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Bottled

It’s boiling

Express the discontent

Vent the outrage

I know which side I wanna be on

Bonded before with the bad side

Passionately linked with the heroes

Can I detach from the tyrant rulers?

Express your inside resided angst

When ya harm our brothers and sister

It hits our hearts

And we wanna alter the wretched circumstance

Will the world ever evolve to such a state

Where we determined revolutionaries are not required?

Some allow energy to destroy themselves

We will march with the struggle

Till salvation day

All the good people’s share sisterhood and brotherhood

We are linked

Don’t injure anyone

Or we will retaliate justly

We love

We demand the right life

We fight for good

You too can join the heartwarming crusade

Keep working for the vision

The struggle is prime catharsis

Disappointment
I am disappointed

Someone’s conviction broken again

I feel sorry.

I haven’t caved in yet

Still I uphold the beautiful ethics of the X

One by one the dust is bit

I spit

My heart sinks

The battle empowers

I wage it alone cause so many fall

Who’s gonna stick in it for the long run?

I know I’m gonna be posed to try hard

Support is rarity

The channels of support just aren’t there

It’s very justifiable to express disdain over the moribund (those giving in)

I will try not to be pretentious

But still let all know it’s depressing to see a soul leaving the X

You are human, that I know,

But I just can’t stand you leaving the emancipation situation

I wanna die sXe

Why have you contaminated yourself?

People are too weak?

Hope I’m always strong

Some standout fairly long

But they eventually have a breaking point

God, I aspire to never ever break

I am of the saddened persuasion due to observation

Of someone going bye bye sXe

A disposition of heartbreak

They just don’t learn

Hedonism just ain’t better

Than the majesty of principle

When you renounce the X

Through hedonistic deeds

You damage the soul

The soul is paramount!

Some things are just better not tried

Hopefully a positive of the perishing I see
Is a rock strong reinforcement of my commitment to this grand way

My high is sXe

It beats the banal high of drug crap

Why do the masses fail?

Why do those with commitments

All of the sudden just say fuck it?

Disheartening

It is to see those who you had faith in, crack

Realness far surpasses the fabricated chemical malarkey

I am invigorated from the interaction of the sXe minded

You sXers rock!

The glorification of base ecstasy

Is enough to make us romantics cry sadly

Ruined lives spark tears of sadness

sXe sparks tears of exhilarating joy

Go sXe

I cherished the wisdom and fun I gleaned from you

You not fucked up like the rest

Conversation with the drunken is secondary if not empty

I cherish the wisdom of the girl who realizes the dangers and follies of inebriation

Apparently only an elite few

Wear the X of sXe for all of their existence

Those brave warriors for inspiring

Heartwarming is solidarity

With sXe brethren

Though it’s rare

I relish it

Many many resist the redemption of the X

Buck the grain – be loyal

Stay my brethren for life

Those who remain pure

Are triumphant champions

I’ve gotta remain strong

Powerful so I don’t mishap and crack

I got the respect of others and myself to uphold

So I’ll live the pristine way of sXe

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

Awe
Loving that subtle wisdom of yours

You’re vibrant too

Noble, dedicating your life to the right doings

Your reassuring voice

Your amazing presence

Now I realize you got lots of wisdom of you

Fond of you

Forgive me for my transgressions

Let me learn to clear my mind

So I can focus all the attention of the wise things you are saying

In an hour, I learned how wise you really are

And the splendid insights into human nature we share

I like you a lot and I think I could like you even more

As I get to know all the enlightenment that exists in your soul

You live right, my comrade

I know you dig me

Just to let you know I dig you back

When you leave, you will be missed

Greatly I feel

Groovy experiences with you await ahead

Not that many hours left to experience you

Soon you are leaving, alas

You are absolutely real!

Realness cannot be duplicated

Here I glorify it

The essence of you, I praise

Love Defeats Tension
Come talk to me

So I can get to know you

Let us know each other deeper

Never, it seems, do I get my chance

This opportunity I covet

I can’t even get to the point of being able to ask you out on a glorious date

Passing by again without a lengthy pithy interaction

Sighting ya hurts

Cause it means not enough discourse to satiate me

I have dreamt of blissful future events

How do I capture your focus?

I know interaction can lead to hooking up

Or pleasure enough on its own

What I wanna do

Is hook up with you

You can have the privilege of being my first

Make it happen

I wish hard for that

Maybe it’s a lot

Maybe it’s really not

I’m a good fella

Now I’m open vulnerable

Please don’t gash the wound

Cross my path long enough

So we can mingle of wondrous things

So you can adore me and ultimately we can hook up

If I can’t write fancy

I still am sparked to cherishing moments

Rare as they may be of your grooviness
When you first kiss me there will be no rigidity to my bones anymore

Blessing of Spring

Since trees disappeared for this paper

I will be elegant and thoughtful on this paper

To justify its use

Our industries are too foolish

To utilize the oh way mighty hemp

But let it be known that my use

Is very constructive

The joys of spring

Spring is my fave of all the seasons

The birds chirp

The grass is reborn

This life

I feel most alive in spring

Most at peace
I am most exuberant

Spring tempts me to lay on the earth for long times

Spring plants images of festive picnics with groovy girls that love me

Spring is grace

How can a war ever be fought in spring?

Spring spurns spectacular splendid vitality

Spring exemplifies the jubilee of your

Spring is the epitome of celebration’s bounty

I am reborn

New life flows forth

Can any other season even began to compare

With the temperature magnificence

That occurs in the season

Of the Vernal Equinox?

I am enlivened by the abundant beauty of the Vernal Equinox

The season exemplifies best the glory of living

Inspired to poetry

Motivated to appreciate sublime simple joy

This turn in the cycle

I adore the most

After frigid bitter winter

The mild gusts of heat are refreshment

I feel most in touch with all the animal and plant life during spring time

Spring reminds me I am alive

Spring is life’s wondrous gift of plenty

During spring hours

I am tuned into my highest spiritual essence

Birth is the metaphor

The climates most resembling spring eternally

Are the blessed climates

Spring is mirth constantly perennially

I am endowed with splendor

To all those fatalistic theistic fundamentalists

There is spring

A grand quite grand reward

It is all pleasures of life

I am renewed

I hath experienced the zest of spring time

Fundamentalists, how can you dare say life sucks?

We have the majestic season of spring!

World, Grand pronounced announcements:

I sincerely love and relish spring time

The Persona of the Editors
Editors reject a prodigious amount of writing
Some optimists find good in pretty much everything

You see, editors consider a vast majority rubbish

Few poems are worthy of publication

C’mon editors you gotta love more

And find more virtue

The writer’s job isn’t always the easiest

Some writers seek no profit

Only desire the recognition of publication

To a common editor

Pretty much everything sucks

Hoe can editors be good friends

When their deeds are those of anal retentive grouches

You see, poets uplift humanity

Editors reject

Why this tendency to reject, reject, reject?

Writers don’t find rejections keen, damn

You editors seem to thrive on griping, get a grip!

Editors dis the joy of poets and novelists

Editors clearly are unfulfilled

Where is praise, senior editor?

Are jaded responses endemic

To all those of the editing persuasion

Nothing is good enough

Editors love slam books

Some like to fill slam books

With the names of every writer they ever rejected

Thick ass slambooks

Not a way to optimize mirth, gentle ladies and gentle men

Writers are too familiar

With the characteristics trying to be congenial, all to formal, rejection slips

Treasures exist in life and writing

Lots of bountiful treasures

Too much crap is published

Too many masterpieces are bluntly rejected

Hey, it harms the esteem of a writer to be, gulp, rejected

In essence, editors are increasing the misery and angst in the world

Boo bah Boo Not Dear, Editors

All of us will be quite happier if you learn to accept with love

More writings

Both the readers and the writers will celebrate jubilantly

Hey hey hey editors open your heart to all the good writing out there

When you rejected nonstop, people are deprived of darn good writing

Unnecessary

The latest chronicle of me worrying too much

Few things if any deserve all the consternation

Another justifiable reason for me to need a girlfriend

Like the sweet blonde girl

She would “It’s all good”

And I’d worry no more

Anxiety severs some healthiness
A stressful boy here could be at a peace

With a kiss from that blonde girl

It would be ever so groovy to have a groovy girl

To confide in

So I could obtain the relished reassurance

Maybe she would be flattered

If she found out I dig her

I hope she would be

It’s about time some girl would be flattered at such a thing

Why would I need to worry

When I could hang with an utmost pretty groovy girl?

My wants are advancing too slowly

How can I sway her over?

We’d take lively walks through pristine nature and be refreshed totally

I would like it very much

If you could be my first lover

Yeah, I would like it very much

Vs. Society

Society I must deal with

Violence I must oppose

Organized Ethnocentric Religion, I must renounce
And parasitic degeneration I must somehow tolerate

Organs of emotion bring joy

Does it seem as if the person

Without emotion suffers the most?

All the chaos leads to eternal  confusion

I can’t make sense of it

Rationalization can lead one astray

Hence, the heart is a fantastic guardian

I want the truth

But I am baffled

Devotion to which belief with fulfillment the most?

Which side deluded me?

I can’t die until I muster some profound strength

I yearn for meaning

Despite all the murky clues

I ponder in abstract vein

Secular humanism seems to generate more sensational goose bumps
Than religion does

Both pessimists and optimists are realists in their own eyes
Of the choices God or Self

I choose self

Contact

The body mandates some sensual touches

I could start to shrivel up

Some kisses

Making out would unravel the shriveled up condition

It could make touching seem easy

Physical contact is imperative

The best is sensual, it’s needed now

Please don’t construe this as shallow

Stimulation of sensual sort

To lift the heavy burden off

Like with mediation

All strife can be released

Touching feels good

I wanna make out

And become a body freer person
The first is like the best

For that I wait long

Physical situation is critical

When I get it, I will also be closer to peace

I want  this joy too

As of now, I am deprived

Some

Some play sports

Some play cards

But it should be

In all our fabrics

The desire to invent

The desire to invent is a high craving

Rampant laughing is marvelous

And is an occasional diversion

Needed by all of us

He won’t invent

She won’t invent

They are losing out

We can either play the game

Or create the game

It’s our choice

Creative minds are great

So is fabulous innovation

Originality is the key to healthiness

The imprint must be left to be venerated

Known!  For eternity! Bingo!

I must always be able to invent

Wonderful brilliant creativity out of all air

Wrong Heroes

Movies seem to tell us

Heroes congregate in saloons

Get tanked on some hard stuff

Obtaining strength from the plastering concoction

These movies portray a lifestyle that is really not right to venerate

Our heroes are rotting inside and out
Our comedians slosh their mind to dull dormancy

How can we possibly want this?

Where did real exuberance go?

Why do we idolize those who are slaves consumption wise?

Are these role models just hedonistic insecure?

The slight cabal of our hero worship is shameful

It’s hard to admire a trashed folk!

We grovel

When we should perhaps reconsider

Those who extol unhealthy ethics action as wise

Once again society fails us

Corrosion ingestion erodes the essence of hero

But we applaud when we view depravity of the men and women

We exalt

Genius stems not from a tavern

But from a clear constitution

How can I help but disapprove of self-polluting deeds?

God, movies reflect poorly on the states of virtue

The cowardly behavior is touted as courageous

The cowardly behavior seeks debilitating havens

The huge heroes are the clean and sober ones

Opportunity Present

Have you ever scavenged through a tome collection

And not found what your heart was set on?

The blanket of pamphlets sometimes just don’t get to the meat of the matter

Weighty un dry volumes filled with juice

Call out humanity’s wise soul

Romantic people can feel alienated

By mundane surroundings

It is their job to fertilize the dirt

Invest the hours opposed to beating them blue

Cultivate the soil

See what will grow

Try to find glory

Despite the seemingly onslaught of drudgery
Down with the subpar direction

Unstimulated intellects weep

Provocative stimulation is everywhere, under every rock

It’s your job to find it

Would a better fruit result

If mindset was altered

Opposed to change circumstances

Down with the lame foolish

They are claiming their poor resilience is the way

It’s not

We all can learn

That it’s most amazing

When we rely on ourselves

To cultivate something out of what looks like nothing

The best of us find virtue in all things

Salvation Thoughts

I got salvation on my mind

Eternal life plagues me

I wish I could be set free

What’s a poor guy to do?

Truth can’t be determined?

Guilt is among the worst of human inventions

It’s THEIR favorite weapon

Where do I walk?

Perhaps we’d all be better off

If this shit wasn’t an issue

The soul is aching

The minds are overextended

Don’t we all

Wish we could be
Like the wise beautiful girl

Who doesn’t deal

With this dogma rubbish?

Like she said

I would be happier

If I didn’t have to wade through the swamp

Introspection isn’t all fun and games

Although ultimately it empowers

Sensuality

Sensuality

I can’t express it

Flattery

Let me use it

The live, the prose composer

Seeks love

It’s time to play the role

The classic romantic lover

Long overdue

Alas said a million times

Sensations never felt

A lover just can’t die without love

All the material is going to waste

It’s a waste to see it lie undeveloped like that

Fools have fallen in live

Trillions of time before

Hence, a non-fool is deserving of the same

Nectar untasted

A female untouched

Lips not kissed

Will I find what I seek

Soon before I cease?

Connecting with an elegant woman

Is being human

The fulfilling tendencies are dormant

Much too dormant

Rose passion is knee deep

But undirected

Drowning the possessor

The unselfish wanting to share

Love is derived from the colors

Of the female rainbow

The Library
I had the weird itch

I just hadda behave inane
So, I went to the intellectual bastion

Which we call the Public Library

And behaved bizarre and demented there

A perfectly innocent fellow

Was minding his own business

Reading the book

“Communism – Russia’s First Years”

So I pointed my pointer finger at he and exclaimed at the top of my marijuana ruined lungs

“We have a Communist before us, quarantine him”

“Huh?” was the look on his face

I frantically hollered, “Communism is bad!  Purge your nation of that plague!”

A mousy dainty frail librarian approached

“Sir, you are going to have to keep it down, the library is a place of quiet.  You are disturbing other patrons.”

I barked back, “This is a free country.  We have the right of freedom of speech”

She grimaced, “Sir, if you continue to be disruptive, I’m going to have to ask you to leave”

“The constitution explicitly spells out our right to freedom of speech, that is a fact”

“Sire, please the premises”

Gesticulating like a madman and bellowing at the highest decibel, I shouted,
“You commie dictators are trying to take away all our freedoms

I fought in Nam to rid the world of you tyrants.  This is America.  I am free to speak my mind.”

The other patrons were not pleased

A sinewy gentleman in a tuxedo hissed, “Shut your mouth, you are spoiling the dignity of the library for all of us”

Right then the librarian got the help of a hoard of rent a cops

My, my, I smelt trouble

The biggest and baddest of the bunch screamed, “You are violating the rules, therefore we are required to escort you out”

I yelled in retaliation, “I am not!  In the library, there are no rules.  Anarchism is the rule!”

A timid troubled boy whimpered, “That dumb head is a traitor.  Get him out.  This library was all peaceful until he came here.”
With swift logic, I replied, “You are the communist infiltrator.  You seek to overthrow our government and establish authoritarian communism.”

The boy, confused, retorted, “No! I am a full blooded American Capitalist!”

Then I picked up the book he was reading entitled Ronald McDonald Visits Disneyland, “What garbage you read!  You are trying to subvert American democracy.”
The guards had ugly expression on their faces

“Any more trouble with you and we are calling the real police.”

Of course,  my response was, “You are fascists!”

So I stuck my tongue out at the gang of guards, “Ha ha I am the only American here.  The rest of you should be convicted of treason and shipped to the Commie state of Russia”

Then one more time I bellowed, “I HAVE TOTAL RIGHT TO FREEDOM OF SPEECH”

The smallest rent a cop slyly responded, “Freedom of speech has its limitations, son.”

“No, it doesn’t.  No, it doesn’t.”

So the real cops came

I called them some dirty names

Then I was driven to county jail

Booked and written up

I got a fine of $1,003,132 for disturbing the peace

Clearly, the library is not a bastion of freedom of liberty

Communist dictators run our libraries today

Man, the audacity!

They tried to tell me, I can’t scream and holler

Wherever I damn well please

This is America

Ain’t It?

Disturb the peace whenever you can!

For chronic habitual occurrences of disturbing the peace

Is the sign that man and woman are truly enlightened

Disturb, disturb the peace

All the way to the bank

Yesterday was mail day

I got nothing but direct advertisements

And gross bills

It was one of those days

I wish I would have kept the mailbox shut

Or if it realty had to be open

Squirt peppermint fragrance in it, so my olfactory organs can be stimulated upon opening

I got nothing good in the mail today

So what did I do?

Do you wanna know?

I called up the Postmaster and complained

That my mail sucked

I suggested that someone be fired

Because I did not good mail

Yay for me!

Silly Poem
Another silly poem

To waste your mind

You do not need a fool too bad

This poem makes little sense

I’ve done several poems like this in the past

Isn’t it funny

That at the end of a volume

He has the tendency

To conclude with a poem that is tenuous

Just so he can go to the perfect number of pages?

Man, that’s crazy

All you crazy cats

Heed and listen

If he does this

So what?

Yeah, so what?

Think about these ramifications

And stipulations

And ponder the repercussions

Why is the page number so important?

So paramount

It just is

So there!

He writes damn good poems

Even the poems there to fill space at the end of the volume

Yay, three cheers!

Hey, sir, before you’re done

Stick in a mention of the ever notorious atheist

Madalyn Murray O’Hair

Well done

Madalyn Murray O’Hair

Was arrogant and obnoxious

And had a hot head

She was not even tempered

She was closed minded and stubborn

She did have guts

And she wrote extremely well

She loved her cause; that’s for sure

We owe her many thanks for being courageous and dogged

And perceptive enough to discard Christianity fully

We can laugh and satirize her

Because she is such a character

Definitely!

It’s hard not to have such crazy mixed feelings

About someone like Madalyn Murray O’Hair
One loves to love her and also to parody her.

Madalyn Murray O’Hair

Patron Saint of Atheism

Wow!

Flash, zoom!

She’s entertaining and of endless interest

Hip hip hurray

Madalyn Murray O’Hair
