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The Goal of Existence

The goal of this existence

Is to go down in history

I am striving towards actualizing

A very prominent and important existence

Drastic deeds will get me there

Mighty actions lead me to the fame heaven

Money’s not an issue here

Fierce voracity, I assume

Vigilant in my pursuit of the prize

My quest is to be known

To have my name roll off the tongues of future generations

To have my PROdecessors awe and ooh at my glory

This grand goal is not easily achieved

The persevering drive inside penetrates

Increasingly aware of society

And how it functions

My name is to eventually become a household word

Tenacity the gas of the engine

The engine’s going strong and going long

My powerful urge to make an everlasting impact 

SO that good people everywhere will be astonished

With all my wonderful doings

Militancy, raw nature, novel approaches and views

Innovative ideas, man

A person always fascinating is bound to acquire admirable status, right?

Ascending the ladder to the top is a struggle, much so

Tons and tons of energy sit in my framework

History will love me someday

That is my prime yearning

Despondence and Girls

Depressed am I

When girls won’t hook up with me

Depressed I get

I love girls

When will they love me?

You the tall, pigtail one

Would suit me  well

You, the bandanna sporting one

Would do my soul wonders

Claim me as a lover, either

I’m a good guy

Ain’t I a good guy?

If either of you groovy girls

Hook up with me

My black could go away

Great girls can do that, you know

I wrote these words

Because I want to quasi subtly

Tell you two

I desire ye as a lover

Girl as Cure

I know you get a kick out of me

It’s always so far

This is some closer

Antidote to the bleeding

You

Wrap your arms around my frame

I decided I needed to do another poetry about you

Touch me – so for once I can experience the glories of romance

Did you know I need you

Yeah, I need you

Delicate kiss of yours I want

Stake rights to me

Fend off with fervor those who seek to take me from you

I’ll just sit there

And you can teach me romance

Teach me body

As hard as hooking up is for me

It could just work

Your female splendor would save a lot in myself

Be gentle

Stimulate soothing sensations in a tormented touchless body

Your girlfriendship could contribute much happiness to my existence

You are really really cool

Are you destined to be my mate

Maybe now the time has dawned for the gift of romance to be mine

Although such a thing is unlikely

You are a comrade

I could consider you a friend (but I wish to socialize more frequently)

A lover is that final complete union of souls

Dig you I do dig you

Groovy girls deserve to be dug by fellas

It just seems a romantic relationship with you would be a stellar extravaganza

Make me feel vital wanted

Run your soft hands over my harsh body

You could refine that aspect of me which is dead due to lack of physical touch

Dead due to lack of soul loved

Dead due to hope smashed

Tender girl, be gentle, earnest, and free me from grief

Girl Longings, Girl Grief

I feel like this

What’s this?

Tenacious longing for another

That human need of touch, I lack

A female love will touch me

Free me, I hope

The easy pleasure going out to dinner with a beautiful girl

Reading her my top notch poetry

Something about her glorfiul essence

That pleasure seems hard and long away

I batter myself with this longing

A pretty she would do my emotional trap the trick

I wish.

It seems an awful long ways away

Why do all lovers seem untouchable?

And the gorgeous eyes, philosophical mind

Will be all I need to feel essentially exuberant

In other ways, I am all too privileged

I long she will come

And save the heart from despondence

She will be so fucking cool

Cause she thinks I’m the greatest!

For L.C.

We are

Philosophically in sync

I really do think

A connection is there

Of you, I am fond

Something sweet, very grand

I hope to compose for you

Those pretty eyes

That illuminating soul

I feel the reverberations

We resemble each other

The paradox is this:

The girl which rules

Is now above and beyond the commonplace drudgery of romance

The girl which would rule as a lover

Has risen above ordinary convential love

Splendidly, you make sense, profound

If no one else understands you, I understand you

Maybe you’re right hooking up, now is not right

I do ache for such love

If you touched me, hell, I’d be reborn in a flash, I really do think

Insightful, I thought I was

It does seem you and I are a perfect pair

After all, you are the only one I ever asked

You are stunning, nevertheless, stunning, stunning, nevertheless

If, When we depart from our scholastics for intermission session

we can correspond and correspond

My sentimental passion longing for this place

Shall not hurt me too bad

Deep joy then would be correspondence

To leave this place, (considering all my romantic views of living), induces ache, yes

Correspondence with you, would reduce this ache, yes

You let me down gently

Thanks for the decency and benevolence

My heart you could have broken

But no, you were graceful and loving

I do not know, maybe someday, we’ll combine soulfully, like two puzzle pieces

Even if we do not 

I will celebrate your existence, poetically, and otherwise

Hoping, hoping, that the girl probably perfect for me will hook up with me

If we don’t, I will cherish you as a friend

If romantic companionship is not obtained

All is not lost, much is gained

Yeah, much very much is gained

Platonic love is a great great consolation, I will proclaim

Especially from you, sparkling ray of mirth

My infatuation

Hope you dig my poetry, myself

In the same manner I dig your soul

Loads of affection for you, L.C.

Socially Significant

Society has seen my being waltz onto the scene

Serious implications at this pivotal time

Ratifying my own significance

Wrought with fierce desires

Short, let’s make it sweet

Sociologically, astute living commentary

Intensity originality that type of stuff defines

Energy spent, employed towards magnificence

Opposed to the utmost core evil

Facades of good are just that, facades

Real morality is in my breast

When society’s immoral, moral heroes surface with vigor but with opposition

Profound heroes press on

Positive Action

Reinforced by the vibrant clement conditions of today

I am going initiate self actualizing action

I will try and will not be faulted for trying

It denied, I can, although alas, say at least I tried

I may fail

I may fall flat on my face

If she rejects

Even if she rejects

Esteem steams through

Then no need to hang the head

She will handle it well

I have this faith

I’m not going to wonder

I will try

Solidarity Now

We struggle versus the same foes

Solidarity

Oppression our enemy

You and you on my side 

I feel passions of the glory of righteousness

The bond exceeds other bonds

This is the very battle for quality life

Unified in the struggle

My heart loves the comrades

Comrades better than mere pals

We share our souls

Resisting unjust shit

We renounce vile evil, together

Oh, the beauty of even just one on my side

Solidarity

Relating totally to your rebellion

The love for the right is the same for us

We know our morals

Pure heartwarming occurrence

We united

If even two of us together

Two hearts striving for freedom is massive in and of itself

Solidarity for the mutual struggle

For human liberty!

Turbines of Unconventionality Turning

Since my value set is rigidly opposed to our social framework

I threaten the status quo

My morals aren’t unpopular, unconventional and different

Solely for the sake of being these qualities

My morals follow this way because society’s ethics are corrupted at the core

Unorthodox, my mannerism and outlooks

Exist to usher in pure justice

My negative rhetoric exists

Because our social regime is wicked

Altruistically, I am dangerously in opposition to the most established ideals

The system’s desired way of living is my antithesis

I’m heading for trouble, rejecting the most dear evils of all

I’m not relenting!

Powerful harsh right!

I disagree with the establishment’s essential foundation

All my vantage points combined make me a distasteful

Pill for the authority mongers

Will they ever work work work to repress me?

At any rate, my morality in its elegant righteousness is sure to offend

How will they react?

Using abstract sledgehammers, I decimate their evils

My opinions petrify the powers that be

My insights slam the injustice of our day

Right Now (Living Right)

Now, I’d doing this because I am compelled

Harvesting crops of brainchilds

Every series of words, a small brainchild

You say you understand the thrashing but do you really?

Have you picked the poet’s sound clear mind?

The eloquence of linguistics he masters

The insights are grace insights

So shrewdly put, it palpates beneath the innermost cavity of your beating heart

Hail his work of words

Progressive society hails

Revolution does hail too

Sit in the audience

Clap clap clap

Ignoring art passion is obliterating the glorification of existence

The toil of the creature is brilliant

From it stems infinite beauty

To oppose creation, is to render oneself unlimited foolhardy

May these words forever enrich those 

Who read with a kind ambitious heart

Clikcly wickety do not mock 

Correct, do not mock our salvation of civilization

I am Praising a SubCulture, the Mainstream Quite Frequently Condemns

A debt is owed to thee

For you rich enrichment to our slang

And our overall culture

Credit’s due for your contribution to society

Prompting awareness

Defending reality

Presenting fantastic art

Pleasing the multitudes

They keep coming back

Your novel new elements we appreciate

Your styles they pervade society

Your existence is a bonus

Forgot those who oppose

I use to be in the same boat, casting you off as mere misfits

Now, I am obtaining a sound sense of appreciation

Open ya mind, let a different side roam around

Like me you will find virtue in what the dominant mainstream denounces

It’s funky, it’s jumpy, it’s angry

(I relate to angry)

Cathartic, let’s mention that

You can dance to it, You can drive to it quite well

It’s good

If ya don’t enjoy it, ya miss out

Try the acquired taste, at least

Broaden thy horizons,

Do not be like I was in my past, and judged it negatively

It’s rebellious too, very rebellious

How can something so inherently rebellious be wrong?

Society at large says low brow

I scoff shrug society off

Give it a shot

It’s so natural

So close to poetry, perhaps most close to poetry

If ya give it a fair shake, you’re bond to love it in time

Superstars, you have a lot of valid criticisms for our society

The fresh perspective tells us the way things really our

These jivin sounds cannot be removed

These kick ass beats are a plus

Discard ugly misnomers, this stuff is really killer

He who introduced this to me, deserves credit too

Thanks T.K.

Muse Problems

Where’s my muse?

I thought it was going to be very simple

I figured no thinking would be involved

But words are heavy at times

Outpouring them is exhausting, at times

The cow agrees

Cows eat mice

Composing poetry void muses

Our suburbs demand we control the rodent population

Is that the muse of suburbs?

Tablutaure and confetti

Premeditates hallow critters

You wanted a timeless classic

Somethin really good

That is impossible

Because I write with no muse

Footloose muse

Macho muscle, men struggle

To comprehend the 5 line dictionary definition of muse

I am not afraid to encounter numerous situations involving bad muses

Wait, can a muse be bad?

Oh damn, shit, and fuck

Where’s my muse?

Oh, what’s the use?

Tried with trivialities

He forecasted a year devoid fanciful inspiration

I died that year

But lived the next

I was looking for a muse

But this muse seeker could not find one

So I used muse as a muse

Essential Rebellion

I guess rebellion’s in my blood

The fibers are directed

Towards system opposition

I escaped the teenage phase

And I’m still rebelling

If I reach adulthood

A full rebel

My rebellious blood will have done damn good

Majorly mighty souls posses the hot flame of eternal rebellion forever

Through this periscope, I now see through, I hope and hope I contain such a soul

Philosophical dreams I have

I live to rebel

Fighting the dangerous status quo

For some rebellion’s just a stage

For me, it damn well better be a way of life

I still get kicks from rebelling

Long back my soul throbbed with philosophical rebellious leanings

Rebellion is the act of compassion

Of all the conditioning strings

I yearn to say

“Way of rebellion you have won out!”

Losing the rebellious edge is mortifying

Rebellious motives lace my gene meshwork

And that’s very good

Rebellious, resisting authority

Because authority’s very bad

The Breath

I need this

Almost like I need the breath

Breathe create

Breath gives me life

Create gives other life

Releasing tension and rigid

In this higher plane

It feels nice to invent

And breathe

Praise the heartbeat!

It races

I am immersed with pumping blood

This beautiful work of nature

Is something to love dearly

My creative intellect savors these joys of create breath body

Live breathe create

The poetics of such

My motif

Reject Creeds!

You are praying to a grand deity

Not my style 

Not my thing

I’m into action

Profound truths are derived

From living not wishing

My spiritual friend,

All this mystical jazz needs to die off

Believe me when I say your traditional dogma is unnecessary, illusionary

I’m into carpe diem, not mere dreaming

I don’t deny the precious beauty of every living molecule

Just that your great father was absent when it unfolded

I suppose you can venture into the unknown with a marginal existence

This poem is for all the infidels who make the choice for glory

For affirmation of beautiful living

Miracles are accidents

If I’m gonna to burn eternally

Just as your perverse mind demands

This ride on earth is gonna be one sweet blockbuster

Self actualization and the power of being

Makes life 

Grand grand grand

My dance is loose and free

Sorry to say, but when you dance

Your dance is sluggish

The heavens weigh you down

I’m not perfect

I do get the flu of despair much

It’s just our glories beat your glories

100 to 1

In half a century or less or so

I will reside permanently underground 

In a coffin

Reason enough to reject your tenets

Thus I discard your negative dogma

It can’t be true!

Free Time Wisely Used

All my free moments

Many of free moments

Scribbling out a beautiful poem

This is where it’s at

Making my impression on you

These words are gold

These words are my existence

This is how I define my essence

Creative. Exact.  Out there.

This venture is so very valuable

I just can’t, you see, ignore its grace

What a magnificent way to affirm and celebrate this existence

Don’t take away this joy!

Portrayals

Quite jaded

Seething at seems

Froth foaming

Ridden by the ravenous anxiety

Cynical with rage

Burning with heat

Ulcer harvesting style

Worry atrophies sanity

Battered state of peace

Spoiled like yuck

Emotions unspoken bottled

Writhing from the pressure

Grating grinding

Soiled interior

Feelings chaotic

Wicked tension

Sickness in the stomach

Raw in a bad sense

Uneasy bad

A primary negative existence

Depiction of him

Our Way of Life

Accustom ye self to bad policies Or

Spread the seed of resistance

In and here out and there

The message of the revolution

Feed its growth

If they, the enemies, run things

It is pure rubbish and shit

When in control, their reign

Is bad, bad news

We invest in the tidings of good faith

Get use to the oppression

Or change it!

Overcome it, overturn the vulgar stones

We promote breathing and protest cessation of breathing (in a nutshell)

I think I’m going to do this revolutionary art thing more and more

Release

Resting on the davenport

Note, I did not say armchair

Chillin relaxin

The battle is over

It’s won

Anger fully faded

Catharsis in full motion

The revolution has come

Fine points are redundant

The important is achieved

Purged of the inner fire

Nirvana on the sofa

The work for a better world is all done

Enter the village

Bring peace with!

Release the angst of force

Tabulate each bullet against soul 

on the paper

Tension on the verge, evaporated

Man, it is nice

Singing celebrating with songs of vigor

The gentle act of breathing

Somehow promotes progressive justice

Ah—the breeze of venting

The bottled up energy is free!

Maybe You

I think it’s your soul that catches my eye

Maybe this time since I handle things better

A great girl will be mine

Sparkle, sparkle

The inner essence is lovable

You were those counter culture dresses so gracefully too

Dear cream of the crop

Look at this sweet fellow

And choose him as your forever mate

You struggle for right, I struggle for right

And I say let your light shine on me

The cold isn’t cold

Hanging with you

In my wooing pursuit of girls

I’ve mellowed considerably

Can this work to my advantage

In my wooing pursuit of you

I rarely see you sin

Few flaws, I do see apparently

Worthy of this poem, you are

To MAJ

Ah, finally, a chance, belated

To put your weary soul’s feet up

Deserved

Breathe easy

Years and years of desolance 

Gone

Soft – feel the gentleness of freedom

You will live!

The glory of the sunlight you see

At last, not alas!

The scent of living

No executioner’s gonna touch ya

Cause we’re going save you

We won’t let them end your existence

It means too much to us


Grief gone

Time in that despondent prison done

Play jump dance

Free from bondage!

I’m Gonna Tell Ya About It

My current day motivation

Meditation, you could say

An idle second is a second in vain

The resource of time

I hate to squander pursuing petty pursuits

I inscribe a fortune onto the tablet

That’s what I do

Gold art, art is gold

I can get despondent often

And I valiantly compose

I love what I do

This majestic poem 

Is a product of my desolate state

Weary and anxious, my words are given life

Through a great great vehicle

Bestowed upon y’all is my graceful declaration of misery

For Those

Blessesed are they that are kind to me

You have my gratitude

I am a thankful fellow for your benevolence

Blessesed are they that treat me well

It Figures

Ah, it figures!

After what happened

I really had to use some of the energy feelings

I felt a bit down

A bit pensive

Productively, I dealt with it

Where’s the evidence 

To demonstrate reason

To believe in the romance opposite gender messiah

Although not self destroyed

Some hope destroyed

At least, unlike other ungrateful, she’ll save with platonic charms, bless her for that kindness

It really figures

Although not achieving my total gold

I’m closer

I crossed the line I never crossed before

Tis good for that I am proud of me

Physical motion,

Cruisin on my two wheeled transportation

I ponder all the affairs of me

Not quite there.

But hail her because was kind real

Maybe this “no” will solidify my character

Although our souls aren’t merging

(As I may like)

She still yearns to interact with portions of my soul

This whole incident is a peg in the bigger quest, I guess

I asserted pushed forward

My heart can beat glad

Mind is swirling somewhat cloudily

Too circles its going

What are the outcomes of this?

In time, I hope, for once, I shall experience a taste of this deepest union of persons joy

I feel maybe some guilty for not being more passionately depressed

All is not, only the highest I did not obtain

I made a wonderful beautiful girl flattered, yeah!

And she is my companion, yeah!

Although she does not accept me as number one at this time

She accepts as a pal

Tis good Tis very good

I’m sad

I need her

Save, she could do

Rejected in the best possible way

Proud of me, fond of her, ever more cynical in my quest

No One Relates to the Depressed Youth

And they told him

“You’re always too morbid”

Losing control

Losing reason

The noose seems to him like the option best

Eyes stark reddened shame

Innocent.  Pure.  Injured soul.

Reinforcements were out of the picture

Is thirsting for a girl

A horrible horrible sin

I think not

Vanished desire

Remember he has justification to feel this way

If you plan to mourn for him if he took a drastic action

His guilt would increase!

Afraid conflicts conflicts

His soul only wanted love

No rational shame for that

Forgive him Forgive him

If he has to exit

He struggles to find his place

A lover, some sense

When such is lacked, he hurts

A girl he screams

An unshakable philosophy for him

How about that?

Unable to defend versus life’s harsh hands

Sulking

The secret of his wish whim is unknown

Possibly he could unexpecedtly

Erase his existence

Achieving a dark sense of peace

Help is the word of the day

Depression prone

He’s the least likely to be arrogant

Denied the ripe vibrancy of spirit

Removed from the thrill

It’s one big haunting memory horror

He tells us only Trent Reznor understands

Hoping

Hop or Hope?

Sometimes, one sees hope needs to be abandoned

One saw that hope will get one nowhere

Hope in this case is an illusion

An illusion which is a crutch

Maybe hopping can eliminate this runt of no hope

Who knows?

Crushed hope hurts

