arguing tool

Against godly wisdom?

When God’s curtain falls

And the doom of Armageddon dawns

I might be inclined to accepted the overwhelming

Will I ever get points of my resilience
For my hard driven fight

To assert the beauty of humanism?

I feel the oneness can recognize humanistic good

Dying for a cause is the definition of nobility

Will I sow fruits for my courage of humanism

Or will God laugh then damn?

Why would the infinite being penalize the well-meaning?

I can ask abstract questions all day long

Tuesday

The whole week

If Christianity is true

It still is wrong

Evidence says God

Philosophy, the sweet thing, says not god

Hence a dilemma

With my soul on the line

The Tightwad Life

A grumpy tightwad wakes up

“Today is another penny pinching day”

Alas for our generation

Assaulted by prudish frugality

What do we get besides anxiety?

All the stingy tightwads might someday go to the moon

But they’d never foot the elaborate bill

Spend a bit, live a lot

Only excess is frightening

Quality is the bottom line

My tightwad congregation

Those lines on your face

Are the epitome of degeneration

Wake up tomorrow

And holler “Today is a spendthrift day”

Piercing Wildebeests of Culture Rebelling Against Themselves

What’s this current fixation with tattoos?

In healthy circles nationwide

I hear nothing but boos

Beauty is not for the foolhardy at heart

The world’s most beautiful

Mutilated her skin

Fair flesh was desecrated
She did herself in

What she didn’t expect was a scar

Indeed it was the largest mistake by her existence by far

The poet at heart is no prude

Like most merry men

He is aroused by a tasteful nude

Unblemished by inks or dyes

He is not attracted to the disgrace of a tattoo

Oh Miss Wonderful thought she was so chic
Oh la how passé

She sure got herself marked good

By a hallmark of a macho sailor

The aberrations of skin are not simply disguised

A haunting reminder of self-despise ingrained without any possibility of removal

She was off the mark thinking

A gross addition would be attractive

Never would a pure naturalist find such abrasive carving provocative
Her sin is irrevocable
The blessing of body was wounded

If the condescending artwork becomes an error like regret, the hardship cannot be erased

Out of bounds individuals decorate the temple permanently; permanent decoration is the vile doing

The operative salvation escape is but one option, operation, painstaking operation

This impulsive decision eroded her gorgeous body

She’s blistering as a plague ridden leper

Defaced, she made herself a freak

In my book, her activity is undesirable wrong

And of course, this is no religious bible thumper preaching

Haste fucks up nature’s gift to man, the human body

To me, it would be downer to be branded with a scab that never goes away

Shucks, the perks are a sham

Disfiguring the birthday suit

To obtain a non-sexy sex appeal

Is what a favored audience of beauty lovers consider unreal zeal

Despicable carvings mutilate the flesh

Flesh is best left innocent

Dream Realm

Dream Realm
Realm of inspiring things

Things of plenty

Plenty to stimulate

Stimulate beauty

Beauty images
Images and scenarios
Scenarios unimaginable

Unimaginable magnitude
Magnitude of cornucopia

Cornucopias of fantasy

Fantasy explored

Explored mental processes

Processes to fuel my intrigue
Intrigue infinite

Infinite pathways

Pathways of sensational nothingness

Nothingness perfect

Perfect randomness

Randomness splendid

Splendid occurrences

Occurrences of drama

Drama bravo

Bravo bizarre phenomenal

Phenomenal jigsaws

Jigsaws titillating

Titillating plots

Plots stupendous, characters stupendous

Stupendous suspense

Suspense with top dog story lines

Story lines I love

Love the realm

Realm of the intellect

Intellect well misunderstood

Misunderstood motives

Motives to discover

Discover the vast wilderness

Wilderness describes well

Well done narratives

Narratives endless

Endless sparkling

Sparkling movies

Movies I can’t find anywhere

Anywhere is depicted

Depicted spectacles

Spectacles to witness

Witness the grandiose creatures

Creatures all around

Around a crazy cranium zone

Zone to perplex

Pity for the Fucked Up

It’s disheartening to see intoxicated drunkards in action

Self-destructive behavior is worthy of laughs at first

When the vile overtones set in

Sympathy, sympathy is brought on

Grieving pity is the most appropriate

Their error gigantic not miniscule

It’s essentially depressing to see regressive activity

Society approves

Any life loving observer will be heartbroken

Taking it all in

Drunkards obliterating their souls to pieces

Yet they maintain a jolly disposition

Backwards recreation is the amongst the most socially accepted endeavor

Forgetting they ruin themselves

Shrewd onlookers are crushed

The scenario is massively horrifying

How can they do this to themselves?
Why do they do this to themselves?

When undergoing such an adventure

Intense evil is generated

Any good produced is shallow and phony

Celebration has become an oppressive orgasm

Total murder of the soul occurs every week

The folks, drowning are avoiding grand life

A zest minded fellow would rather mellow naturally

Excitement does not arise from liquid enhancement

Vast excitement does not arise from useless wasteful ventures
Valuable morals are instilled

By watching weaker ones go under

Pathetic added to awful

“Drunkenness is hilarious”

Drunkenness is majorly depressing

The Saga of an Atheist
The atheist is the saddest man around

He suffers likes no other

Woe and soul famine highlight

His struggles are asinine

A huge monkey is bolted down to his thoracic cavity

He mildews as a grotesque condition

Obstinacy of his surmounts

Incredible ills

The madness is rushed

His brain is a breeding ground for demonic aches

The atheist puts himself two feet in the grave

Hoping his crazed outlook will redeem him

He’s left disappointed

Without a clue or a chance to smile

Alcohol Vs. Cannabis Vs. Nothing At All

Hi, I love pot
Hi, me over here, is in love with beer

I hate beer

I hate cannibals
War!

Them drunks undermine American cultures

Them potheads ruin an American image

Them drunks are fucking ordinary
Them potheads are hippie eccentrics
Liquor decimates life

Marijuana subdues men’s pursuit of professionalism

Uh oh, there comes a sXe dude

Intervening with the most assertive manner

Denouncing the ills

The Mary Jane advocate

And the liquor backer exalt

An alternative method for relief of tension

An alternative method of establishing lifelong bliss

He has chosen

Subversive to the battle itself, he will not take sides

He’s not bursting at the seems like his counterparts

He interjects, “I’d rather be living than dying”

He’d go for converts

But if no one believes

He is a perfect cool role model

He can smile with development of fulfillment

Sure, he’s alienated

But – look at the scuffle unfolding

No hate in his heart

Only a passion for wealth

He feels quite smug refusing to choke on a joint

Or suffocate in a bottle of alcohol

Rightful so

Rollin

Rollin in the meadows

Rollin in the maples

Rollin in the margin

Rollin in the mansion

Rollin in the meat wagon

Rollin in the mattress

Rollin in the map

Rollin in the maggots

Rollin in the mop top

Rollin in the moping

Of all the options

Which do I choose?

Machine Malfunctions

These perfectly good body parts just can’t degenerate

Elegant legs

Power mechanics for justice forever

A diseased machine is a horrific crutch

Leave the limbs in perfect working order for indefinite ages to come

The great building bricks just can’t crumble to debris

The wind propels with the excellent machine

No need to interfere with the operation

The superb poetry just can’t be obstructed

Millions of brilliance enter the central mainframe

Smooth operation is not made when crap comes in

The regressive facility vs. the progressive facility

The progressive facility has an unlimited scope of strength

High greatness?

Low devastation

Progressing is stronger

Nonetheless, regression facilities damage the innocent finesse

The deterioration is invoked by off track programming

Ill it is

Here is, ironically, a spoiled fruit of analysis

No Title No Way

Father Rum sold the old whiskey mill

For a clicky clack printing press

He was way too eager to plaster his chaff

In places banning solicitation

Soon the printing press commission

Prosecuted and persecuted

Father Rum caved into the pressure

Buying back the old whisky mill

At an inflated price

Something was ostensibly wrong

The fermenting machines forgot how to ferment

The holding tanks sure did collapse

Father Rum even divorced Mrs. Vodka

Marrying the intoxicated Queen of Hearts

Bruised by the business errors

He merged his kin and conglomerated

Mother Vodka remarried Father Rum

In the county of legalized polygamy

It was unbelievable

Father Rum felt corrupted by all his success

So he got a second wife

She was no masochist so she grimaced

Feeling a medium pang of remorse

He stewed in the corn patch

Unable to do anything

Father Rum solved his problems

With a quick shot of whiskey

No wonder Mother was always so finicky

The Redemption Process

Cleanse of my limitations

Renew oh spirit of poetry

Allow to escape stale jail

Let me enrich the world with dynamic variety

Allow intuition and sensational assembly to chart its course

That slick invention process will redeem anyone who attempts

Pouting Sulking
Pouting does me well

I’m not a happy fool

I see all what’s worth grieving about

My condition is horrendous
I suffer intellectually

Companions lighten a load

One ally strengthens my frayed soul;

Sulking warms me up
Sulking is redeeming

Sulking is my invisible friend

Learning

I didn’t learn it from the Taoists

I certainly didn’t learn it from you

Nor from the purging wilderness

The genius man don’t exalt enough

How sublime sublimation is 

It works

Control is tough

Ultimate result is catharsis
The message is twofold, audience

It’s exploration in a non-material realm

Wisdoms is speaking from each corner

It’s there

Not scary

Therapeutic
Experience, the clichéd age ain’t so clichéd

Time to disclaim the misnomers of the length of experience

I emphasize quality

Youth can have fucking massive quality, gents!

Thanks to You

Thanks much

For cleansing my wounds

At least temporarily

Momentarily alleviating misery

I’m working my way back on top

The inner top

Self-explored self-conquered self-peace
And you restored a little

Transcend the torture
I was able for a bit

Hopefully this sanity will a lot
So I can be an absolute winner

A thank you note

For inadvertently extinguishing a deadly flame

For however long it may be

You helped

I was relieved

How long can it last?

Bet you’d never speculate

You were doing me a favor

When I was doing you a favor

Feelings

Harboring these feelings

Learned that feelings are very fickly entities

Just a taste of a lover’s breath

To go steady for even a day

Rotten feelings, more often than recommended, are harbored

Oh well, getting stronger and better

To feel a fit body pressed against mind

Just a single romance to erase inadequacy’s slate

To feel romantically loved and important

Now hardened

Nice to be softened

Wrapped Up

Wrapped in shreds

Bleeding from exhaustion

Tortured by the humming

Buzzing by the humming

Buzzing bees go-go

Dancing a heartless heart in cognition

Plastic bundled

Prettier than a lazy river

Rough in traffic

Saddleback broken

A forgotten board game

Dumbfounded in pain

I man of the earth

Swallow it whole

Mummy Muhammad Cleopatra

Nothing stolen from the vigilantes

It could have been me maybe Keith

West of the wind

Fast on the bridge

I reckon it was a ghost

Sly coy fox out ear back good

Never mind the monkey bars

The séance spots the rum pouches

Heart Crusade

Heart crusade, oh yea

Working on a promise of the soul

World won’t halt

But will it heed?

Heartfelt conditions

Lines for a good purpose

The pressure is not deserving to buckling under

Art, the fact, innately heart

Every composition a heart crusade, oh yea

More Tears

The pleasure of honest tears

Is squandered

By the fools

Who use tears for manipulation purposes

Precaution about That
I advise

Be wary of man’s institutions

I see, through philosophical examination
Ask yourself why the nitwits and jerks are frequently in control

Why does power frequently rest with the most inept?

I looked beneath it

And didn’t like the oppression I saw

If one does not observe critically one won’t understand
I object with dissenting statements

The vile features of society cause alienation

Of the perceptive hearts out there

These infrastructures deserve to decay
Lovers
Lover who is 40

Lover who is 20

A dangerous lover

Sadomasochist lover

Lover submissive in all rights

Lover of that and this tone of pigment

Lover that hates me

Lover that calls me God

Lunatic lover

Philosophical lover

Promiscuous much lover

Poetry fond lover

17th century lover

Lover omnipotent over me

Hardened lover

Vicious type lover

Lover full of lust

Lover of top morality

Centerfold lover

Lover crass

Lover all the way elegant

Lover to kick my ass

Feminist lovely lover

Misandry love

Heartless love breed

Hopeless girl lover

Bisexual demented lover

Purely sick lover

Dark black lover

Beauty queen #1 lover

Madonna Lover

Enthralled in I day and night lover

Goddess lover

Servant lover

Soul lover

A liberation supreme love

Visionary lover

Rare innocence lover

Sister lover

Mother lover

Prude lover

Nymphomaniac lover

An adventurous lover

A rather tame lover

One piece of me lover

Polygamous lover

The raunchy lover

The depressed lover

Anti-intercourse lover

Jock girl lover

Carbon copy of me lover

Then I’ll marry the best

Or them all

(Postscript: Not many in our culture advocate polygamy; it’s not as bad as it seems; it can in fact be very fine and dandy and lovely!
And moral!)

Word Association

Word Association

Associates of Grueber and Palkan

Law firm

Handshake of a man

Married for life

Hell, hell

A beer bottle in a drunkard’s hand

Cocaine junkie

Sigmund Freud
Kook

Nuts Squirrel

Sigmund Freud
Bizarre Ideology
Psychoanalysis
Over analysis
Sigmund Freud

Out of date ideas

Elaborate analysis

Sigmund Freud

Sex maniac

Insanity

The therapist

Traditional schemes

Unorthodox interpretations

Pervasive thematic attitude

Sigmund Freud

Founder of modern psychoanalysis

The drug industry

Industrious derelicts

Sigmund Freud

Scrutinizing reader

Desolate scientist

Sigmund Freud

All important childhood

None important adulthood

Sexual fantasies

Sexual obsession

Sigmund Freud

End of Poetry

Stop writing poetry poet

All poetry corrupts children

No more! My beatnik like man

All poets are bad!

My kids won’t be exposed to your work

Your time to perform never was

Now you will go

Don’t feed your garbage our offspring’s way

No positive attention will you get

C’mon censors, time to ban the profane anti-heroes
Mr. Poet, no more of you

Mrs. Poet, my enemy, we are rid of you

Destroying This

Can I destroy this?

Not yet

No.

“This” has a lot of use

The tension, the anguish could be a red flag for destruction commencement

The option somehow isn’t available
The wish is an affirmative motion

Repressed unsublimated 

Is the virus for the blues

Hang in there

The vital work is gonna lead the world sometime

The hope of prominence persists gently, transporting despair’s desire to the wayside

Ambitious longing is the odd prayer

Halfway violate contents demand world acclaim, acclaim like no other

A note posted permanently exclaims “System will not shut down

System demands to land in the land of distinguished systems”

Even if the circuits are going bonkers, absolutely

I cannot destroy the system ever

The jurisdiction is out of my handling

This system can go berserk nonstop but no excuse will justify its termination

The systems moans and bleeds

Crash and burn

The system strings whimper for relief

The synapses are too despondent

Still I cannot destroy this

Without Ulterior Motive

A radical idea, ya know

A harsh pill for western society to swallow, ya know

“Oh my lord, this dude does not value the supreme western value.”

The dominant motive is here forth removed from the doings, dude

Something will be done

Without the most prevalent ulterior motive

He is clashing radically with the dominant hierarchy ya know

Remove this motive

You have sheer desire

Desire is the sheer building block of liberty

Every act done without the western ubiquitous ulterior motive is in some extent, noble

Creativity is its own benefit

The radical man is no creativity whore

He requires no endorsement or compensation

The art contribution is done for its own sake

Eerie and queer is our world

Real love exists isolated from tangible reinforcement

“Even the teaching career is tainted since it’s used to make a living”

Charity is truly only charity when done for its own sake, without further reward
Editorial Cartoonist Hide and Go Seek

Where are the editorial cartoonists when they are needed the most?

Out in the red room

Dunking donuts

Swapping shop talk stories

About past days

I scream loudly

Brutish culprits go unexposed

We look for the satirical ink

It’s idle on permanent break time

The bellies are stressed

Expressive brass belts

Time to draw a few cartoons

And burn a couple calories

Tactical combat is on our side

It, however, does no justice

Lazy as fuck

I read a classic cartoon

Mocking graft in high places

I chuckled mercilessly

The villains were shell shocked

No other conditions for villains was then possible

It was too late to repent

One more nail in reckless tyranny’s grave

Yes, commentary is a weapon in itself

That newspaper, saturated with greedy advertisements

Leaped out with joy, as I saw the best damn caricatures of wicked men come alive

Poking fun at the loser leaders

Is good for all of us

Loutish behavior never seems to stop

The stone throwing niche carving editorialists do

Near Reflection

Reflection when we used to play like gay birds

With gay birds

Who had the heart to take those carefree days away?

The candle was our heated passion

Yesterday was my favorite

I myself made it that way

Catch a glimpse of the ski hill

I will coast forward, downward, onward

Into a sea of peaceful meaningless waves

Transfixed on the stairs high above there

Flying away breathlessly into the not demonic clouds

Sightseeing the great world

With a true love ubiquitous there

Catharsis is so many spots

Innocence, great innocence, hallmark of purity

Nostalgia, a sweet sound to my vulnerable ears

Remember how I use to pioneer every step

Remember how I manipulated the world’s pieces

Today some of it still rings true

Societal Systems

Societal systems are anti-human

Our statist organizations

Our fundamentalist faith

Societal systems are pro-oppression

They squash us ants

Authority ridden institutions oppose individuals
Democracy, which is not a front of humane governance, subdues the spirit of personhood

When coercion lingers in the background, total peace is impossible

Multinational conglomerates proliferate

As autonomy disappears from daily life

In the modern era, we must make horrific sacrifices

Propaganda is a huge aspect of our national setting

Malicious paternalists nested everywhere
Zest ideas

The creative foundation

Never reach the drawing board

Due to the actions of wordily suppressors

One must always assume the position of investigation in our modern time

Liquor Container

Hold your fucking liquor container

And talk bullshit to me

No, that isn’t right

Fuck, that isn’t right

I don’t need the anxiety you cause

Drink yourself sick

Drink like a fish

If you really want to

Granted, I will pity you

Dearly

Pity me for the damage your imbibing has afflicted

I can’t stand the bottle

It is vulgar position

Rotten mildew

You fuck yourself up

Then haunt me with your demonic rendition

With every sip, you dehumanize yourself

Your actions make no fucking sense

Put down your drink and enjoy life

Instead of blatantly evading it

Liquor is wicked

It can’t be underestimated or ignored

You make me sick, sick, sick

Your clout in society is mountainous
Is difficult to overturn

Somehow 2 and 2 are 3

You see the world without any clarity at all

Poem
How can one be friendly

When afflicted by miserable terror

In the pit of one’s stomach?
There is beauty in lightning

Thunder is a saint

Every insight is pure

Thank goodness the turmoil had been fleeing in the recent

Is one a better fuller being due to suffering?

Values decay to the increasing all-encompassing forces

Domain

Much ground is covered in his masterpieces

In other words

He cultivates not just an isolated patch

That’s the Excalibur way for it to be

They chant of only either love or politics or religion or sex or nonsense
All turf is encompassed

Whatever the world presents

Is fair game for coverage

It’s sure tough being original

It will be done

One Line

Line one

Despondent Items

Sad displeasure bleeds here

Emotionally open

The wounds do grow

Happiness is an abstract obscurity

Found a medium to vent

Taxed without solace

Meaningful friend out there

In the cruel universe

The pen is a scalpel for the heart

