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Alone Like an Undiscovered Island

Alienating fellow humans

Humans are alienating

I can’t fit in sync

With the mental wavelengths

Relating is most hard

All the faces

None to relate

To yours truly

An alienated person can have joy

Just feeling detached from the human race

A separate species

A weird hybrid

No others are assembled 

In the same way

Can’t be understood

Often misunderstood

Out of place in the land of homo sapiens
A foreigner

A foreign alien

Lovely though

This is the root of novel uniqueness
Thus interaction is impaired

This person can’t often mix with the world

The anatomy of complex eccentricity

Some gentle sweet folks try to understand

Incompatible to almost all

Incompatible with most all

Desperation in the breath

I am in my own world

Occasionally folks get a glimpse of it

Rarely enough do people come to visit

No one inhabits my world, it seems

I alone exist there

Brooding
Brooding in a dark mood

Fellowship of romance and platonic desired both

A twist of sadness

Expressed every time
I long for the never-ending minutes of people groovy and nice

So I can’t brood

More I cry

Listen to my cries

Leaving leaving is painful painful

The long bridge is there

The bridge is too long

Downbeat

Mastered the despair

Call on to honor

Soon the hours of cheering will be dormant

Touched by all the moves

Sadness resides in the hearts of those who love the most

Writhing with the misty dew of bleak days

Undercut by the enormous possibility

Spoken to them not frequently as would have been liked

Abolish the absence

For I am human

Bonds matter

It’s a feeling of agonizing granite decomposing

Evaporating are the sources of vibrancy

Not imagining the decadence of the ruins
Of rejection whether personal or not

Almost morbid like

Microcosmic tears
Raining on a vulnerable soul

Crushing the worth

We hurt

Struggle on nevertheless

Someday somehow victory and loving contact

You are valuable

Hang on so you can be on top of the world sometime

The sorrow hurts the soul

The sensitive respond powerfully to what the others balk at, this is their virtue

Heavy weight of the mourning

Forlorn endorphins are the prominence

Downcast rays

A message of gloom

As one gets out of this

One gains some weapons for the arsenal

Aspiring to cherish the trophies of living

And soulful stimulation is the anthem

I pledge to keep going

The satisfaction of winning

Even if not gotten every really

Is fuel to keep ya going

An urgency in the word

A pitiful benchmark of current state

All come here at least once in awhile

Egregious the words must sound to fully joyous individuals
True and comforting they are to those who have entered the labyrinth of decadent occurrences
Despite the current demise of happiness

I love myself

I am great and I am a winner

I try

Will win, will win

Despondent in the paraded seat of despondence

Harrowed, weary, the sadness is heavy now

The abstract English to describe the tender affair of the soul recently

Where there is no love, there can be no grief in the lost

Those who grieve love

This is an echo of the blue synapses of soul

Though definitely not always the case or even all that frequently

After a rejection which led to dejection, it is the course

I have mused a pensive portrait

Pensive outlook on current matters

Pensive because this contemplation is thoughtful and significant

There is a time and place for such

I have tapped into a phenomenal base of passions, although sad

Which spark extraordinary entities

Incredibly outstanding drama of grave emotions

Stimulating the encouraging drive that could have seemed partially gone

Sadness can do that

I’m seeing a different side

Heavily pensive

Profoundly blue and true

Sensitive, vulnerable, and open

The experience touches me

It is a good thing, a very good thing

The sadness episodes have their value too

I savor the poems for the beauty they possess, whether up and up or down and down

What drives

This majestic voyage

Inner strength leads to all things great

Actualize yourself and beauty will flow with abundant opulence

Maniac beats attack

You know what?

You are the solution to any of these horrifying and petrifying problems

Reflection on sadness hath led to beautiful lessons of wisdom and growth

Reflection on sadness has taught me some great things now

A Dangerous Thing

Will the peace of mind come to fruition

It sure will just as long as the invention motives

Aren’t stifled

Free up the creative inhibitions
Urges to end the output

Really gotta be stopped

Creativity is the soul breathing

Harbor this fertility to the utmost degree

If you do, you’re free

Majestic and romantic

That impulse of the zone needs to keep on flowing

Repressing the noble high capacity is a vice to be avoided
For this is one of the higher highs of life

It is better than a top hat’s magician magic

This is an area where things are always real and always soul

Expression is soothing, no less

Soulful catharsis is profound, endlessly beautiful

Phenomenal are the grooves and the contours of the soul

I seek to express all these ridges and crannies for me and for you

The area of the soul is an awe inspiring sublime time, always

And I can spew out “always” with assurance

Knowing the soul and letting it breathe are sure tickets to edification

A dangerous thing is disallowing the beauty from blossoming

Let Me Give Thanks
Thankful for these outlets

The lot of humanity deserves lotsa outlets

Outlets mean peace

Passion Overflowing

Secular life motivates me and it motivates you

Passion is lovely to be loved by all it reaches

It’s not “a spirit thing”, it’s a human zeal thing, it’s a loving humanity thing

It’s never treacherous, it’s a treasure, a great treasure

Life sans passion is just going through the motions

Who needs that

We all need enthusiasm for something

The greatest are those who show passion (not necessarily bright can be sad) for all things

Animals are not robots

We have great feelings and noble abilities to create inspiring visions

This is your call to do so

Through self you can around the shitty into a blossoming rose of red shine

Passion does wonderful

If you forget your passion

Or have never sported it

That sucks,

Find passion

It is thrilling, it captivates you

A passionate soul is riveting

A marvel splendor of existence is the passionate breeze blowing from your soul

Wishy washy nothingness is a disservice

Discard it

Elevate passion to the heights

For this is living

Real living

Reinforcement GB
I know the pits of doubting thyself

So don’t do that

There is grooviness in thee

Feel not ashamed of thee

You provide worthwhile interaction that I dig

Frown not ever

Many things are possible

When you look inside and empower thyself

Believe in you

And when you do

You can do

Whatever you aspire to

I enjoy your company

Feel confident and wax jubilee

Why is this written?

A recent encounter

I dug, me dug myself dug

Remember what I told you

The purpose and power of the poet

From what I know and see

You’re fab

Think not less

I hope to cross your path again some more

Yourself is to adore

Cross my path some more

A magical component of living is interacting with all the interesting colorful tapestry of persons

Enriched we get

From what I se

You’d be a rad companion to hang around

Invest faith in ye, and ye shall fly high

Not grimace

A great caliber of personhood is present, I sight

In the end

The inner twilight matters only

Be You, love yourself

Stay groovy

Remember these words when down and blue

Stay true and you will rule

The Mighty Linkage to Revere

Links

Links

One Another

Synapse, nerve based

Brain, organ of links

Height of creativity

Path does not end, ever

Links

Links

Keys to continual mental action

Reach here and there

Tangents are greet keeping

The stream flowing

A stop stream is not good

Flow streams streams flow

Clock keep ticking

Wing gears in clock

Cannot stop, no

Not Pure Bliss

A swirling chasm of decadence

One depressing event, two depressing event, three depressing events

Ramifications due to last event

Self-wonder about self-efficacy
Self-concern about self-worth
A dagger to go through my chest

But not fully for the reasons expected

Hurting with pain

Writhing, it’s a not a fun game

I came out and totally unexpectedly asked

At least, it wasn’t personal

Setbacks, stabs at exuberant glory

I know there is greatness in here

Hey, I asked

I am glad for myself that I asked

Confusion. What is happiness?

Desperate actions

For success, one apparently needs the lucky avenues to excel

Opportunities are integral to the actualization of success

I search and scope the scene all around for these venues

Resourcefulness finds the keys

Opportunity tapped leads to great joy

I long for the hook up

Some worth is dependent on it

Sad times of sorrow

I will recover

And gain stake to all the blessed awards

The thought of hooking up

Leaves me breathless

(AS) My words of wooing almost left her speechless

A Setting to Reflect Upon

I hope there’s some prizes

In the up and coming days of the season that proceeds spring

In the past, treasures weren’t too intense or active at this time

Although I despise the frigidity of the winter months

It seems as if brimming pleasures flow opulently during these times

The temperature sucks, but the situational stimuli provides solace and essential vitality

I’m a person of soul loving the romantic

To mourn in passion and emotion is romantic

To jump for ecstatic joy of zeal is romantic

The blue despondence has its place in a romantic’s existence

The fiery passion of exuberance has its place in a romantic’s existence

Breathed the rewarding experience

For a time now, it will be harder to come by

Thankfully, to perennially return in approximately 100 or some odd days

Is the lightest superficially the darkest deeply?

Whisper the temporary eulogy

I am reborn at the return and quit feeling the surges of amiss

Driven Power
Excitement

So stimulated that still

Sittin can’t be done

Ecstatic about the opportunity

Momentum inspired passion surges

Joyous energy

Empowered by the deed done

Jubilee merrily

Doing doing rocks rocks

Energized impact

Exhilarated concern sublime way

What I do is essential

The things I do are invigorating

Zest radiates from my motion

When ya are achieving

Ya need not potion

The notion to be apathy is a crime

I am saved by the grace of accomplishment

We all have the power

We win this way

Life of achievement is excitement
Not wry and withered

Free and refreshed

Jumpin for joy

The zest fades not when ya are engaged in accomplishment

Empowered, excited, ecstatic
Exuberant and lotsa other uplifting adjectives

By achieving

Optimized by the catharsis
An integral key to liberated relieved sensational phenomenal mirth!

Awaiting for the Great Pleasure
Still, the alleviation of problem

Is a certain yearning

Man, I ache, man

Is the pain brought on

Only because of mind expectations

I could be short changing myself
Short changing myself

I still seek the warm solace

Tender behavior

Still, I desire

If only a connection would be made

Another specter of sadness

Questioning the value of one

Malnourished in the personal accord

Still, I suffer

And I’m apt to wonder

Whether it’s a problem of my own making

Or natural longing

I could be doing something better

And so often I do

Still the aching void lingers

Ponder the profound hmm

The High Aspiration
The day will become someday

I gotta be ready

To give it all for a greater good

Readers of this poetry

That’s the honorable way I wanna go out

To sacrifice all

Every breathe every heart pulse

That’s nobility

This is the only way to die

I wish my whole existence

To be dedicated to something bigger

Something that betters the masses of the world

To do the ultimate

Something that will galvanize

People’s hearts

Shivers down the spine

To die for a cause

My valiant aspiration

He or she who sacrifices their breath

For the betterment of the world

Knows love

When called

I hope my soul is filled with enough love

To die for a cause

Disappointed with the Lost
High quality better be my moments

Wasted minute sucks

Each second, optimally will count dividends

The land of wrought, ill, sadness, orchestra plays on

As a dueling banjo massive macro,

An orchestra of celebration and festival

These forces march onward

A wise person is uncertain of course of action

Bow in?

No!........

I will use the paper in the best way

Existence can’t be apology alone

There’s more

Much more

Wretched understandings, demean, man and woman

I’m open

I am willing to expose the sensitive soul

Poems are exactly this:

Musings of the soul

After the crazy of the valley

There is a peak

Chew on this sport of spawning happiness

Thoughts, people, thoughts

The peak seems to always return

Remember the astute wisdom

In episodes of bitterness and desolate decadence

The peak always seems to return

An Appeal to Hook Up AS

The style is unorthodox

Nowadays kids our age

Aren’t all that open and forward

They slowly get to the critical point

The starting point is not explicitly state

Like it once was

As a professor put it

I’ll revive the old custom
Cause virtue in it, I see

For this situation, it suits well

I do not know quite well enough

For me to quite ask for the final goal

Although I do have great interest in the

So I’ll do what they did

Back in the day

So I’ll start how they started

Way back then

The grooviness appeals to me

What I’m saying is this:

Please will you go on a date with me?

And maybe in a future day

I can call ya my girl

As for now, you’re cool

The temptation to ask you out is too tempting to resist

And a date would totally reign!

A date please?

Gloomy Forecast of Inner Rapport
I emote all the sensations

And become depressed when the potential and the actual rewards fade for too long

I welcome your entrance into the dark shadow of a blistering star

Shining and darkness

Bidding farewell to treasured companions

Appearing like there is no relief for 100 or some odd days

Ironic, I dread the end which the vast majority dreams for

My character defined by the romance

I’m primed to actualize

My pinnacle is not hedonistic fun

The glory of me is optimal doing of accomplishment

Hotness seems to be associated with

Urges to escape

And lesser opportunities

This era cannot be interrupted for intermission

I love my friends

Downtrodden pulses

Though I wish it were another way

For my brightest attribute is not of leisure

Passion guides the way

Somewhat glad about the soon to be lifted oil load

But I must assume more hardened soil of a different strain

Alas, the season of 100 degree days

Is really note a refuge to me

Leaving the great is pain

My soul sulks for I love romance to the fullest

There is light, cause the lost is transitory

I will hafta find beauty in the upcoming period

This is beauty in all

Benefits in most all

I will find

And strive to be as exuberant as I can

Poetic Inspired Relief

The quality of poem

Is being able to feel productive, creative, and contributing

That why I vigorously

Impact things via the poem route

This is my home of havens

To feel good and to dust off

My sometimes beaten batter soul

To rest to uplift

I found a homey home

I project my wishes here

I appreciate my blessings

Exhausting, living can be

I cope through the writing

I do

And starting something new

Something inspiring

And when occurrences occur

Like failing to hook up with a crush

I know I can go here for comfort and release

The more despondent duration of the hottest months

Is rapidly approaching

Now I must assume inner strength

To pull through and find mirth

This requires amazing reserve

And I’ll surely be a better person due to it

Adversity builds character

I can learn to grow by seeing new things from new angles

And pity small

Because I can find advantage

What am I to do?

Mope and mourn some

Then recover

And make lots beings smile and prosper

As I prosper myself

Some joys will probably perish forever

But the blessing of life is the abundant replacements for any lost joy

The hot months are viewed as freedom for many

Weary of the toil of vocation preparation

Not I

I suffer at the sight of lonely days and desolate abject longing

If any, the hot months are months of grieving

When autumn comes again, I sparkle most

Still I must find the beauty

The beauty in the transitory loss

Sad Poem

Dark day hath come

And darker days of different sorts

Will inevitably invade the horizon

The message is clear!

Pull through!

Never smother the fire of optimistic hope

I wanna win so bad and try I do oh so hard

In the end, in the end

Sad sadness

Adapt

Then evolve

The thoughts of coherence and wisdom

Are centrifuging at a rapid rate

As I attempt

To make sense of the matters

I have seen the face of despondence and despair

Better days are ahead, hey

Through these eyes I see the world

Recovering

And hoping to win some trophies

A haunting suspicion that I may have done the wrong thing

In a process which is affecting me more

Than what would be considered the greatest affect

I feel shitty

And through the power of self

I overcome 

Haunting suspicions and feeling like a piece of shit sucks

Poems are a romantic meaning for existence

My haven of love and passion is here

These words of inspiration are written to empower and uplift

To dethrone the egregious elements of society

And to make sure we stand tall

And remain buoyant and vibrant in most robust spiritual health

Rise

A rise

A rush

In a subway bus

A great place to ready poetry

To a lethargic bored crowd

My words will lift you up and set you free, dreary congregation

Demagogy speaker sit down

It’s my turn

To gain the riveting attention

Bogus art

Saturates the tropics and tundras alike

This vehicle is a vehicle for my works, patrons

Feel the vision

It will inspire

Entertainment

For the cold clods here

Disappointing discouraging shouts

Permeate the air

To the dragon’s lair?

Why me?

Outspoken are outcasts

I dare choose to inquire extensively

They laugh
They miss out

Who’s to follow she whom I’m found of

Or my elder peer who encourages self-realization
A graceful bucket of thanks to those admiring me

In the background

Guts, guts, guts

Screw the ways of the louts

Who dislike

Have those who sneer

Came up with a better way?

I don’t think so

A random population is something to discover

I’m bold unafraid

Many can’t say that

Republican Rap

Yo, I’m from the G.O.P.

I am free

I am free

I am free

I’ve never been freer

I, 100% right

I’m a rightist
Screw the centrist slime

All things traditional

Everything the Moral Majority stands for

God’s Organization

To reign supreme in theocracy

Pure in things we want

Inconsistent in what’s not our type of hot

We rule

Do not like homosexuals

Do not like flag burning

Do not like welfare

American apple pie and mom and baseball played by good Republican boys

Suppressing the vital is great

For our blessed white, blue, and red nation

Everyone will be ultra-lame
Imprison every flagrant and non-flagrant violation against the public order

Draconian is salutation
When the Republicans win

Every privileged American wins

We love our privilege
This is our anthem of celebration of our perfect party

The righter, the righter

We, Republicans rap the best

We wage war against the nasty Democrats

Who are really are our carbon copies

With only the slightest of modifications

We Republicans rule!

Worry of Stress
I am discovering

That righteousness in an unrighteous world

Is not always easy

Very worth it

The struggle leads up to a great emanation of existence

I try, Lord knows I try

I’m struggling for the right fight

Hoping I never cave in

Abstaining with oodles and oodles of character

The discipline will fulfill me and make me soar high

I can’t be weak

The battle can be difficult quite

I hope I got the stuff

Champions for the revolution are made of

I’m fretting and fretting

The righteous suffer

That’s plain

Devastating pitfalls

If I pull through and remain true

I’ve won

I hate abusive productions

And I have intense discord

Avoidance ain’t easy

But the end result is edifying

Headaches, a few are inevitable as I adjust to ahisma

Now I am free

Soon I hope I’ll feel free

I can’t be a loser

And fail this fight

It’s a hard challenging fight

Expect to lose some hair

And obtain some wrinkles

When one has totally adapted,

We are catharsis free and powerful

Long live the peaceful way

May longevity harmony and love be ours to relish perpetually

We deserve

