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Symbolism of Atrocity

Arms extended upward 45 degrees

Tongues repeating narrow minded adages

A symbol of what fucking what?

You’re ridiculous looking

Aims are corrupt

Abandon you crutch now!

Preach hate elsewhere!

A whole volume of literature hate adorn your tables

We know what you are trying to prove

Rubbing off distinctive phenotypes of the population

That does not make you noble!

Repent, repent! Your evil ways get you downward fast!

Proceeding like a coward

What does it feel like?

Words for the Cool Girl

Cool and awesome and beautiful and intellectual

And fitting for me

Why can’t it be?

Envious, I can get

Tell me, me, me

Your life story

Spending infinite quality time with 

Me, me, me

Entertain me, will ya, pretty please?

Grant invitations

Am I inferior in any way

Because I am not your girl

Introduce the foreign happiness

Please do a little something 

To make some of my hurt go away

Refined lips teeth eyes

(deeper aspects too refined)

Your jazz is my style

Hope of mine is in your hands

Open the gates to my heart

How can I obtain some portion of your loving self?

Love me, me, me

Not other guys

Me, me, me

Tell me your tales

Devote undivided attention

To me, me, me

Lost I am

Dandy and rad and I’m pretty hopeless

You are perfect great

It hurts to know you aren’t my girl

Why can’t you be my girl?

Me, me, me

I’m the one to adore

Questions and Sad Answers

Question, romantics!

How does one hook up with a girl like her grace?

I am burning out how to proclaim my passion poetry wise

Did she forget the passion crush I have?

Lovemaking the jewel, why are situations so opposing?

Exuberance of the grandest

One cannot help maintaining fondness of

Aching in a major major way

Personality to quench the hungriest recesses

Of all the girl wonders,

One has got to ache real bad and be my lover?

Right?

Question – why am I alone?

Would she ever kiss me?

Is the story over?

Will in future, I win?

Consummation

Consumed with urge

Poetically to praise

Girls of high splendor

Flattering via verse

Calling her name

To ensue (and assure) the matting process

Never answered

Following the spirit of mine

On one dearest actualized woman

Enticing savor, influence me

And I’ll zone into the spirit beauty

Of she the one

Tenaciously desiring to use this eloquent soapbox expressing my long urge to hook up

Heart pulse itching to romance

Please just one, at least one

Romance, soon day?

My peace is being loved by a girl of splendid essential

That describes her well

Penetrating charm

Reaches me, clings to my innards

I yearn for more

If she digs me like I dig her

Then oh my!

Sleeping like a sweet girl

Sleeping preciously

Not receiving a kiss can at times 

be torture like

An increasing drive of adoration

She is of the wonderful camp

With every girl that rejects me

Increasingly the union of souls is getting closer

Strong feelings

Human beauty resting replenishing

The skin, the breath, the spirit

To a purifying state

I will take meaningful companionship if nothing else, most definitely

The theme of this like my other poetry is salvation of romance

This is one

One grand girl focused on

My ever shifting focus can’t focus on much full heartily

But on her, there is focus

That says a lot

It’s painfully obvious the force of girls tenaciously control my happiness

Grip me as a wild sophisticated

Glow on me

The glow I need to have my heart beat mirth beats

Not despair beats

Girl Muse

The girl is my muse

She is real and she rules

She really rules

Animated personality

Amazing discovery

Pretty, could be a heroine

Female extraordinaire

Hooked up ---- I’m there

Juiced with vigor

She is a rainbow of gold

A bright color all along

When shall she exclaim

“With your rad self 

I wanna hang and hang and hang!”

Sinewy fingers, fine

Touch my lips with yours

Eyes bright like the ruling sun

Lost in the thrill of those eyes

Its’ you

Yes it’s you

Who can plant the seed

Providing a resounding force of warmth

Innocent, philosophically superior intellectual, excited about existence

Gorgeous like a distilled water foundation

Pure like that too

Great perspectives

Talk to me and dig my groovy self

Kiss my fatigued flesh

Be my girl, girl of soul eyes

Dig me real much

I desire that I acquire a long-lasting connection

Permanently binding

Spectacular program is your existence

I love girls like you

Awesome being

Your essence of self is beautiful

I perceive

You Conduct yourself ever  fantastic, I infatuated melt, 

Be my lover 

Will you eventually?

I like

You

Girls mean a bunch for those like me

And you mean a bunch

Do I express myself

So you in your heart of hearts

Love me as a beautiful person?

Classic Anti Capitalism

It all leads up

Boy was Anti capitalism on

 Bourgeoisie Vs. Proletarian

The working class will win

Right on anti capitalism

Capitalism means exploitation

Bullseyse, anti capitalism

Philosophical based activism

Anti capitalism’s way, Anti capitalism’s way

Capitalism produces atrocities such as racism, sexism, war, sexual taboos, class stratification, degraded passions, misery feuds, the very demonic profit motive

Anti capitalism perceived all this correctly

Concentration of wealth, vulgarity

Good old anti capitalism, got it all down

Viscous cycles of profit motives

Anti capitalism knows

Revolution the answer

Anti capitalism said it

It is the truth

Founder of the resistance to system of evil

Anti Capitalism

Tear the establishment down

In the tradition of anti capitalism

Wide scope of synthesis

Good job anti capitalism, great job anti capitalism

Anti capitalism’s so correct in its repugnant condemnation of sick wicked capitalism

Tear capitalism down!

Make anti capitalism proud!

Things like You

Golden pavement of heaven riches

Not flawed mother nature

Saved

Meadows enriched from pristine landscape

A gorgeous portrait painted by depressed Vincent

Fine precision trimmed colorful blades of grass

A fantasy angel spreading wings

Plucking thy harp perfect time

Soft water quiet ripples

At dawn

 poem, a dance accompanied by classic classical orchestra

Architecture realized by a master architect

Sunrise- sunset the simple pervading beauty

Proverbs dreamed by wisest scholars

Shelves of tomes of world’s greatest lit

Prose inscribed by the loveliest romantics

Robust strides in earnest pursuit of vigor health

Crop of ripe from prime lot of prime land

Nature girl indulging in fruits of the earth

(That is you)

These things in all their elegance are like thoughts of you

Concentration

How can he write so many passionate poems

About the same girl

Concentrated in such a little time?

Passion infatuation seeps like that

Misery’s side effects decrease with the strokes of pen

Misery doesn’t go away really

Only really side effects thereof

She’s the conquering of misery itself

I’m not really happy with the situation

Hold my hand

Be my good companion

At the very least

These poems are having the same theme

My outlet is my vent

Smile drives me wild

Girl thoughts internal weeping

Hands make me ‘ahh’

She charms

Society elevates a different type

Not I, I elevate her

She is da bomb!

I’m down wit her 

Alive and pure, now that’s the girl I want!

Output Always Necessary

Output more

Yes, most always

This is the way to give back intellectual virtues

Lessons shared

I adore the stream of invention

Bewildered, but not to the extent I would be without

Input fantastic too

Output most noble greatness

Don’t lack a desire to formulate words, thoughts and desires

I don’t

The drive to produce my fab outlet is seated pretty deep

Again, this is dance of words to party our existence

For this is the real way to enjoy oneself

Celebration motif of the artist is not spoiled

Like the drunkard’s celebration

This is the antithesis of that spoilage

Pilgrimage Away

I myself do make mistakes

But what we need is a pilgrimage away

Society fucked things up

That’s sad

Tear apart the declining justice

Let’s leave the huddled slush pile.

The same ain’t doing it for anyone

Change, sing about change!

Change of the deepest sense

The alteration of the conditions, so virtue can wave its flag, and vile can rot elsewhere

Conditions of crud are to be fought and resisted with strong might

Explosive Art

Explosive art

(In a good way)

Packaged for mine and yours benefit

Loud like thunder

Positive thunder

You laughed heartily

This fella profited non materially

Satisfied your musing

Created more

A domino effect

The issues of the packager

Deep implications

I see my growth

When does the old me wear out 

and paralyze me with guilt so 

It can’t be marketed any longer

The glory of the territory is a tough job

Noble self searching is the name of the game

So difficult to understand

Make it make sense

Erase yourself, guilt feelings

Leaving only joy, only joy

Disabled groveling, struggling to bear for the packager

We need more explosive art

A full grin, a relived soul

For the production, exhibition creation etc

Please not an anxiety demeanor

Justice for the artists, resolved moral conflicts

From this self made explosive art, provide me with a sense of satisfaction that lingers on

Concrete Back and Forth

This concrete doesn’t move

The bricks are cold

Little hope is, and that which is

Is so concentrated

Landmarks or population?

Nature is prevalent

Sullen sinking chances

Depressing prospects

Is it it or is it me?

Is the environment to blame?

A companion migrated away

I feel much the same

But not so desperate

Once a victim of decay

He escaped to liberty

Is it it or is it me?

Forlorn pleas for fellowship

Blessed souls answer the call

Toiling away

More apathetic than ever

Fishing in the great sea

I cannot see

Victim or victimizer?

Telescope projected peering

Away for the sweetest type of companionship

But is it a periscope?

Is it it or is it me?

Yearning to dance when one only slumps

Why is the grandest center of fellowship so sparse and lacking

Does the overwhelming undermining circumstance pervade the spirit

Or is it just my own gloom mosaic?

The Layman

The layman is my friend

My hero

My cult of fame

My doctor 

My lawyer and everything else in between

My stomach pumper

My faithful icon

My god in an infidel way

My subordinate

My enemy of climax

My stubborn humility

My eastern pain

My minister of misery

My untrained skeptic

My big fat out of proportion shadow

My ugly guest

My plagiarizing whore

My deity dust

My suffering thrust

My motion in commotion

A diluted disillusioned occupancy of a mass of flesh

How come the layman never preaches?

My fashion symbol

My pestilence pus

My disorganized disease

My dual frame of mind

My crippled potato sack

My idle being

My dumbfounded abstract flock man

My reader hating all authors

What I never knew I was talking about

Because I was in the flow of stream of consciousness

My dopey critic

My misbehaved yellow transient

My hedonistic tumbling fool

My side in the thorn

Full of laughter

Full of generic general fun

Full of not too deep imagery

Full of heavy deep blood

My hollow heart of brotherhood

My world’s most individualistic conformist

My too many introductions

My satanic school of sleepy birds

My leader dope

My suicide dope

My baby cradle hope

My excommunicated pope

My sucking leech

My bastard extradordanaire

My phony brethren

My cog façade

My boring bunkmate

My baby thieving stork

My perverse judge of God

My dominating slave

My oxymoron factory

My bratty doormat

My fumbling failure

My fallen disco danger

My casual longing arrogant lazy bum

My incomplete creation of doom

My kidney revolting

My sparks flying high in the bowels of hell

My ageist bigot fortified with milk

My tip top out of shape muckraker

My unjust pilgrim of platitudes

My Juiced engine of roaring downward

My shameful replication

My layman of a stock not the cream crop

Disability or Not?

This disability could be a permanent talent inside?

Could I tap it?

Show me the tricks some teacher

I can add my creative stamp

I am an admirer

And a fan only

I clap in my head

I’d rather perform

If you get my gist

I have my mediums

Who can ignore the titillating medium which communicates so well?

I feel perhaps jealous of the skilled

I covet what they got

If I was in their shoes

Perhaps my current message could speak even louder

I’d attract more

Attempting to save the world

If the auditory element is missing

An artist is liable to lost a large percentage of the audience

The background sound adds immense marketability to the product

But my eloquence, insight, and zest all make up for that

And in all essence because of this, these creations of mine actually exceed the creations of the former

Passion A or Passion B

I was never asked

But if I was

I would now proclaim my answer

Passion A

Passion B

I could make a choice without discontent

You all know how I long for love

Surprising as it is,

There is something I long for more

I will name marry

Never kiss a gorgeous girl

If it means

My name, my poetry, my social revolution actions will not

Spread worldwide

Into the lives of desolate children

Into the fields of deprived farmers

Into the dialogue of advanced intellectuals

Thus into the collective soul of all mean

Till the world ends

If the world does not end

Then indefinitely

Romantic love is trivial in this perceptive

Thus if a choice is necessary I can pass it up

A permanent pervasive etching on history

Is more significant than the glory of love!

Enticing

You are alluring

For all the right right reasons

Brain working swell

Super sophisticated

Classy extremely

You’re a girl who leaps dreams lives

You are passion

Loving life, living fullest

Channel this passion my way, please

Great beings like you necessitate

Plethoras, plethoras more poems

To be written about you

The sake of this composition is celebrating the exuberant beacon radiation of your soul

An original vehicle of praise for you

Of you, about you is my objective --- strong

Some drag their feet to life’s tune

You dance, leap, you lead that romantic life

You see, this is why I want to be your lover

None

Not a single deity

Is my sovereign majesty

Not a rosary beed

Not a mythological creed

No maxim will maximize what is I

Disowning higher powers will cause me to champion my existence

The holy word, followed without second thought, is asinine

The stained blood bruises

The populace gulps the line

He analyzed the story

About his destiny in purgatory

He flinched

Suffering was certainly clinched

The story I decided

Is empty and lacking

Class Struggle

Observe the class struggle, live!

We all could be taking part more

Elated I am taking part some

Revolution is a peaceful engagement best

It belongs to the people

Education about revolution is a goal

Way empowering, too satisfying

Soul wise are revolutionary experiences of revolution

Granted, I romanticize revolution

But of course, we know, revolution is innately romantic

Down with the oppressive bourgeoisie

The protest is the bang great of fulfillment self

After all, revolution is alive and kicking

The ruling press will lie

Disseminating propaganda

Striving to attack the ever-present class

Happy be the man who loves his soul enough to be a revolutionary freedom fighter

The ruling powers

Try as they might

Will not minimize or suppress 

Altruistic uprising

Joining the revolution is one of the better things in life

Yes it ranks up there high

The proletarian will love you for it

Animals exploited will live free quality lives

Is there any reason why not to engage revolution

Supermen are rebels

The Topic of Free Will

What’s your topic?

The immoral morality of society and judeo Christendom

Nothing—nothing is original

It’s all pieces of the environment combined

Weak men strong men

Toil easy for some ambition easy for some talent easy for some

All boils down to all powerful environment

I don’t see their gods

Free will is not real!

To state such is not an option 

Too exercise if one wants to be popular

In our regressive tendencies society

How’s this for a topic?

One, it’s difficult to start on a clean state

All the factors, they be coming at ya

Some of them you can isolate

The rest, it’s more ambiguous

It’s a social factor researcher’s dream

Here is someone who avoids denounces condemns rejects denies free will

It’s because

It’s way because

Experience determines persons

Free will belongs in the circular file of discarding

It does not exist

Reflections

Pensive moments arrive

At the ending of the wonderful

Reminiscing on glory

Pensive hour has dawned

Will she be the piece I can cling to

To fondly remember my joys of this place

During intermission?

The subsociety, I joined

I enriched it, it enriched me

The times were worth it!

Hell ya!  All the way!

Meditative pondering…….

The source of the spring of opportunity is right here at this place

Sad to depart even if temporary

Great opportunity I will miss during vacation

Musings of heart felt by me

I dislike to go

For I leave a most stimulating and joy producing environment

The Freedom Fighters Will Win

Traveled in the bowels of civil libertarian hell

Where economic exploitation also occurs around the clock

I walked into 

Viscous vomit

I purged from my stomach pit

Thankfully, our hero wouldn’t tolerate

He resisted said hell

He would keep pedaling in resistance until sad hell transforms into a heaven

Via airwaves

A fearless seeker transmitted justice

Branded a pirate

A better savior this hell ain’t never had

Held signs of protest

Used that radio thang to pierce the authoritarian regulated waves

There was music

Strong hard-core inherently revolutionary 

Poets also read poems encouraging rebellion

Boy was it one scene

But hey it worked

It replaced the existing demeaning oppressive order

The reactionary’s hearts swelled with rage

Oh well – the evil will always be angry wit benevolent revolutions

The biggest joy and largest fun

Was the post revolution celebration

Poets, activists, rebels, freedom fighters attended

A celebration like that can’t be beat

Just like a vigilant ever determined revolution freedom fighter

Needs for Lovers

Idealistic or practical notions about not needing a lover

Always seemed to be embraced only by those who have had lovers before

Therefore rejected spirits like myself can’t abstain from the fruits we never tasted

Is my observation correct?

Longing for this benefit of life

Maybe it’s not essential total

I have to taste before I can live that truth of strong folks

Fainting, tongue swollen, dehydrated

Hydration is the female

And now you’re the hydration I require

You could be motherly

I could learn to dig that

You could be dominant and I submissive

You could posses and control

My psychology isn’t that healthy anyways

I seem to long, hope at high costs

It could even be temporary

Wanting to feel what was never felt

Tasting the stimulating sensation

To be savored by my soul’s tongue

You are pretty in a REAL way

Not in a pansy fluffy supermodel life lost way

You seem to be me

We seem to fit as a puzzle

The instinct to mate is so tenacious in our species

Therefore until it’s satisfied

If even briefly 

I cannot find peace

You could be that peace of mind, peace of heart and soul

Going Through the Motions or Not?

Are you merely occupying time, the 4th dimension, in our universe, 

Engaged in a semi endeavor?

Or are you really truly stimulated?

Is your cry without doubt?

You fingers are rapidly moving

The mental organ is at a standstill, still

You have your rap sheet

I have mine

Are you just avoiding justice

Occupying space in space?

Halfway there, my pal?

Subconsciously, consciously, do you feel the same

As those who admittingly deny the fact

They are unoccupied

You try to change the setup

Deep down this activity is not provocative?

But you try

Eventually you generate that peace of hypnotic ventures

You’ll be focused totally

If you persist, stimulation will follow

Every moment you have found something to do

Still you are in the uninteresting non resourcefulness person’s state of mind

We do know now

You can entertain yourself always

Even if your entertainment is not fully entertaining to yourself

Continue during times of mundane

Till you find a place you can’t ever leave

Never allow yourself to admit there’s nothing to do

Such is never the case

Boredom is null and void for all my purposes

Toil until stimulation peak

Keep looking if your trigger is not tripped immediately

I like you

Cannot submit to the losing state of mind

I search for action provocative

Always perpetuating in positive motion

Never bored

The flow will come, if you refuse to be dull and anti self reliant!

