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Blows 

Blows my mind

They blow their minds

Mindless slaves

Hooked to bitter tastes

Can’t understand the benefits

Zombies march

Addicted to shit

So illogical to me

Commonplace to them

Pervasive omnipresent disasters 

Disgraceful what I see

Disappointed in humanity

The sedation tendency

A fundamental dichotomy

Misery lives

Enslaved all the time

Sick, I deplore it.

Their way of life,

Not something, I’m in sync with

Leading nowhere fast

Beginning leads to nothing good

I won’t join the spaced out victims

Killing and Violence

I write this song

Because I want to promote killing and violence

I’m the only sadist alive and the best one yet

If a lot of bloodshed is there

My job is totally done

My plot will succeed

Blood is my lifeblood

I have a purpose

And I will accomplish it

Kill yourself NOW

Or someone else

And make it easy (and glorious)

For me

Mayhem is pleasant

I will screw up morals, I will!

Keep the process perennial

I view myself as worthless shit

So will you

The world will suck

And suck even more

How can I convince you even more?

Subliminals will come

Unsophisticated brainwashing is your dead curse

Pro killing shit will be pervasive without end

Awesome coercion

We need more and more and more

On the Verge

Verge on all the illnesses

Trying to fend off

Trying to keep in touch

Sleep is the refuge to the confusion

Crazy, disease

Insanity

Sanity is wanted

When will the fatal turning point occur

Into full blown disease

Diseased

So close to regression

Fragile circumstances

Living on the edge

But thankfully not crossing it

Why is asked

Subtle insecurity ruins stuff

Please never get to a total fucked up condition

Don’t break the bones of mental emotional building blocks

Ain’t right and ain’t good

Peace is wanted

Thriving serenely would be fantastic

Resisting urges must be done

Repressing vulgar ideas must be did

Depressing conception

Doubt must be alleviated

Unstable, but slightly, silently

Great, great thoughts

Empowering thoughts

Are there, but

Bad thoughts

Dethroning thoughts

The diagnosis is the borderline of every disorder

Sample psychoses

The Message

In the alley

In the street

The message speaks

It originates in profound minds

Who have a knack for splendid assembly

The wholesome allegory

Emanates with virtue

For an eternity

Distinct beacons broadcast

Irreproducible trademarks 

Of the masters of rhetoric

Manipulation expounds deep insight

Which increases the quality of existence

The force is discreet

The backers are righteously elite

The intellectual grace

Penetrates our soul

Our psyche enlightened, maintains control

Overt passages are less powerful

Because the indirect parable

Translates best in the end

The abstract realm enlightens 

Unlike any other

Elegant forums are skillfully utilized

By geniuses

Everywhere they go

It’s not about fluff

It’s about pretty knowledge

Intellectuals with splendor

Express near psychic intuition

The duty is to tear down 

And build up

Something Mutual

Pleading

Something mutual

Something mutual

Something mutual

Something mutual

Something mutual

The Revolution

Is the backbone of revolution

Fuel the fire with every revelation perceived to be

Sit in the easy chair

Curate shrewd commentary

Is the beacon of liberation

Is the tower of inventive rage

React explosively to the system’s ills

Uncover vulgar rubbish and promote progressive evolution

Creative vehicle serves to build up culture’s ruins

Cynical sneers are helping hands

Protest evil and protests cultivate powerful action

Artistic endeavors are a call to arms for compassionate souls

Contribute immensely when injustice is sighted

And exhibited in an appealing package for all to see

React to the wicked machine

Rather doing a disservice for all engaging in thoughtless compliance

Strive to produce art which will overthrow all evil foundations

Organ of freethought works for positive change

The Vice of Cursing

Don’t swear

Moral propaganda to protect society’s future

Cursing is bad for your bones

The chilling, haunting consequences of bad language

Madam, I request that you refrain from foul language

Perverse linguistics

Cursing is the very worst of all vices

Trepidation over wretched speech

None of that low brow tongue here

Join the anti profanity force

Conditioning the rotten all encompassing bandits out of you

Inferior Creed

Next performer

On stage

Ready to go

Is Inferior Creed

Lead singer guy

Mastermind dude

I get the abstract gist 

Of what you are saying

Perhaps a various different approach is needed

The premise of your message 

Is quite acceptable

I love it when you use

Your poetic insights to the fullest

Why the urgency?

Why the hopeless cry?

I fucking love your art

But that doesn’t mean

I wouldn’t change a few things

Your approach needs adjusting perhaps

I’ll say it again 43 times

Drop the nihilistic allusions

Paint a rainbow

At least every now and then

You die in your focus

You can always play on the stage

Just change your outlook some

I admire your act

The gig is groovy, I emphasis

Just open up your mentality

A bit for all of us

Lyricist, I know you do smile

But I can’t see it

You must understand

I’m really not ungrateful

Grateful, I am

I am an independent thinker

That which you preach me to be

You’ve done well

But you can be quite alienating

You are a hallmark of critical individuality

Job well done

Just don’t depress yourself to death

Creative Anachronism

1835, Oakland, England

The countryside

“Dad, I am ashamed of my creativity.  It has been inspired by Beavis and Butthead”

“Son, I am ashamed of your blatant anachronism.”

“At least, it’s creative.”

“Well then, do something constructive with it.”

“I will indeed”

Here is the beginning of the Society for Creative Anachronism

“You should feel some guilt though, your id and ego should be at war!”

“I won’t feel bad, I shouldn’t.  Creativity is great, cool, cathartic.”

“No anachronisms are bad.”

“No anachronisms are good.”

“I will dezone you son, my anachronism son”

“Good, my anachronism hating father”

A past anachronism in action

Look

Look at wild and crazy Tim

He’s the exuberant life of the party

His antics are too zany to be rehearsed

He loves parties like no one else

He can be downright idiotic

A million times more than the fools passed out on the lawn

He parties as hard as he knows possible

He is the center of attention

He lives the life O’Riley

Everyone is amazed by his sense of glorious frolic

He embodies the definition of a party animal

Yet he never visits the bar

And that’s the beauty of it

Him

The ungeneric exuberant exists

Never does he gripe

He’s in touch with all joy

I see him out there, but rarely

Simply, he can’t feel like shit

He’s conditioned not to

Happy like a hippo’s happy

Dogged to enjoy

Feelings of escastsy, liberation, glow

Serene, he’s undisturbed mellow

Not a common man

Unique artist

He surfaces now and later

To You

To the lame, cheesy poetry out there

I’ve seen all I can bear

Cutesy rhymes are bothersome

I see no need for such shit

I’m tranquilized by the plethora

I wish I could bandage all the shortcomings

Not at all likable

I’ve had enough of my share

You could do it differently

Trite as a trite curmudgeon

Forget all the cheap misers

A foggy broken light is not a stipend for or my culture

Smooth and slick forests overt blackened not useful lentils

I appreciate fine art

More than the next guy

Sad but true

All the piles of corny rubbish can not suffice

An Ode to the Undergrad

Dear Undergrad

A diploma has not yet come your way

Don’t ever dismay

I am a Ph.D. person now

But I was once there myself

The sweet of your brow won’t earn a degree

Only intellect will

You may cut class and still get an ‘A’

Frankly, The faculty don’t care.

Just like your future

This ode is going nowhere

The plight of the undergrad

Undergrads don’t have a plight

Mr. Religionist

Thank you, Mr. Religionist for depressing me

Your brand of pessimism is for the birds

Why brood?

It’s up to you!

Inside!

Now, that sounds great to me!

Life doesn’t deserve all your yucky demagoguery

You can gripe and mope

But keep that shit away from us congenial persons

If I love what I’m doing, what’s wrong with that?

We can love our lives

Why can’t you?

Good lives are good enough

We don’t need another life

That crap should not hang over our heads

Sorry, you feel alienated full of despair

Looking out of my healthy telescope

You see darkness

I see stars

I will discover the treasures

I am not laying down

It is what you make it

Exciting, mine will be!

Why the negative attitude, sir?

You are ruining it for yourself

Great life doesn’t make me feel alienated

Your alternatives aren’t sufficient

No reason to fold

Either way, we can soar

High

No purpose to mope

I saw a red rose blossom in spring

I am touched by living

I don’t fear death

I saw a red rose blossom, Mr. Religionist.

I saw the yellow sun shine, Mr. Religionist

I saw a divinely gorgeous lady, Mr. Religionist

I saw a poet perform

I saw the splendor of the weather

I saw love

I saw a second to none epic

I am reacting to your lifeless dreary dogma

Hope is with me, not you

You proclaim our stay here isn’t great

How can you express such distaste?

Beauty redeems, sir!

Glory is all around

And I saw it, Mr. Religionist

Strange feelings

I never felt this way before

A person never feels exactly the same emotions twice, I think

Endless mixtures of endless recipes

Emotions are strange things

Feelings are odd

It’s crazy, It’s intriguing

Awe inspiring

A Portion of the Population

Hey Bartender

Don’t serve that drunk any more drinks

He’s had too much

Have him compose prose

See what affects alcohol has on his poetic ability

Shun all misnomers

Get that spunky dude to act on my television program

He’s a bit odd, but his energy is perfect

Look over there at that depressed grump

He suffers

Yes, he suffers

We could let him sulk

Or we could make him pioneer new spheres of woe

See that gentle romantic

He’s novel, no doubt

Thus why does he not conceive a ballad?

I view a nutty stand up

His act is witty

And his gaunt is debonair

Hell, I just awe at the literary talent

That lies dormant

Take notice of the outrageous storyteller

Eloquently relaying tall tales

The audience is hooked

He ought to record them in a tome

I take heed to the ramblings

Of that wise counselor

His advice is uncanny

He’s very knowledgeable about humanity

Perhaps this man should arrange his insights into verse like format

Mr. Muddan is the silly 

But freshly impulsive breed

He is uniquely an original

And thus he deserves appraisal

His only flaw

Is that his creativity goes to utter waste

It fades away

Let’s summon the abstract preacher

His writings are pertinent and shrewd

But his meaning is lost in his expression

He would be best if motivated by an artistic flair

I love that legendary character

The world would thank him if he exposed himself in a graceful forum

I see too much potential

Where is the prose minded population

That exciting jester always draws a crowd

But his quips fade from memory too easily

We all would be grateful

If he inscribed his routines on a tangible medium for posterity

The quotable orator always says something worthwhile

But my question is why doesn’t he publicly exhibit such eloquence

That passionate clown is a natural performer

Unfortunately, his performers are illusionary

Because future societies will never be able to appreciate his work

Stellar men of enormous agendas fail to showcase themselves in the proper format

Many of our geniuses stray from the self cathartic, society redeeming process of ours

Original one and only people’s demise is an inadequate development of identity in the noblest of ventures

When contemplated, these phenomenal souls could produce fantastic irreproducible masterpieces

But they never contribute to our cultural landscape

They don’t play their part

Awful, since they could shape universal destiny

Blubber and Age

Blubber and age

Undesirable

Once can be kept in check

The other is inevitable

Simple beauty health

A wall of treasures

Health 

Wealth

I fight external adipose

I hate that type of jazz

Youthful vitality, I must preserve internally

State of age is not physical in all reality

External youth is an unrealistic vision

Activity shall liberate me

No mundane run down living

And excess baggage

I feel more exuberant

If my body exudes an excellent condition

I love health

The preventable part, I shall acclaim

Living as a slothly slug is the pits

Physiques are of vital importance to well being

Not superficial to me

I love a tip top physique

Ill health is a horrible plaque

Just like an ill figure

I shall resist both, for as long as I be

A great figure is fabulous to have

A reflection of health, not shallow criteria

Unnecessary storage shall not come

The means, the ends

Both are redeeming in their own ways

Autonomy thriving autonomy

Not fun or wonderful to be dependent

On all the rubbish out there

The body deserves attention to its grace

I shall insulate myself from the ills of sedentary living

A despicable body does me now

A great body, set in tact, does me great

I will do what I can to fend off the blubber from attacking

Blubber is a grandiose enemy

One I can defeat

The other I can’t

Activity is the victorious weapon in the battle of the bulge

The simple, fantastic weapon

Skin Cancer

If you sunbathe too much

You’ll get skin cancer

That is any easy to understand fact

Appearance seems to mean a lot to you

Ironically, soon, you’ll be wrinkled like the worst prune

Downhill, your looks will go, in the long run

Your life is shorter

Dreaded skin cancer

By no means are you immune

This disease was preventable

But you wanted to be cool

Sunburns suck

I will say

Weather is nice

I love it too

Contrived indoor synthetic tanning is shameful to me

The body is not to be abused

Why do you have to do this to yourself?

You are not living healthy

Beauty is natural

I know your looks aren’t worth the cost

Beauty is phony if achieved through long hours lying underneath the hot sun

Skin Cancer is despicable

You are not invulnerable

Laying out in the sun, unprotected, is fool’s pastime

You wanna be cool

You’re not cool

Sunblock is great shit, try it

Skin disease is in your future

Why bother sermonizing?

Your wild views will catch up with you

I am critical of such antics

Be gorgeous

Without the skin cancer risk

It’s not right to die due to popular appeal

White ain’t all that bad

The prestige of a tan is for the birds

I do not like skin cancer

Unnecessary tanning

Horrible burning

Bad Bad skin cancer

2nd Lady

The 2nd Lady

I fall in love with

Already has a lover

Why me?

She is a women of highest finesse and gracious sweetness

Honey laced soul

Wise

But not wise like a holier than thou philosopher

I am the one who should be her lover

She would please me

She would come in her carefree, liberated self

And abolish all my grief

Plus anxiety

She would eradicate all my stark despair

So I could be delightfully mellow

Just like her

I would escort her to romantic scenery

And be a poetic lover

In word and deed

My stiffness would wither away

My triteness would fade

I would be hers for all ages to come

But she’s already loved

A dainty graceful laid back girl

Just as I dreamed

I hope I don’t ever frighten her

She memorizes me

Oh, she memorizes

Like a painless hurricane

I am affected by her glow

The girl I previously thought was the grandest

Does not compare at all to this wonderful being

In elegance, pure beauty, innate charisma

I hope I don’t wound her with my overpowering maneuvers

She is the most glorious spectacle

I have ever set my eyes on

Imagining how things could be a different way

Dearest Darling

Dearest Darling

If somehow you could find it in your heart to be my companion

I would rejoice

I would temporary halt my social sulking

You would give me a big reason to flourish

I ask how can I not be hooked?

Do you realize how greatly I yearn to be your social mate?

Do you fully realize how much your exuberant accompaniment would mean to me?

You could prance on the catwalk

If it was your wish

Have you deciphered my desperate maneuvers?

It’s not just anyone, I’m crazy for

Who else can induce such wonderful powerful adrenaline in my veins?

Who else can magically cue me with every move?

You are such a pretty girl

You are laden with a spectacular personality

Do I exert such persistence in pursuit of anyone else?

Whose rejection crushes me the most?

Please allow me to linger frequently in your presence

Don’t be dismayed

You are worth all the pomp and strife

I’ve never seen anyone quite like you, amazing girl

Your intrigue is ever vast

You continue to fascinate me

With your unique outlook and unique mien

You are a dainty swan

You are a profound being

I know you are unavailable romantically

So thus I seek to acquire your platonic love

I glow with joy when we engage in awesome conversation

I thank you, Oh excellent one, for all your congeniality unto me

You have some power over my emotions

I am gung ho set on making you an important aspect of my life

But only, really, if it’s good for you too

Of all the people in my environment, you tantalize me the most by far

Yes, I am drastic

I wish wonderful you can understand my longing

And satiate it

I am so infatuated

I am a tenacious soul

The Spontaneous Reading

Well, it all started in an ornate rented conference room

I was paging through my poetry

Rather proud of myself

A friend asked what I was doing

I then stood on the table and recited a poem

Or four

Or Twenty Seven

Or Ninety Six

Soon before I knew it

A fun crowd had gathered

A few inebriated

99.5% not

They enjoyed it

I never would have thought drawing a crowd would have been so easy

Then they applauded loudly

I couldn’t take it anymore

I was bursting at the seams with happiness

I knew it was not a cliché

This is what life is all about

I had satisfied my performance urge

Those crowd people were alive, not dead

They thought my artwork was dandy

Today was a damn fine day

One eager audience person told me he had an expensive but dormant printing press

And it would be a sin if I did not use it to the fullest fulfillment

I agreed as long as no profits were to be made

Just high fame for me and his publishing domain

Ironic, what coincidence can do for you

The Podium

I want to stand on the podium and scream

Because I was fulfilled

Life treated me right

I excelled

I overcome the obstacles

I became a real person

I seized the reigns

And went places

I found what I searched for

I could say I love myself

I optimized all the material within

I was me

I want to exit out a winner

Maybe

Maybe the unstudious are onto something

Enriching the mind may be good

But there’s not enough time to delay fun

Unfortunately societal structures emphasis work over play a million fold

Structure could be the cause of all the madness I ever had

Oh, only if I had a lover

We could avoid the rat race

And live like Mr. Thoreau

Mr. Thoreau with a printing press

I want something more out of living

And so would she

We’d make love

Experience

Compose long long poems

Devote out lives to the concept of romance

I see the girl of elegance

Will she love me too

And retreat to the countryside

Religion minded you put words in my mouth

Saying we just have sex and die

I concentrate on joyous living

You concentrate on the afterlife

Glad I think the way I do

Paul Kurtz # 2

Your philosophy brings tears to my eyes

This world needs more people like you

Your spirit will linger indefinitely

Far surpassing the limitations of your flesh

You rejoice

You appreciate our circumstance

You say the shit won’t get you down

And it doesn’t

I am in awe with your call to arms

No one has seen so clearly

This philosophy is the great philosophy

Here is the grand enthusiasm others lack

The profound mission is engaged

Thanks to Mr. Kurtz

1000% Depression

A depressed fellow trots sluggishly

A happy fellow has a merry gait

State of being radiates

The strut can determine

The condition of the soul

But even the turmoil afflicted

Can hop exuberantly, occasionally

1000% depression is near impossible

If it were the case, we’d give in and end it right there

Then depression would die

Glum and woe is hard to bear

Spurned
Spurned from dust

Came to confuse a race of mankind

He walks a strange walk

Society can’t handle it

Most complex psychological motives in motion process

Catch them if you can

A case study of deep psychology

The gentle sea cost welcomes

The unorthodox spider of mankind

Unconventional environmental shaping

Reproductions aren’t anywhere

If

If I did that you wouldn’t like it much

I am not illiterate

Why don’t you believe me when I say I can read?

How many illiterate poets do you know?

Should I please you or me?

I like to read

I am not illiterate

I am a literate person

I am not an example of illiteracy

I want to be considered a good guy

Not an illiterate person

Which I am not

