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Glowing Allure

Subtly, I admire

Silently, I observe with fondness

She is grace

I am in trance

I think she knows not

I gotta tell someone

But who?

Who could guard the secret?

She prances divinely, nimble like a doe

I grovel, I am compelled by the gorgeous finesse

Aesthetically pleasing

Way aesthetically pleasing

Stimulating to the eyes, to the intellect of passion, also to the body of mine

Your stigma magnetizes me with hypnotic blessing

Sizzling sister of bountiful poetics

My ten fingers could softly run through

The wondrous crown of hair of red

Next in line to be your guy

I request

An embrace, even

I am lucky

For the gift of a loving beautiful girl my existence longing

Somehow I don't think that's gonna happen

Beautiful spunky girls, oh oh I scream with dazed satisfaction

This thing for ya

Surely ain't purely rational

Passion comes into play

Big

You are the breed of girl

That provoketh incredible exuberant passion

Once again, through indirect covert ways

I attempt to sway with my jest of zest

She would never guess

I write about her

Looking on, appreciating the vital spectacle of real life girl in action

And I still await for a gorgeous girl like you of the splendid type to take me

In reverie, I ponder

In musing, I delight

The chime that is a charm twinkles in  sunlight

Precious classic 

Molded into sensual actualization

Groovy way groovy

I revel in the emanation of your starlike eyes

In respect to your fine fairness

You are a sun which a fella's universe

Could stellar revolve around

Like Charlie Brown

A beautiful redhead has my eye

And is a precious queen of my dreams

I am addicted to my romantic perception of her persona, of her locks and eyes, of the killer of the desire to affirm the beauty of an immensely exerted fit body of justice, and a swell essence to boot

A Day

The day the pentagon was demolished

And playgrounds erected in its place

The day the CEO halted all production

And threw a fancy shindig for the labor

The day we all defrocked racist prejudice

And saw the genuine intellect of all

The day the banks burned-
And barter became the rule

The day full fledged peaceful anarchism

Caught on

The day the bullet factory

Went out of business for good

The day everyone

Saw Christianity as a sore spot

The day I feel in love with a beautiful girl

The day psychological repression terminated

Fulfillment springing forth all over the mutha fuckin place

The day MTV exploded-
And pioneering pirates steered the broadcast ship

The day all drugs were legalized

And none were used
The day our brother and sister species

Were emancipated from the cruel bondage

The day we forgot our horribly unhealthy ways

The day affirming life was the golden ticket for all

This day is what we need

Question of the Day

Rhetorical question today

Bigger talent

Writing in

Reading in

Sometimes nothing's there

But meanings abound

Other occurrences

Profound things innate

But over some heads

So the answer to the rhetorical question

Like most rhetorical questions

Is not quite known

I really like both talents

(I employ both)

Reading in carries me through

When I never wrote in, my friends

A Poor Choice of Words

Stick to your own jargon

You come trespassing on our territory

From me to me

The introspective decree

Intelligence ain't stuffy

Don't backfire, sir, sir

The shocking sensational truth

Stems not from use

But from knowing

We don't want to appear extra ignorant

Do we?

Some down toning is needed!

Let's be somewhat simpler

And save ourselves

From trouble and embarrassment

Now you've done it

Ignorance masqueraded as intellect

How stupid did we look?

A hole is dug sadly

Maybe you've boosted your level a little too high

Sadly, it takes

Offensive actions to bring out the intelligence and maturity in some

Maybe the bank is more empty than full

More apprehension, haste, discretion

Let us reexamine the content therein

Slayer Generation

Welcome to the Slayer Generation

Today and beyond 

Welcome to the fucked up generation

We're the out of whack kids

No self motivation

We are attracted to the death metal scene

Due to the terrible conditioning

Of our environment

We are the unhealthy

The deviants

We congregate in places

Hardcore convicts would not be caught dead in

We lose battles

A cheer to us

Hail the Slayer Generation

Our meaning is no meaning

Pentagrams are our hallmark

We worship the dreary dark

Random Cursing

Fuck

A word of such powerful emotions

Perfect way to vent

Express all the hate

Anger

Bitterness

Sadness

Sorrow

Wickedness

Melodrama

Damn, fuck it, fucking yes

More Verses

Yet another series of verses for glorifying

The wonder of girl

A continuation of the ongoing poetic sequels

You inspire I am inspired

Poems and girls

Perks of life

I compose again

A verse about a girl of red

That captures the breath of mine

Riveting

If you ever get divorced from

Your romantic obligations

Perhaps, I would entertain

A notion to woo

My graceful pen of passion

Could do things to uplift your presence

Another collection of elegant rhetoric

To woo the ever magnetic charisma (strange that I’m infatuated)

Of the redhead

That is not dissipating from my thoughts

Overwhelm me with all the beauty of your tenderness

Sweet justice is the realization

Of the ultra true evolutionary ache to hook up

Here is a series of eloquent verses

To express my far reaching fondness

Of the finesse optimal gorgeous redhead

Necessity Now

It is no longer just an option

As if it ever were just an option!

It is clearly a mandate for this existence

All that which is pent up

Will be let out

Cathartic sublimation for the greater good of all

Prominence is a mandate

I am not through

Til all this energy a brewin

Shall lead the world to total liberation

I am disappointed by the rejections

Granted

Forward I press always

(And yes, the absolute term "always" shall be the guideline)

In so many vectors, I doggedly go forth

Pursuing the mandate

When I'm there

I've won

And I ain't quittin until I've won

I will be known

I shake the ground

My name shall be an embedded fossil on every strand, every fiber of every atom of the universe

Before the day of croaking

Prominence shall be mine

Until the prize is mine

The teeth are sunk deep

Toiling in a million directions, devoting tons to all

Yearning for the sweetest universal acclaim

State of Despondence Address

Very desolate

Somewhat lonely

How much so?

Confused and crazy

Am I relieving myself

As I convert my soul remains

To written word?

So much rests on my shoulders

Too much is contemplated simultaneously

Despair and discord

The revolting carrousel

Of diseases processes is the source 

Insecurity massive turmoil

Perilous sorrow and woe

Decay

destitute prospects

When will I triumph?

This is an upsetting occurrence

A fickle roller coaster of well being

Suffer 

Suffer

The dark cloud of self demise

Shrouds and festers

Sometimes it's so hard to be

Trapped in a gloomy circumstance

So many problems afflict

Gnawed at like a dead carcass

Will it quit before a pathetic wreck results?

The glorious existence suffers a gigantic setback

So lost in the world and the mind

Don't know where to go or what to do

Feel like slowly walking for 

Miles in the dark of night

Demon like forces chew on the soul

Attempting to create a void

Have a heavy burden on the shoulders

It is trifling and troublesome

The chaos ruins the being

Dark and sick

Nothing in particular

But much of everything

Too fucking self conscious

Too fucking over conscious

Sadness implies innocence

All Good

See, it all worked out rather fine

And had nothing to do with lords in thy heart

If we relax and have faith in the real

We are best prepared to cherish 

All the splendor

Ahh I feel swell relief!

Anxiety flaked away

Truly, it is all good

Now only minor fretting

My constraining restraints are gone

Humankind has done a bunch of good

Optimistically, I see

That's where I'll channel my faith

In the good man has done

Lord, I have not faith in thee

Just look at our educational institutions

Our great art

Political activists bursting with altruism

Plenty of reason to have in myself and my brethren

It all worked out

Without belief in all creating deity

This is another reinforcement

For not having to have faith in thy lord

The path is mine

And I will focus all the motions of my energy

On actualizing this one time only quest

If ya belief in thy lord

Ya do yourself and the world a great great injustice

You are swell, swell enough to trust yourself to lead yourself to a fulfilling existence

Energy spent worshiping divine messiahs

Is energy wasted, energy in vain

Doubt thy Lord, not thyself

Your inner resources can lead you to greatness

You have super duper capacities, don't stifle them with thy lord's presence

Happy glory and empowerment

The best for you

Is the superb amazing path of secular health

Inspired Motivation

Motivated by much

I am motivated by much

Motivated by stuff of grandeur

I am motivated by stuff of grandeur

I dream

I daydream

I wish

I prophesize

I imagine

Ultimately, often actualize

Actualize is a thrill

I sense the reverberations

Of life's glory here

Actualize means not merely self improvement

It means steps to a healed world

Wow the sensations!

Amazing when my spine recognizes the shivers

Of what I am doing

As self defining romantic right thing to do

Astounding how some beauty deeds feel so good and right

Splendid this motion

Momentum inertia always

Passion Striving perpetual

I gotta keep momentum inertia eternally going

And doing such is satisfying

Actualizing satisfying

Growing a noble process

Leading to actualization nirvana

Bliss is marching to one’s intrinsic constitution rhythm

In motion pursuing the superb

I moved motivated by merry fulfillment

Momentum means enormous joy in life

I exit on that note

So Many Questions

Inquisitive, I ask alot of questions

A fellow falls

I am more grateful

Producing grandiose amounts of art

Touching hearts

Laughter, joy, congeniality, freedom

Living out a novel scheme

Stomping a grand imprint

I dig the groovy experience

Expanding awesome horizons

Depositing in the wisdom bank

Delightful emotions

Great tears

Vibrating vibrancy

Merry times

A wonderful altruistic smile

Beauty and birth

Sweet characters

Inventive pioneers

Loving souls

Champions do not fear the grave

Who cares how I got here?

The ride is supreme

Flooding brilliant emotions

Gorgeous weather

Inspiring poetry

Romantic love

An everlasting bond

Top notch wit

This is good enough for me too

Bad, it's not good enough for you

You, my pal are missing out

Clear vision

Free folks

Gay frolic

The stuff that experience is made of

Pity, earth is insulted

Critical analysis

Influential passion

Only the one lifers really appreciate this gift

Join the one worlders

Old Friend

Yesterday as I trod down an off beaten path

To reflect about things

I passed by an old friend

He looked nothing like the man I once knew

Broken, desolate and withdrawn

I remembered who he was

The streets were no life

For a graceful soul like him

Experience has made him totally jaded

He lacked the vision which once made him great

And I empty with a certain void, lacked his companionship

All these years

Distance and advancement

Fueled neglect

I truly was oblivious to our destinies a clashing

I was always away from the dearest

I overlooked the significance

I have no longing to even direct a nod his way

My position is so vital

That I won’t stop and remember the good old days

Ever since my fellowship has been second rate

I always figured pals were replaceable

Soon I was proven wrong

I was hedonistic in so many ways

I did not realize what I was getting into

I turned my back

And forgot about the cherished

I moved on

And strived to become the king

My egocentric pursuit

Did nothing but make me hardened

Narcissistic materialism was my dominant philosophy

All the years I wasted with worldly obsession

When I moved on

I abandoned the person I was

I abandoned my allies

For gold

harsh truth sets in

When my kingdom tumbles

And no one is around who cares

I wanted to become a success so damn bad

I can't undo the things I never had

I wanted the finer things

But I overlooked a crucial element

Now I face an evil future

Because I was too independent

I can't go back to my sacred community

I messed up royally

And no one's here to sympathize

And everyone has amnesia about my identify

Ever since I moved on

Towards bigger and better things

I am so at fault for the deterioration of my past brethren

I curse my intention

My motivation was ugly

I can only sulk the rest of my days

And agonize what I gave up

When I moved on

Life is too short

To forge on alone

Forge away without treasured companions

I learned the lesson the hard way

Just a glance into my eyes

And any fool will see I am not the same I once way

The pit of my stomach verges

On heaving chunks of solid sorrow

Now I tremor

I am ridden with irrevocable stars

The tragic misery I have incurred

Could have been prevented

I have regressed into my state of being

A downtrodden, downcast 

Soul projecting despair

My load beacon is a woeful broadcast terminal

Oftentimes, sorrow incurred is externally produced

This isn't the me of Now

I am grown since then

Now I stake claim to the self

The self is my guiding light

They come and they go

The glory of me is always here

Which is were I shall place my greatest trust

It's an inevitable, companions leave

My journey is always here

Pleasing the principles of this self, is the highest necessity

Since the soul of me is the immovable highlight

Towards a growing great soul I go

The rest is transitory and can be forgotten with a few long breaths

The self is not forgotten so easily

Hail the self of altruism, of achievement

No Kudos To You

Smooth brotha

Shake my hand

I do not see

Your justification

Or any redemption at hand

You make no sense

Sir, I must reply

To your macho glorification of chronic intoxication

Simply stated

"Courageous strong do not imbibe

They do no the bottle to hide behind"

Drink yourself sick, sir

What good does it do?

The beverage of losing

Is your chosen liquid

So what does that make you?

I could pour alcohol down the drain

With a sane thrill

This would be most delightful

When you are the highest pixilated inebriated

Squirm at the intake of the devil's drink!

Why do you put such toxic shit into your system?

Do you not gave a damn?

Why do you insist on using that awful drug

And then behave in a way

Which adversely affects me and you?

Why desecrate the wonderful entity of the human body

For some cheap thrills?

I'll gladly decline offers to drink

I have the strength to refuse the shit

A sound mind is averted to chemical degradation

I do not need spirits to lift my spirits

In all actuality, spirits lower one's spirits

The sight of a pixilated mob is nauseating

The stupid bottle

Doesn't absolve you

It only worsens any blow

By god, never operate a motor vehicle when you drink that crap

These beverages dethrone your rationale

And plunder away your integrity

You have not mastered cathartic outlets

Precious resources are sacrificed to obtain your drinks

Why, sir do you do that to yourself?

I know of many better ways to spend your earnings and your time

You may in fact be the greatest in the world

But the second you imbibe you turn to apathetic mush

The therapeutic properties of the beverage

Are delusional farces

When you drink you minds turns into rubbish

You drink so much, you don't have a real you

You personality is alcohol

Alcohol doesn't enhance you

I am best without it

Why do I have to deal with the deplorable consequences?

I don't need the misconduct aroused by your drinking

You're not merry, you're scary

America's favorite drugs

Screws up so many lives

It spites the nation's spirit

Your poison is a terrible enemy of mankind

Even if its idiosyncrasies are overlooked

What good does alcohol do I ask you!

Your drinking bothers me

When I dump your alcohol I do you a world of good

I choose not to partake in the great scene of depravity

I don't need the burdensome anxiety

I don't need the strife

Why must I worry like so?

I just can't LOVE a drunk

Drinking blows things out of proportion

Damn right, imbibing creates an inferior condition

Abandon your bottle, and regain all the lost class

Something is wrong when good folks become losers

Just cause they drink

You love your "freedom" to take drugs

But you do not realize this "freedom" enslaves you

Petty rights of low responsibility to slosh yourself

Yes, need to be preserved

Someday we'll have no need for brew at all, 

Our society will have evolved entirely 

Do not forgive me when I abjure your self destructive behaviors for I have done no wrong

I will earn great respect and admiration

When I zealously resist

You can go ahead and call me an anti alcohol poet if you wish

Damn right, I am strictly opposed to poisoning this beautiful body of mine

Innocence of body is a big deal to me

Liquor intoxication is a big antagonist to a healthy progressive life way

A person who thinks they have the full life

By adding the so called pleasure of drink

Is sadly mistaken

True fulfillment is something which alcohol cannot produce

True fulfillment is too real

The so called fun that arises from imbibing is a delusional misnomer

Real fun happens when your mind is in tact

I have tons more quality life experience than the intoxicated

My mind is precious, I shall not degrade its distinct greatness

When drunkards attempt to instigate moral teaching

They pass themselves off as non credible

Your habit is disheartening

A sober chap is always more witty and entertaining

Than a drunk punk

The coolest bashes are the toxic free bashes

Alcohol hampers fun

I have abhorred alcohol with a passion

I pledge not to imbibe

I know I will detest myself If I do so

I will love my beautiful self if I do not

I shall vent my opposition to the lifestyle of self abuse

With awesome rage

There is no excuse for a drunk who kills

The bottle of yours destroys

I shall strive to maintain a strong de facto anti drinking stance

From here to everafter

My body is precious

It's a secular tabernacle

Shit will not enter it

You have the right to get tanked

I have the opportunity to flourish

There are some things one doesn't need to try

Life is great enough without it

Life is so swell, how can a drink enhance it

I'm too busy living to regret depriving myself of base pleasures

Life is out there

I seize it

My life is full sans liquor

Liquor ain't enhancing shit

Life is swell enough the way it is

I am certainly not missing out!

You the dependent on the brew is missing out

I'm living the best way

I am free and flying high

I am happy and jam packed with zest

If I die without ever getting plastered

I've lost pretty much nothing

There's so much too lose

I refuse to partake

And I am winning the wonderful game of quality life

My body and my mind and my soul are thriving!

Fuck yeah!

Affirmation of the Vital

Now I know the cause of inner turmoil

Naturalistic!

Some perceive my new founded regimen as obsessive

I also have maybe felt obsessive

Hey hey hey

It’s the predominant culture that’s obsessive

Obsessively depraved

Persuasively forfeiting our 

Need to be pristine

Products of nourishment

The murder mongering, pain afflicting society

Is intent 

Or shall I say 

Obsessed with lacing our goodies with products of anguish, slaughter, and misery

Living in this society causes me dread

The society that utilized my evolutionary cousins

For everything is the sick society

I’m the sane one

Vowing for the not to be a transitory phrase

Society, you are too vile in so many spheres

Most Every bit of merchandise

Most Every item of luxury

Most every edible morsel

Is tainted with suffrage

Once again

I shall say

Society is all too wrong

The cries of torment hurt my heart

Comrades, comrades, comrades

I strive to stay true

This conviction is so noble

Why must pain be an element of every fucking single product in our community?

I shall counterbalance any internal strife

With acts of mighty

Requiring the internal energy

Even if I would happen to go way mad

It’s worth it

This is not done for sanity purposes

Coping with an insane society is very difficult

This is done for love of life

Life is affirmed, I glow with more peace

Love does that to a person

- Jello Biafra influenced some of the ideas here.
