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Crazy for Ya

Crazy for ya, I am

I know, I know, lots of popular culture rock stars said that in one form or another lots of times

But this is me and my original existence

This romantic thing is all new

In fact, it’s never been felt

I am crazy for a girl who understands thoughts on a wavelength others cannot

Pretty, peppy, chipper, all that good stuff

A state of me alleviated from depression, that is you

I hurt when response from you is minimal

I devolve into abyss when I ponder our insufficient interaction

You are the hope

You, remember those platitudes, they are not actually platitudes, about how little it takes to save someone?

My emotional redemption is being sought through the female messiah

She is you

Aching for you to adore my company

But I will not barge where undesired

My happiness is shot down when I fail to obtain your sweet affection

One of the greatest things to do with horrid feelings of declining self worth plus depression is to create with it

A product such as this

Groovy girls can make guys like me feel great valued

Only I wish you’d do it more

Thirsty craving your affection attention

Ever wonder the meaning of life?

I will tell it to you.

To build, it is to build

Hear that

I built this because my feelings yearn for your affection

Depression free version of me – that is you!

For She

He an entirely depressed youth sulks sulks

Cause she a great one

Is very warm towards everyone

But not him

He digs her very much

Small gift 

He yearns her love (of any noticeable form)

He is sad sad

She doesn’t dig him enough

That is why he is sad

No girl will ever love him

It seems to him

This is why he is sad

Justified because a great one won’t interact with him

She zealously adores every other’s company

His soul weeps for love

Her love of vibrant vitality

But there is none from girls

Especially from his newest great craze

That’s acrid salt for the wounds, will ya

She is lovable

He is wishing her spunk will love him to the fullest

Dreams don’t seem to come true

He needs her passion

So he is no longer sad

High Numbers Falling from Grace

I am rather disappointed

When I see a cool very cool sXe youth buckle under the pressure

I could be arrogant and judge

But possibly someday I could be weak too!

I only really hope that day is never

My body gave me life

I will not slap its face and inject caustic chemicals

The beautiful purity of my breath will be preserved the best I can

From here from now

My tombstone damn well better say

“He was sXe all the way”

Join me cool ones in a life of non depravity

I ain’t no pansy paternalist

The sXe will be a heartwarming battle cry for ages

Minor Threat done real good

It hurts my bonds to see a sXe youth lose the sXe touch

It’s cool very cool to bond with a fellow sXer

The solidarity of our nobility

Refreshing as hell

Even if zero other sXe youth remain

I’ll try with might to be sXe at all costs

I with abiding love admire all sXe youth

It’s a dirty fucking shame when sXe youth wither

My pride for them decreases oh it decreases

But I do realize they are human

And ultimately desire that I am enough of a sound soul to forever renounce the evils they fell prey to

With sadness, my heart goes out to the sXe lost

On this quest of preserving sXe integrity

I cannot fail

I will try damn hard not to fail

A rad sXe youth

Abandoning moral supremacy is enough to disappoint me

Hey, freedom fighters join the sXe crusade

Chemicals are fucking damn fucking oppressive

I fucking hate that shit with a passion

There will be more lovely quality if you refuse intoxication

That I promise

Society attempts to disengage our sXe breed

The X of sXe I love so much

sXe is the vital vital euphoria that uplifts man to the highest pillar

Great great celebration for beautiful sXe is necessary

Because sXe means the best life

Stay clear my friends, avoid the rubbish, be true to the sXe

Don’t hurt my heart and fail!

Morbid Allusions (Manic Depressive Style)

He was never the type to own a handgun

As a leftist, he supported gun control

A pacifist, he would not maim a living feeling being

Whether it be a human, a dog, or a rhinocessarus

Vegan for all his life

Despite his firm pro life tendencies

(Clear away religious right wingers – not that type of pro life the real pro life)

On a bleak day of dark weather

That aggravated his seasonal affective disorder

He choose a line of activity completely out of character

He purchased a cold impersonal killing machine handgun

For he decided he needed to kill someone

And that someone was him

Bitter like the sick tea some drink

He was rejoicing at the thought of ending this ordeal

Loaded it

Wallowing in harmful self pity

Went click—

Almost!

Paused

A revelation surged in the blood

“Hey wait a moment

I have not altered history for the better yet!

I cannot leave this world yet!

Although not love by any female queen

I cannot perish yet!

The world needs me

Whether or not the rewards will be imminent, immediate, or easy to experience

Much potential I have

The world would lose much if I left

If girls don’t like me

It is their fault – not mine

I will seize the world

It will shake it

But for good

Renegade that I am

I shall change disgusting situations of society

My anger will be sublimated to heavenly deeds

The chips are down

But I don’t care because I love living!

This is a message of hope I’m relaying

Burned the gun

Damn thing

Retards social flourishing

Introspection yielded joy

Outs denied joy

Free Will Poem

Who is he that says 100% of human activity is free will?

I see conditioning entrenched in our doings, deeply

My experiences say conditioning

This doesn’t have to be blatantly depressing

It can be reason for joyful celebration

We can control our environment

The creation of good souls 

Is not abstract and wishful thinking

It is up to us

Yeah!

Just because some of us believe

In conditioning does not mean we are miserable robots

Human conditioning is sophisticated 

Knowledge of psycho social conditioning

Is what it can take to excel

Free will isn’t the bargain some advertise

Even free will is a sophisticated product of conditioning

I appreciate do not despise factors of conditioning which create actualized humans

Highlights of conditioning is resisting temptation of evil

Decisions

He made his decision to exit

But as long as he’s here

He will try and try try more

Try tons try much

He will fucking try

He has the pensive tenacity

He will drive forward

Depressed each second

Struggles more than anyone

Toil ethic of his relentless drive in motion!

Damn he screams – Why don’t people love him?

When he exits he will hurt hearts

That’s pretty horrible

What caused this defeating killing pain?

Lack of lovers, destructive environments, voices that maim inside

Vain toil, the inability to modify history for the better

Blue life he said no more!

It worse than sucks for his existence

Corrosive factors bite ouch ouch

His story is morbid

Another stream of rhetoric

Damn he wished to make the biggest difference

Girls didn’t love him

Down and out autobiographies he wrote a thousand times for you

Society strikes and struck

Metallica’s lyrics Ozzy’s lyrics Suicidal Tendencies lyrics

He embodied these lyrics

He has zest energy but sorrow rides his exuberant veins

Someone save him – make him so very needed

That he won’t exit

As hard as it may get,

He is still going to stay here forever

The Poisons of America

Sincere jolly company submit to cowardice in a bottle

The scene is dreary

But somehow perceived happy

Rejoicing is madness

The annihilation is slow

But ever-present

Blackened lungs compliment and supplement bashed livers

This horrible decay is acceptable to nearly everyone

Image is ruined with our anti natural nourishment

The brewery brews broken hearts, idle cogs, degenerate behavior

The kiss of death is a sipping motion

Essential vitality is defrocked

Morbid like conflicts arise

A fucking monstrous downfall

With no end in sight

And no suitable retaliation

Aversion is the guise for supremacy

Evasion is the key to victory

Sad situations aspire deadly living styles

The benefits of moderation

Are weak antidotes to the shortcoming of excess

America is not so much killed by agent orange

But by the chapel of inebriation

America suffers and suffers due to the extraordinary debilitation powers of a mere drink

Our society says it’s okay to commit suicide as long as it’s slow and subtle

Too many fools partake in self defeating action

Opponents don’t cry wolf

Opponents are often moral victors when not laced with vile conceptions of life

The depiction of subhuman degeneration should be enough to make everyone weep

Inebriation will never generate wholesome and complete euphoria

I hate the soul dying that’s going on due to agent liquid chemical

The Boy’s Face

The boy has a pale demeanor

A shitty projection of life’s essence

He has an enormous void

He is sick and suffering

But has he ever done anything but condemn miraculous occurrences

And condone worthless apathy?

He is as bored as fuck

No one cares about him

He cares about no one

He won’t sacrifice his life adequately for future

Sparkling recompense

Not yearning to be a fucking cog

He is stricken

He is afflicted

No one points to a possible solution

A possible asset

Everything is left desired

He’s confused about living

He’s confused about living

But unlike philosophers,

He’s too apathetic to understand

Drilled In From Day One

Imbedded in our deepest consciousness

Is an earth shattering myth

It’s virtue

It’s the very definition of virtue

Anything opposing innately lacks all virtue

Culture is afflicted with an abominable transgression

Life is nebulous

An exploitable

Citizens are underestimated and tamed

By malignant threats

Somehow our regressive species was endowed with the oxymoron, creed based free will

Ideological abstractions steal the show

Inconceivable concepts have been conceived and implanted

Into our functional master plan

Way back, when our psyche was psyched out

From day one or two a horrible thing went wrong

It’s compounded and compounded

Now it’s irreversible

Will we ever learn the merits of truth and coping?

Profound intellect fulfills us more than muddled faith

Embraced to alleviate cruelties of existence

We can do it all without a hampering deity

We are better than a deprave cabal ruining our lives

Hope for tomorrow stems form the abolition of backwards dogma

Cannot Forget Them

And what about the numbers who are unable to communicate their pain artistically?

Heavy sympathy for them 

Suffering, the unifying force

I am all alone

Until someone knows

What I say in the midst of chaotic crumble inside

Help, I love the soothing voices

And Trent knows the power of love making

I relate to Trent

Greater or lesser, I do

Purging catharsis is where?

Oh, what a gentle friend

Oh how relieving it is for him and I to share the experience of suffering

Who can leave me pure and clean

With a sublimated direction of repression 

Trent’s insanity anthems

Are insightful and home hitting

Somewhere love, glory and truth is harvesting

I stuck in a desolate minefield

Saying I feel sadness

When happiness comes I can forget

Because I do when happiness comes

I think confronting the dangerous elements of the world and mind do much good

Don’t you?

Back forth swaying

Moods conditioning swing

All these repressed energy modules

Are eating me out

Trent’s rhetoric is beautiful when I’m sullen but abrasive

When I’m full of gless

The fruits of my sport

Do wonderful things

But the fruit planter is being seized

Good Service

Let’s do good works under the banner of atheism

Let’s be atheist altruists

Watch the love in our hearts glow

Watch the joy in the world grow

We won’t hate anyone or anything

Save the disastrous conception of religion

We’ll heal the sick

And never regret our coincidental circumstance

Altruism is the marvelous sensation, we’ll strive for

That altruism will be our sense of peace

Not stale dogma

Good will toward all men

Even the mind milking demagogues,

Our horrible culprits

We’ll smile and cry with every action of charity

We are the pure and untainted

Sure we’ll vanish one day

And never return

But that motivates us to action, not misery

We love the flowers and the trees

The earth’s inevitable beauty will shine for an eternity

Let’s be passionate saviors of the first class

It’s up to us

They have failed 

Tears roll down my cheeks

They are the best tears a homosapien can experience

Our brigade will be the grandest

Our loving hearts will assuage all the garbage

Wounds will be eliminate

We’ll fend off the damage

What a gorgeous life, we have


Sorry no idle promises will keep me in check

Bitter nihilists go away

We don’t need you – Ever!

You are the bad example we are attempting to resist

Let’s die happy

For the nonexistence of a deity is reason enough to glow!

Pickle Man

I see him on the paper

I drew him on the paper

My crude hand drew Mr. Pickle Man

Every character is named Pickle Man

Green pickle man

Red pickle man

Blackened blue pickle man

No importance in history

A contemporary blur of blub

Hail the pickle man if you can

If you’re bored

All bail out

Fall in love

His army ain’t for you cucumber

Mr. Lifeless pickle man came to life

The world doesn’t care

A half inch or so he takes up space

Pickle man is not real

Pickle man is not alive

I see him do nothing on my notebook paper

At time, drawing pickle man with a raw hat was the thing for me

Pickle man is as great as a pickle can be

He hath inspired poetry

Sullen, old, odd, jovial

Pickle man won’t be canned

Because he ain’t real

Guilt Trip

They’ll make you feel guilty for what you haven’t done

Your experience isn’t as tough

Therefore you are worth less

Knowledge comes from occurrence they say

They ignore inherent intuition

They ignore the profound wisdom a newcomer can posses

They forget about the powerful insight held by the age inexperienced

Time wields nothing but bitterness

They know more than you

Because they grew

You are second rate

Bow down to elders 

Without second thought

Somehow they believe youth = feebleness

They ignore individual instances and generalize

Generalize

Box

Box

Box

The Big Relationship

Open mindness and you

Sometimes

Many times

More internally so

Than externally so

You can not make up your mind

You want to fold your attempts at solution

Inquiry, inquiry

I need enigmas off my back

I need to be able to go one way or the other

You don’t know where to go

You don’t know where to turn

Why were you conceived

Why were you invented

Could not your framers see how disastrous and counterproductive 

You’d eventually evolve to be?

Why did they not employ altruistic foresight?

By God, they would have spared me and a multitude others mighty amounts of grief

I could criticize you till I get all blue in the face

But no rationale will make someone as stubborn as you disappear

Why should I even have to wonder?

This introspective quest detracts from my bliss

Yes, you are wishy washy

But how can you not be

I wish I could swat you out of my hair

But that’s easier said than done

Logic penetrating abstractions does not dissolve your misanthropic self

Oh I wish you wish you weren’t here

Oh I wish you’d disappear

Why do you terrorize me?

I am not petrified yet, but I am anguished!

How deep our soul scars, I do not know

You intrigue me, but also disease me

Cerebral Hemorrhage

Cerebral hemorrhage

Why such a blasted curse?

Merciless assassins assassinate integrity

And love disposition

Sins of deterioration are rampant

Hollow interiors is a pressing possibility

The malicious nature is in tact

It is so disgusting

The source unknown must be squelched

An undeserving victim suffers

The strife is damn burdensome

The grief is a horrific obstacle

The demon of oppression must be eradicated, so mirth can be reinstated

An inscription utensil is a weapon in this war

How powerful only God knows

Agony is the runt which in torment is the atrocious monster

Which won’t rescind

Madness reigns and sanity is dethroned

The most naturally inclined genius must endure tribulation

Is the torment for a hopeful purpose

Or does it consist of wicked underpinning

Refuges are few and far between

And where is the ultimate antidote?

The ailment of depravity strikes

Will passion defeat it?

The arch nemesis of romance

Inflicts its dominance

At times, weak too deceive,

The entire objective is not understandable

The sadist yearns for rotting

The cavity is ridden by rancid conflicts

The feedbag of injustice is prevalent

The marvelous structure is eroding

The rubbish remains and it cannot be totally eradicated

Crazed fears haunt the magnificent interior

A gory loveless spirit resides

Disharmony disenchants

The deplorable condition continues

Demolition of solidness advances.  

Line of Occurrence

As of thus

It hath faileth not

The girls I love do not love me back

Also do not become a friend of mine either

When I use the term friend I do not use it loosely

Profound significance I attribute to the term “friend”

It hurts galore I get the blunt of double whammy

Socially, romantically deprived I am

These girls I love hurt me doublefold

Fuck, romantic endeavors are not fun

For the multiple time, it’s the same old story

Cool girl rejects this fellow romantically, also as a friend

One feels like shit when the consolation prize is never obtained

I don’t ask for much

My objectives are reasonable

O adored one, be my pal, at least

But you won’t

Sure, she says she is

But words are empty

Actions of hers depress me, it’s fucking sad

The zealous exuberance of her glow is not for me

Everyone else gets to revel in her rad aura

Not me

I am not destined for these lovers, but somehow also not destined for these lovers to even be companions

Destiny has a way of grinding at the vulnerable soul

Just a friend

Just a friend

Since you won’t be the ultimate

Please at least be a friend

A friend who emanates noble golden rays fluttering around my fatigued spirit

You, my crush, even if you are not my full fledged lover, as a companion can help assuage my girl loneliness related scar

If you fail to become my companion, I suffer

If I can’t have it all, at least can I have something

Some bit of your groovy existence to celebrate

You know I dig your essence

Make me feel terrific and cool

Celebrate me with the enthusiastic peppy glory you celebrate others

It’s up to you not to revitalize my soul

Shall it deteriorate progressing in the trend it’s been progressing

Are you following the path the girls seem to follow

Rejecting me not just romantically, but in all the ways?

What is it about me that keeps all the keen girls away?

L, penetrate my core with your vibrant energy of passion

Drench me with the emissions of magic, you drench the others in often

It is needed here 

Badly

Kiss

Death approaching like a tortoise

Still it will win the race in the end

No kiss

Shit!

Soul oww!

Lose control

Melt in passion

Eyes roll back

Kiss

Not me

My friends and my comrades

Grim Reaper will call

In granted, probably a long time

No lip kiss for me

Sorrow sad

I would love such things

More succinctly, I need such things

Need them for super vitality

To a psycho dilemma, girl is everything

Soul cry “kiss, kiss, kiss”

She and a kiss drenched with soul

Would leave me oblivious to my depression passion

Not happening

The girl who kisses me via lips lusciously

Is the girl who rules

Unsatisfied

My results disappoint

I am to blame

Not as tough quite

So great in other ways

The threshold for glory, I just am not passing

That’s way bad

Threshold to excel

One must surpass

Another reason to sorrow

Self esteem on the decline

Again, another reason to despondence

High expectations, that is true

I am capable

Thus disappointment

Manic state with depressive state (inclined)

I love my body

Haunting lingered silence

Shadow of heart

The things wanted

What are these things?

Singular zone states!

Love

Missed opportune not that difficult excellence due to not exceeding the threshold

Feeling vulnerable

That describes

Alive and Well

I am alive and well

Justification enough to beam?

No thanks to God

Religionists need not apply

It’s so easy to be ungrateful

So simple to take a wonderful gift for granted

Those customs

Why aren’t they long gone?

Too much fluff

Dangerous those customs are

Not ever getting to the heart of the matter

High School Reveries

Look at those high school kids

Frolicking merrily across the yard

Over yonder worries disappear

And playful opportunity never ends

I often wish I could decline responsibility and restore the crumbling pieces of my youth

Envy is natural

I covet the glorious moments of childhood

That I let slip by

I will be an adult composed of immense vivacity and gaiety

But unfortunately opportunities to venture back are nil

I am left to mourn and relive yesterday

Oh how nice it would be if the chances of yesterday would be today

The future is embraced full speed

Ahead and reflection inspires

That the innocent playful have the healthiest spirit

Blessed maturity is not synomonous with hardening the being

If duty keeps me away from redeeming activity

Then I’d rather be led astray

Growing up does not compel one to deprive themselves of crucial joys

Too many people don’t grow up, they grow old

Purity not naiveté is the virtue of the mellow in age

A childlike perception of life would save us all

If we devoted ourselves to fruitful games 

Rather than grueling unrewarding work

Insightful boys and girls can sport wisdom and have a blast simultaneously

And there are most no better ways to live life

Crushes

It’s called a “crush”

Because inevitably folks like me will get crushed

Girls have power over me

And I little over them

Overused words 

So I have no more

Girls are not the reason for the season

Girls are reason for depression

The love of girls is the amazing force

I need to go completely strong

At fullest steam

A girl – so I can focus all my energy on, mantra style

So old, yet never had a lover yet

This girl thing is big component behind all my forlorn days

Fix me with a fix

Hooking up with a queen is alien

5 crushes, 21 years

Zero redemption

Does she know I am hurt like so?

Perverse Proclamation

A proclamation was heard throughout the land

Art is illicit

Artists will be slandered

Art will be decimated

And the time of reckoning is long overdue

The autocrats at the top

Do all they can to assure

Suppression is law of the land

The flock’s pride will be relinquished

The head of the blocks

The blockhead holds the key to the kingdom

The mass loaded pistol fires

Another head lost

Another painting trashed

The dues are paid

Plato and Freud would be proud

In the absolute background

A distinct distant murmur is heard

A pin sound of objection affects some

Someone demands

A bandage for his soul

But the circumstances disallow such treatment

Equals This

Self suffering = self actualization

Toil = Character

Drive = soul

Surpassing threshold = new plane of awareness  + achievement

Suffering = Greatness

Ambition = Success

Chances Taken = High heaven

Excellence = all this combined, all this pursued, all this loved

The goal is there!

Pursue it self!

Worthwhile

Jets of lovely energy

I feel the pulse of why is vital to do these

