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Un straight Friend

When will you be straight my friend?

When will you kick the stuff?

When will you resolve to denounce dope?

When will you be straight my friend?

Will it be ever?

God, I’d love to see you convert

Your fiery eyes would radiate even more

When will you be straight my friend?

Too bad, you are caught up in the wrong stuff

An intellect like yours should not be dragged down like so

You are too great for these dangerous habits!

Why dabble with death?

When will you be straight my friend?

You’ve got a grand personality

So why fuck it up?

This is your life, make longevity and vitality essential factors.

Your charisma is compromised when you fuck yourself up

When will you be straight?

I love what you are

I love who you are

Thus I detest your pixilated moments

I ask, when will you be straight?

I don’t want to force my profound righteousness on you

But I see an injustice to the fulfillment of your potential

You deserve better

You deserve something more

When will you be straight?

You are a burgeoning superstar of life

Your major reversible disability puts a gigantic check on self-liberation

You are unable to achieve your optimal self-realization

When will you be straight?

When will you truly love life?

When will you enlighten yourself?

Why play suicidal roulette with your keen mind?

When will you be straight?

Why be vinous, when you can thrive daily?

I absolutely adore your aversion to the prevalent conceptions of life which confront us

Why can’t you just alter it slightly?

You deserve to control your manifest domain!

Wouldn’t you like to experience the innate optimal joys of living, 

Perceiving it clearly, unshackled

Your entity is much too beautiful to contaminate

When will you be straight?

This is not the stuff you are made of

Why not view it all crystal clear

Rather than  foggy?

You are way too ideal for me’

But you’d be even more so, if you quit the shit

When will you be straight? 

Your greatest flaw that I see is that pointless type of frolic you love

When will you transcend depravity

And become a even higher queen

When will you be straight?

Ever?

Why Are you That Way?

Why are you never passionate?

Where are your emotions free will mindset?

You truck on 

Where are you going?

A glum outcome, you are heading towards

Show your spirit

Your true colors

Who are you?

Are you anyone?

Do you matter?

Do you care?

Why do you avert imagination?

Tell me sir

Tell me madam

A Superb Thing

The benign earthquake

The pleasant thunder

The way too simple remedy

An intellectual repast

The building bricks

The therapeutic sculpture

The sweet exhibition forum

The duty of enlightenment

The Anti thesis to Barren fields

The altruistic joy

The resounding echo

Super Power

Super heroes

Constructive inebriated like states

The unacknowledged rocket scientist

The beanstalk ride

The big blast of treasure

An adventurous dell

An overflowing blue spring

The heaven scraper

Supreme ecstasy

Soul adrenaline

The exuberant pastime

The beast resister

The sizzling current from a liberating circuit

A fantastic rush without demeaning side effects

A glorious trance

Quite a superb thing

The Chain Joker

Joking all the day and eve

The chain joker aggravates everyone

We are sick

He is addicted

We fear

We fear greatly

Stop please stop please

He can’t go on

The show is over

Where’s the bus of spoiled fruit?

What works best apples or oranges?

I can’t take it anymore

Sorry

Sorry, I just can’t

The chain joker has struck again

Free Will’s Life

Free Will lost its job

Free Will doesn’t like it

Free will doesn’t really care

Bye Bye Free will

Not there does he really lurk

Even though all thinks he does

He absolutely theoretically can’t live in the holy books

Free Will doesn’t make much sense in their way

Free Will is defunct in their way

Free Will evades sense in their way

Free Will is a good guy and all

But he did not sit in pews

If that all knowing guy lives

Our buddy free will must die

Predestination is alive

Alive alive alive

There’s no way around it

Free Will scoffs

You are a machine, a holy machine

It’s all laid out

Mr. Great laid it all out

It’s planned and choreographed

Free Will Can’t survive in such a box

Free Thinker

Freethinker

I like the ring of that

Freethinker

I like the stigma of that

Freethinker

I think I like that

Superficial Frolic

Superficial frolic

That’s all it is

No way no how it’s not

Shallow shallow kindness kindness

Everything done by them must be taken with a grain of salt

Cause this variety of benevolence is worthless

At first I thought the good will was benign

Then, enlightened, I said never mind

This whole breed of activity is pointless, pointless

It’s a sick way to enjoy oneself

It’s everywhere ubiquitous too

It’s a grand delusion of mirth

They can have their cake

And problematically digest it too

Who needs this shit?

Fake fake sincerity?

Unacceptable serenity

Why should I accept it?

The best case scenario is pitiful

Mosh

Mosh to death laced beats

Have a lapse seat

Unimportant shit echoes

I know I could be somewhere else

I know I could be doing something else

I alienate myself

Slamdance my way to eternal hellfire

Not a matter of gray

Black and white, I’m engaged

I’m disengaged

My all pervading conscience scolds my conduct

He can’t condone the message

Nor the deprave dance steps

Rioting behavior

Rioting

Rioting in a old pit

I can’t believe I’m here

On Saturday night

One less person

To occupy the intelligentsia coffee shop

Pastor will wonder why

I come to Sunday School bruised

After the show is through

And all have evacuated

I can rummage for my displaced molars

How can this be good?

But I keep doing it anyhow

I could venture off to cool music concerts

Sans la violence

I choose not to

Emphasis is here stir crazy

Schizophrenic claustrophobia gone mad

I’m not too tired of tired clichés

A whole fresh crop is up and ready

Enthusiastic paralysis

Now, I can no longer conjugate my verbs

Bloodbath, my close companion

Weekends are slaughter

More torture than workweek

Less intuition than milkcrate

sXe kids don’t die off drugs

They die here

An urgency in my steps

An urgency call to open ears and open arms

An impoverished call to arms

Alternative activities flood my brain

This is my choice

Ubiquity

A bewildering pale of ale

An substandard emission from the tube

A backwards but popular congregation house of demagogues gone awry

Crushing our conscience

American culture absent of these

Ills is unimaginable and unavoidable

The grieving bucket of brew

A bad bad transmission

Subtle theocracy

Inoculating pleasure, I say

Barley, hops = suffrage

Biased and bland hoaxes and cabals

A godly tainted meddling hand

Going to damn us innocent people!

A quart of suicidal liquor

Grand mind control

Faith with an abrasive core

Penetrating our sanity and sanctity

The courtyard of the vineyard

The studio of the station

The propaganda assembly vine

I fear them and all their power

The tavern house

The American home tuned in

The bitter steeple abode

Not crazy, horrendous!

The liquor cabinet

The idiot box

The church corridors

We can’t hide from this inebriation

A bottomless keg

The disastrous mechanism

A sinful manifestation

Inebriation, inebriation, inebriation

An unprofessional fifth

Transport to moronic realms

The messiah, assembly in progress

Occurring at every facet of daily existence

Perverse out of whack Manhattans

The pro passive invention

The fundamental list sin

Urges for sledgehammers

Urges for sledgehammers

Smash the bottle

Smash the set

Beautiful sights, smashing away injustice, graft, and evil

Only if I had the courage, I’d smash the bottle on the set

Thus killing two birds with one stone

Saving mankind, erecting a throne

For myself

Smashing = suffering ending

Smashing a bottle, smashing a set

Too bad I’m not set

At least I’m a precedent setter

Denouncing the bottle as well as the set

Woah Woe

Woe comes

Woe stays

Woe goes

Woe Woe Woe

Sometimes one becomes depressed 

By the collective perception of existence

Or by apparently nothing at all

Misery is a resonance of incomplete outcomes

An unsatisfied soul lingers in misery

The bitter tune of mishaps assaults

Woe is a battle even the most happy go lucky must face at least once in awhile

Who hides it?

Who pretends to bask in mirth?

Joy Kicks Ass

Joy Kicks Ass

Said the man

This halfway humble fellow prefers to thrive

Rather than throb

His good will flows forth and rubs off

He can talk a happy gig

Everything turns out well

Adversary has a constructive purpose

He sure usurps misery

After a blissful demeanor

He pursues it like a wild man on a benevolent hunt

Loving existential destiny

He doesn’t manufacture debris

Devising happy sprees, perpetually

A undivine hallelujah is articulated by his lips

He loves you and even me

He adores Eros

Who is this man

“You could all benefit from visiting his joyful residence”

Not a touch of turmoil dawns his days

Never has he experienced a miserable tear

This idealistic soul lives for diamond altruism

Subdues trepidation

Eradicating the very notion of anxiety

He struts as gay as one can strut

No matter how long he stays alive

It will never be enough

Everyday is tranquillity

Everyday is serene relief

Mr. Rabbit, let’s play it all by ear

An optimistic podium, he is elevated upon

A podium that never induces nausea or loathing

Learning his way

An optimal optimism it is!

Greater

Greater than the Koran’s syndication

Why do I have the blues

Not my problem

Why am I here

Take it or leave it

Could I recruit a fisherman

This is my book

Greater than the Koran

Non Saying Say Time

He walks down the stairs

He sees the government

He can’t help but cry

His whole body aches

He is a victim of oppression

His life is slavery

Life is noble and elegant

Laws oppose the creation of glory filled destiny

Especially For You

You are an honorable creature

Sorry, I do not have the words

At my disposal to praise you properly enough

You fulfill your role

You are a radiant star in my tired old universe

You are a sweet melody

You are my top choice of brethren

This artwork is designed to gracefully uplift you

You deserve the inklings of compliments I flood you with

I am fond of the entity of you

You are grand girl!

You are an alluring doll

I have met no more who is more inwardly and outwardly beautiful

I will sin like Adam and Eve if I part from you permanently

You are a mighty angel

Your lover is quite a lucky fellow

You’re so ideal

Your mannerism is something no one can compete with

I love to worship you

I love the gentle sound of your gentle voice

I hope you deliciously savor all my honest affections

And revel in all my genuine flattery

You are an integral treasure of my exuberant life

You thundersouly brighten my existence

I will pamper you to the best of my ability

You are a supreme companion

And I love to create art which glorifies you

You are a spectacular individual

I am lucky to have such an important soul exalt me

Please never forget me

Please always be dear and kind

Please never forget me

Miss, you have touched one fellow’s soul

And I feel it appropriate to commend you, eloquently

You are so very awesome, You are a beautiful person

You are the rare companion, I cherish most

I am delighted when you honor me, when you honor me

If I ever lose track of you

May I rot in fiery hell

I love to flatter you

I love to please you

My devotion is tenacious

I am your companion for eternity

I love to live for you

You are worth the cost of stopping the presses

I desperately need your accompaniment, my sweet brilliant compare

You are a refreshing alternative to bland ordinary fellowship

You are worth fretting over

I love to lift your character and flair up as high as I can

Your love is an awesome treasure

Only you are worth all the gorgeous ruckus

Two distinct, perhaps contrasting souls 

Have united into a magnificent bold association

And I only wish we continue to flourish and blossom

Until they day I am laid down

If I fail to lucidly conjure up your image

I do a total injustice to myself and you

You are some sort of a miracle

And I am perpetually grateful for you

I won’t make you ideal promises

I’ll only keep the promises

If I ever stop thinking about you

They have my permission to burn me at the stake

You are the source of my most redeeming fellowship

This is written especially for you

Disc Compact

I swear

I vow

I curse

I’ll never listen to that damn compact disc ever again

I don’t function properly anymore

My brain and this album are interchangeable now

It’s growing old

My collection is lame and bland and lackluster

Not to mention, insufficient

Thus I am allowed only one choice

To play the same compact disc over again

I don’t want to hear it again

But what else can I do

I eat drink and sleep this compact disc

Dreams are poetry readings with the liner note lyrics

Yes, this is a marvelous compact disc

You may believe I’m a tad crazy, compulsive, or possessed

But I’ll just let you know

I’m a victim of circumstances

If I was king and had my way

I’d have my subordinate subjects

Devote their days to compact disc shopping sprees

But unfortunately I have no such luck

And no such wealth

Like a lengthy broken record

I’ve blasted the hell out of this cotton pickin thing

My family is on the verge of assassinating me

The neighbors slander me in underground newspapers

I just hope you understand

That things would be a different way

If my life was as perfect as can be

The lyrics spew out of my mouth

Appropriate, timely, or not

I’m sorry I just need that constant music buzz

I’ve gone to the point of no return

And there’s no turning back

I really don’t love this compact disc 2/3 as much as it seems

My mind is doing somersaults

I could recite the words to every song on the spot

Lord knows, I need more compact discs

Ornery, cranky coots ponder

When I retire my collection

For the umpteenth time

Supply and demand don’t coincide

TV Man

All I ever do is watch television

Nothing else, nothing else at all

Look at the worth of me

Look at my dichotomy

I am automated

Around the clock

I respond to stimuli

I don’t create stimuli

I am a member of the world

I interact predictably

I savor diversions from thought

I am the TV viewing man

Don’t honor me

Don’t waste your time

You can do it too

The powers I encompass

Lay within each and all of you

I am lectured

“Your use of free time is your demise”

I can’t counteract the overbearing agenda

If you are fond of my lifestyle

You can mimic it too

Day after day, I reap entertainment

This is all I do

I don’t need another hobby

Or another profession either

My goal in this existence

Is to increase my exposure to that television set

And nothing more

I am a humble experiencer

I am a feeble interpreter

I do what’s relevant to my dormant equilibrium

My intellect knows no alternatives

My brain is in sync with the television’s ticks

I am dependent on the box 

For my jolly health

I struggle to evolve

I can’t turn away

I don’t answer any calls, I watch TV

From dawn to dust

Any available second

I plop down

And view fictional portrayals of everything

A Few Words on Being Human

Being human = being shallow

Ulterior motives are innate

To be righteous, one must avert nature

Sick sick

The slop of the body

Is essential meaningless

The soul rules

The soul rules

The soul rules

Wickedness is inherited

The chains of oppressive humanity should be unshackled

No matter how unnatural

Evil intentions lurk all over the place

Should these views be reconsidered?

I am a  Cop

I want to be a cop

Who always patrols the easy streets

I want to be a cop

Who chats a million times more 

Than I apprehend

I want to be friendly

But eccentric and charismatic

I want to be a cop

Who has an endless amount of time to relax on duty

If the department allows me to sleep

During my free moments

I will never utter a word

Which defames our municipality
I don’t want to be a cop

Who fights violent crime

I want to be a cop

Who never writes tickets or arrests anyone

I want to be a cop

Who whistles without stop

My nightstick will be used for fun twirling

And not for anything like beating

I want to be a pacifist cop

I want to be a policeman

Who the public actually respects and admires

I want to be an oxymoron cop

One committed to maintaining justice

I want to shoot the breeze all shift

Rather than shoot criminals

My superiors ought to pay me just to goof off

I want to be a cop, everyone loves

A cop who is infinitely popular

I will strut like a peacock

I will have a blast till I go home

Hell, I’ll have more fun on duty than off duty

I won’t even carry a gun

I’ll be quick witted

I would love to be a happy go lucky cop

Rather than a stressed out one

Cops should really be the irresistible sort

Not the vulgar assholes they often become

The badge should be a badge of honor and good times

There is no reason cops should not be paid to slack

It sure beats beating

It’s immeasurably more fun to have a riot 

Than to control one

Police departments should be funded to forward good will

I want to be funky and cool

Not boring and dull like most cops

No donut will ever touch my lips

Unless it’s very low in fat

I want to be, not the bravest

But the most entertaining cop in town

I don’t want to die in the line of duty

I merely yearn to frolic at work time

I will have a job I love so much

My superiors will force me to go home at gunpoint

Good old fashioned fellowship 

Will take place everyday often in the most innovative way

I’ll have an extremely fulfilling zero anxiety career

I’ll never frown 

Mirth and wholesomeness will fill my heart

I will cure society’s ills

With witty satire and graceful poetry

Not with ugly coercion

Every morning I will rise

With an intense anticipation to get to work

There will never be a day I dread

I won’t sulk at work

I’ll beam

I’ll know every soul from east to west

From Main Street to the Slums

And I’ll touch everyone’s lives

And have time left over 

To patronize the super businesses

Foot Beat is more nifty than car beat

Believe it or not

A cop on foot is innately more friendly 

Than a cop on a cycle or in an auto

Groovy cops are the cops on foot beat, sir

Fat asses sit behind the wheel

Curmudgeon cops never go on foot beat

They drive

I will not main

I will heal my sick brothers

I will assert a bold vision of future prosperity

I will strut like a bad ass

A bad ass who’s kind

I’ll be smooth rather than clumsy

I will be a super awesome cop

Who never dirties his hands

This job won’t be a source of stress

It will be an outlet to relieve stress

My job will resemble a wonderful movie

I’ll be on a noble venture each and every day

I’ll spread wonderful tidings wherever I may roam

I will build a society based on mutual aid

I’ll be one rad dude

Not the enemy like my contemporaries

But an amazing protagonist

I won’t toil tirelessly

I’ll sleep wherever I can

Everyone loves a personable cop

Yes oh Yes, I yearn to be a slick fellow

With a fantastic personality

I will never hesitate to work overtime

Free if need be

I don’t want to be a 90’s type cop

I want to be an Officer Friendly 50’s type cop

But I’ll nod and laugh at sidewalk spitting

I’ll grin and be thankful for this blessing of job

Everyday I go to work

