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Paul Kurtz

Splendor

Grandeur

Valor 

Courage

Quite noble

Romance

Exuberance

Poetic justice

A father of a movement

Love

Deep Love

Boy, Mr. Kurtz, I hope you are right

Cause you’re the one

In the world of ours

Who knows how to live

The Alive Skipper

Let’s hail the skipper

A man of merry mirth

Let’s hail the skipper

Let’s celebrated his belated birth

He sails the turbulent sea

He rows all day like a cog

He has no obligations, he’s free

He’s too occupied for the dog

There is joy in his yacht

He ventures far away

His wife is lonely and distraught

His actions are noble, lacking pay

He comes onto shore every once in awhile

For bankruptcy, he will soon file

Hail the coolest dude

Hell, once shrewd, always shrewd

The Audience

The audience claps

Elites love sophistry

I love an audience

I love the recitation

An artist is upon the exuberant stage

The clout is incredible

The doubt is not believable

Words are assuaged

Entertainment

I am dearly grateful for the opportunity

I am excited

They are enlightened

I am the encore

The fool leaves the premises

An important occurrence this is

My drama arouses

Artistic irony surprises

Stimulation arises

A creative person is quite the person to be

With all the eyes looking up

I know it’s me

The feedback is splendid

The wild ovation is grandiose

Enough to heal an awful wound

Terrible resentment which pervasively lingers

Is poetically swept away

Animosity peels off like aged dried paint

Makaveilli the Rapper

Makaveilli felt rather cool

Mocking god

With his stale ass blasphemy

Makaveilli has no God conscience

He is a badass gangsta

But when he goes to hell,

He won’t feel so smug

He is a terrible example of what an infidel should be

Call him a fool, but not a great heathen

Getting That Way

Getting frigid

Getting rigid

Getting cynical

Getting desolate

Getting stiff

Getting sick

Affectionate caress

Liberating caress

One gentle caress

Might do the salvation thing

Where Romance Is

Romance overflows from the mundane

If shrewd enough

Believe it or not

I suppose it is inside the creature that is me

To uncover romance everywhere

I don’t play redundant games

Sorry to say

I am on a quest for romance

Romance is a crucial foundation block

Of my existence

Everyday the above average flock celebrates romance

Our era is not the most romantic of times

Fear not wise ones
Romance certainty can be had


Dreamy musings sparkle

My goodness, the unexciting masses rub themselves raw

The paycheck is not a fond calling

Why it’s so emphasized, I do not know

Many posses bits and pieces

But most don’t have the gist down cold

Beauty in all strains is a dominating driving force for me

Somehow, sometime, the modern trek almost alienated me

Then romance surged

Romance saves

Any life is livable, if romance is fertilized from evil systems

The trickster finds romance in the fucking vile rubbish

And thrives

Romance glorifies existence infinite fold

Creation Oh

Look at the juggling baffoon

He juggles from noon to noon

Soon, he’s going to get sick

His eyes are droopy and ridden with bags

He exhaustingly repeats a curious rhetorical question

“Does creation occur at conception or implantation?”

A couple of naïve idiots 

Answer not knowing the intrisinics of the rhetorical question

Then the zombie juggler pauses

“It seems to me that creation is perpetual often until conscious thought invites itself”

This spectacle is profound and odd

Let’s go find a 23 hour a day

Sleeping man and worship him

Let’s embody his likeness


Look look look

He sleeps away his days

He is so peaceful

And so elegant

He is truly a dreamer

He’ll never wake up

And when he does

He will quickly ingest nourishment

Then go straight to bed

Both the process and the end products

Of our pastimes and passions

Provide redemption

The power of random imagination

Is the fix these days

For the artistic and altruistic minded

Its magic drives them into a state of supreme nirvana

A left brain on stilts and a right brain on stilts engage in a boxing match

Both want to conquer the developing child

Prison is prison some say

But one prison doesn’t seem too sad

Only the world’s pressures subdues the friendly

So called prison which is really unrestrained passion

Beautiful Person

“Ahh, That was one unbelievably beautiful poem

You are truly a most beautiful person, as beautiful as one can be”

Those are the words

Life is beautiful

I think I am going to cry

This is joy

I am fulfilled

Victory Over Liquor

The victor is the champion who never imbibes

The bottle tenaciously tempts

But those who resist splendidly are kings

The weaker breed drinks, the stronger breed doesn’t

You can go to hell in a few hours

Or you can live gloriously!

There is no need for the bottle

No fucking need!

Is it wrong to preach about the evils of liquor?

I like the anti liquor demagogues employing fabulous de facto techniques

Inebriation from chemicals is horrible, horrible, horrible

An army of righteous knights need to save a population from rotten demise

They suffer whether they know it or not

A drunk brother is lesser than a sober brother

I love to publicly declare my aversion to the stupid bottle

I boldly proclaim that I dissent from such shit

Sometimes, it is pure joy

To surround oneself in alcoholic surroundings

Just so one can gain empowerment by refusing to imbibe

A Teetotaler’s greatness is reinforced by contrasting oneself against a massive amount of drunken fools

Partaking in intoxication doesn’t foreshadow a minor flaw

It foreshadows a major drawback

The distinction between the dry and wet is a vital one

Novel altruistic folk stray from the demon in the bottle

The weak and wretched give in

Why use the destructive liquor bottle?

When art is so much fucking better?

Art fucking rules

Liquor is a piss poor antidote

Professional Student, I

Damn, no hooray!

Another exam

Been doing this for years

Been here for ages

Professional student, I

No bargaining

No paying off loans

College, I will be in forever

Gray and in the dorms, I am

A student for life, forever

Career, not something I think about

Class going, My livelihood is

Aged and deteriorating, enrolled I am

This way of life, understood by no one

A better way, there isn’t

Glory and drama, an intellectual classroom contains

The dormitory, cool fellowship possibilities, are present in

Intellectual endeavors, pursued nontraditionally

Unorthodox, I am

Never see the real world, I will

Don’t make sense, the jive of the masses proclaim

Laid back, tis I

Exams not all that bad

Better way, there is none

Perennial nature plants, I resemble

Year in, yearn out

Tons of melodrama

Not sick of education, sick of toil

Occasionally taking some courses twice or more, that’s me

No to finale orientation, yes to process gratification

Quiz taking tendencies, my genes have

Avoiding rush, I do

No time for anything but relaxation

A plankful plethora of degrees

Never a job will I have

Fun till I lie in a grave

Game for scholarship, I am

Social aspects, I am game for

Not long enough, all the curriculum to absorb

Not into prestige or superficiality

Bogus, that is

The intellectual lectures, expressionary discussions which I can dominate while the unconcerned others get by with as little as possible, I dig

The joy, I am here for

Slowing down, enjoying life

The rat race, I evade

Poetry, romance, beauty, life is

No rush, spontaneous joy, I’m into

Fellow but younger peers, dig I

Watered down Mickey mouse, I can take

Feasibility, no worry

Educating, I am devoted to for eternally

A perpetual motion student, I am

Retire from this enjoyable game, nah!

Socializing, class is great, says I

The cycle, I enjoy

No grad school, no Ph.D. school

A fucking shitload of degrees in every field, I have

The romantic stigma of the university, I am in deep love with

Eccentric, I am

Professional students, next to none are

Crazy, that is

Coolest of the cool, professional students are

The outside world, fools congregate

Inside, professional students excel

Creative, novel, vibrant, joyful, optimistic, that is I

Leaving the campus environment, how could I?

The secret of never-ending virtue, I know

A prosperous tortoise, I am

For a wonderful time, look up I

Living while others die, I

Monopoly of zany, sophisticated, rad, belongs to I

Come back in as many score as you like

Still here, I will be

Groovy, I

Unbelievable, I

Distinct, I

One of a kind, I

Smile

Smiling is nice and good and all

Your smiles won’t satisfy me

Why laugh?

It’s no good

Contrived smiles are due to the joy of being fucked up

I just can’t accept it

Why can’t you be my pal all the time?

Party friends are worthless friends

This is so pointless

Ordinarily you won’t provide open invitations

Synthetic Altered states make a new you

Why can’t you do it yourself?

You are a two faced two timed most empty

So is everyone

Save I 

Along with a few integrity characters

Ironic, isn’t it, your friendly gestures under the circumstances

I splice a tear for me

And for you

Your love is much too conditional for my tastes

Fickle you needs what I do not need

Thus I am stronger

Thank you for the ugly pleasure

I am not at all pleased or amused

I can’t consider you a homey

Unless you are yourself

(As hard as it is to stay that way)

Temptation overwhelms

So what!

You don’t really dig me

Inanimate liquid is pulling your strings

Even joyous puppets suck

As much as I desire your kinship

I can not mislead myself

And see any positive from this

Alas I have tried

However, if I allow this to do

My efforts are in total vain

Forget your companionship

If it is dependent on the byproducts of deadly greed

I’m better than that

Those fucking smiles are depressing

They signify bullshit

Fuck, “your normal qualities are magnified”, 

What a crock of stupid nonsense

I’m grand enough the way I am

Without that demeaning “help” of yours

That tool is superfluous at best

Thanks for nothing

This way ain’t my way

Here is pain, not profit

Fool yourself that your actions under troubled states matter

Don’t smile unless it is a human sincere smile

Umm, don’t smile happy monster

A Disgruntled Amish Son

Dad, I’m sick of your inflexible tradition

I am leaving the order

I am now a person

Father, your lifestyle is boring, stupid

I am 100% sure God ain’t proud

You all talk, walk, dress the same

I can’t torture myself

I am seceding

Conformity sucks, motherfucker

No salvation

For you

Father, your toil is 100% in vain

I’ve done good

You’ve done bad

In the end, there will be no rewards for you

Stir crazy in this motherfucking place

I swear because you are way too prudish, uptight

I will disrupt the stupid ass status quo

My point of view is now dominant

Bet you thought I didn’t have one, robot man

Bye, have a nice boring, useless life

I will thrive now

Damn Complex

So damn complex

So fucking confused

I am sincerely baffled

My mind is torn to pieces

The origin of things will perplex me for eternity

And that’s one thing I don’t doubt

You and Me

You and me

Me and you

You and me

Me and you

Facades

Too many individuals are conformists in disguise

The masquerade is in cognito

Traits are fickle

The rock is evaded

Simply stated

The most unique can be the most phony

It’s too much for a sound mind to bear

The insincerity drives any keen soul mad

Either the urge to assimilate or the urge to segregate is too intense

Happy mediums are not in view

The clowns all play their univentive role

The motivation of today’s title of eccentricity is too spooky and shallow

People are flustered, oblivious to true authenticity and distinction

Pathetic attempts at uniqueness are so sickening, but so dominant

Only a select few are enlightened about the idiosyncrasies of concrete miens

And the rest stake claim to disposable personas

Je deteste les facades

Apathy

Apathy afflicts a multitude of persons

Apathy is contagious

Apathy is a sad reflection of society

Apathy rots away dignity

Apathy is a lazy prenote to sadistic hedonism

Apathy defrocks moral fabric

Apathy is easy, compassion is difficult

Apathy is an arc nemesis to life itself

It isn’t too hard for many persons to look the other way

Blatant apathy signifies an intensive regressive culture

Somehow, apathy has become a near more

Everytime we fail to erect a parade

When one would reasonably be expected

We usher in awful apathy

It is shameful when what should be in the forefront of our priorities only becomes recognized as a meager side note

Life is too magnificent for apathy to dominate it

Shallowness and idleness prime an apathetic mindset

Apathy turns the stomach of the wise

It blinds

Apathy renders beautiful thought as rubbish

Apathy means nothing

Apathy is for backwards fools

Massive apathy is for vile wretches

Cretins plant the seed of apathy everyday

It is the duty of the noble

To evade apathy like the plague it is

Why don’t these fools give a fuck?

Apathy is never worth its price

Whatever is their favorite word

How pitiful!

Apathy is a stepping stone for nothing

Beasts fuel the fire

Molding the downslide of value

Drained of virtue

Apathy invades the homeland

Producing desolate feelings of alienation

Apathy is appalling

Of Conditioning

Conditioning, I sing

Conditioning made me

I owe it all to conditioning

Life is conditioning

Conditioning is life

Factors overflowing

Environmental attributable defects

Gay robots gay humans

Those wise scientists exploit the conditioning jazz

Subliminal messages work work work

Can’t blame me

Don’t condition myself

Fault environment

Adore, I, novel pizzazz experiments of conditioning

Weapon conditioning

Stubborn no conditioning

Conditioned free will, nonexistent free will

Reward, I like

Punishment, I hate

Reward, masochist hate

Punishment, masochist like

Here lies the secret to everything genius Skinner

Neurons flow

Sapiens modus operantis conditioning

In praise of conditioning

King conditioning

Everything conditioning

An Inquisitive Lad

An inquisitive lad asked a shrugging derelict whether

Creativity and originality were distinct or one of the same

The boy’s logic was baffling

“Some men create all their life yet never assume a morsel of originality

Yet some of the most original folks never created a day in their life”

The aged vagabond nods in consent

“Interesting point, my son.”

The bench beneath them reverberates due to the profound discourse

The glow of the tramp’s dreary eyes,

A direct result of enlightenment,

Shine so intensely, the young fellow shivers

“Your rhetorical question is intriguing.  I must respond that

Neither concept can be omitted.

Now we’ve been sitting here inert a little too long

My impulsive mutations are highly benevolent, enticing, and enriching for all

I have an up and coming universe to attend to!”

A seagull intervenes “Creativity and originality are two of the most admirable traits in man.”

Autonomy

Autonomy rids us of authority

Forgotten are the shackles of hierarchy

Subdued are our boundaries

A farce, nationhood is

A joke, legality is

Disgusting are the results of domineering oppression

Another world

I imagine 100% void of all this shit

Never

I’ll never be doing

What they’re doing

Cause I’m a different type of guy

In and out

I see myself introspectively

And I know

That’s not what will lead me up the stairs

Many minds

Engage in the useless and futile

Mere difference or is superiority a factor?

An enigma can not play the games of non enigmas

Enigmas don’t assimilate easily

Nor do they desire to do so

Enigmas are jolly and unconforming

I’m more content

In refraining from

The disasters of everyday

Not so much of weirdness

But independent distinction

S.E.T. Free

Lovely clever Acronym

Liberty liberation

Society for the Eradication of Television

Where are you?

That propaganda machine won’t harvest a field

Or plant billions of roses

I love roses

We gotta damage the effects of the counterproductive medium

Not enough lore, buddy boys

Need more prominence

But not more numbers

This can’t be a mass movement

Widespread hell no!

Save in cool circles

My elite stance doesn’t want to falter

I love your shit, S.E.T. free

Romantic lore

Romantic lure

Fine and dandy

Keen, golly keen

Too obsolete I say!

Corporate – government executions

I’m not buying the simple answers

Of the bottles and the pills

Our fight is an awesome one

A vonu dropout you are

The others can’t join

I get kicks from ascending their mediocre routines

I call out to you, S.E.T. Free

A refreshing idea, I love

Society needs it

We’re the best

The few

The great breed

In a home owned by I,

No infernal shit box will reside

Long lost brothers

Where are you?

Art Art Art Art Art Art

Focus, purpose, meaning of life

Us not them

Us Us Not Them Them


Eradicate the boob tube

Like nobody’s business

The time for your arrival is now

Eccentric noble society

Revolution as fucking subtle as it is

Is in the air

Obscure heroes!

Invigorating, Life is, devoid of those blasted contraptions

Life is invigorating, when it is lived, my friends

Watching life is not good enough

Only living life will do

You folks are grand, great, admirable 

Imagining society your way

Gives me euphoric visions and utopian chills!

S.E.T. Free Rules

Resurface, dominate my life

Deep Down

Down the tubes

Down the drain

Down in the dumps

The family

The society

The world

Because of the beverage

Collectively sink

Damn drink

Evils 

Malice

Hate

Fool hearty

Defining us

Murdering Us

It is us

Not Not Not Not a scapegoat

A bona fide root problem

Antiquity’s great mutation

Genetic predisposal to failure

Neurosis

Psychosis

Pissed abyss

The Cranium Awry

The cranium injured the fibia

Compounded wreckage

The cranium is to blame

One organ damaging another

How’s an organism suppose to thrive?

The cranium should stick to its own business

And not meddle

Where no meddling is required

The fibia does not interfere with the cranial capacity

Coexist distinctively

The injury that did not have to be

Detests the mind thing

Sad Tomorrow

As I forecast my vision into the future

I can’t help but get a little downcast

Despair seems to be an inevitable side effect of recompense

And nostalgic reflection

Is a breeding ground for regrets

Transitions are accompanied by sorrow

Especially when the previous state of things

Was immensely marvelous

Time tends to strike a nerve in all of us

Blinders are for oblivious counterproductive fools

I can forget where I came from

I can not forget who made me what I am

Destiny unfolds itself

Often so brutally and ruthlessly

I squirm in depression

I yearn to amass the relics of yesterday

And acquire only the most noble outlook

I can not spear ahead in any way

Without regards to the humanities and Humanity

I can not shun elegant living

For base materialism

I must cling onto the most virtuous

And never let it go

I must never permanently say goodbye to the most awesome souls

Thrilling activities must be prominent

Because without notice

Today becomes yesterday

Cure

It seems to me that my 

Cure

Is this medium

No doubt

I AM

I am searching

For everything

I yearn for satisfaction

In numerous fields

At any rate

I am so desolate

I am so weary, sensually

I am lost

But with some hope indeed

Concentrated now as it can be

Few outlets

Few few outlets

Beneath the rubbish lies an energetic soul

Alas

Eccentric Enigma

I’m not solved

You can’t figure me out

I, the eccentric enigma

I will puzzle you

I puzzle me

No one knows my recipe

Nor do I

I live like this

Can’t box me up

I defy those box things

Like only enigmas can

The True Spirit

Why do I need a spirit to guide me?

How about the inborn spirit in me?

Self autonomy

On my own feet

Ain’t always easy, my son

Vision ain’t always fun

Process is stifling

Fulfillment is fascinating

Though Schizophrenia to cure

Must rely on me, not he

Our kind

Not perfect

But great anyhow

We ought not to relinquish our sovergnity

Sovergenity, a wonderful thing

If we evolved on our own

Untainted by holy hands

Our species would flourish

Life is superb enough on its own

Without extra extensions or ultimate rewards

Buddha could have been on to something

Gigantic potential lies inside

ART

Art, insight

Art, revelation

Art, elegant logic

Art, commentary

Art, gentle whirlpool

Art, enigma

Art, exuberant frolic

Art, joyous forum

Art, salvation

Art, emanating relic

Art, distinguished development

Art, moral fable

Art, time tested redemption

Art, mystique rich fabric

Art, grateful existence

Art, introspective tool

Art, passionate philosophy

Art, conquest milestone

Art, human actualization

Art

Plaster

Plaster my stuff every where

When I die

Continue my legacy

Not a person shall be unexposed to the works of I

Plaster my stuff everywhere

When I cannot

Plaster my stuff everywhere

Help me spread my word

