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Poor Results

She flashed me a half smile

I really couldn’t expect anything more

Or could I?

No, not really

A semi-mini triumph

That’s not enough

In a dreamy half daze I went

I don’t see her all that much anymore

It’s a wonderful joy, a heartbreaking joy

To watch her grace go all over the place

That one time she mutually enjoyed my company

That one time

I have continued to cherish for a long while

Not much else to cherish in regards to her

I yearn for 300 reenactments of that day I cherish

She has the power few have

The power to raise spirits

I guess becoming a companion of mine

Is way too much to ask of her

I thought it was achievable

Alas, I have failed

Oh, I long for someday when 

She longs to interact with I

Persuading time is over

My dogged determination has reached a climax

I must wait and stew

Until she cordially invites

It can’t be never

Passionate me is hurt

I overcame the despair of her not returning my romantic affection

That was actually bearable

The worst injury is the rejection of my companionship

I have seen her awesome bold heart at work

Just if you could have that empathy for me

A contrived companionship will not do at all

I must all be voluntarily for it to mean anything at all

Please see my unique soul

And invite it on your playground

Sure, I can travel on your turf, unsolicited

That’s no good

Solicit my self, please

The Alas Poem

She depresses me

Cause she won’t interact with me

I long for her

Any meaningful portion of her

Her social companionship I crave

Her great self I crave

Passionately and logically, she is fabulous

Her way is fabulous

I waste away without this great person

Everyone agrees she is a great person

Alas, the way things have gone, alas

Alas, companionship is a strenuously earned fruit, alas

Homage for those Who Pay Homage

A homage to those who honor the honorable

It was well put

And well taken

Thus this is homage to you

It’s great to praise beautiful people

Beautiful people appreciate beautiful people

You’re almost as beautiful as the beautiful idols you praise

Excursion

Might be wise

Depart

Awhile

Return

Again

Fresh

Ahhhem

America’s Favorite Poison

Sobriety blokes are society’s unseen heroes

Coolness stems from the advertisement of sobriety in the midst of rampant drunkenness

The picture is woeful

Grim despite all the shallow celebration

Self destruction of civilization

Padding life doesn’t enhance

Buildings holding wisdom tomes are closed more frequently

Than poison serving establishments

Serenity at the Wheel

He, serene at the wheel

Coasts while the fray jets

Zest is in his pupils

Anxiety is in their pupils

Heart pumps healthily

Stomach ulcer free

Head migraine void

Tremble free

Is he 15 years old?

No, he is 63

Serenity at the wheel means much

The Artists

The humble, the proud, the misunderstood

The bold, the unknown, the lifesavers

The eccentric, the confused, the sculptors

The masters, the victors, the destitute

The timeless, the persecuted, the triumphant

The outlaws, the romantics, the pioneers

The sagacious, the wise, the novel

The lovers, the incredible, the unbelievable

We are the artists

My friends

My kind

Skulls in My Brain

The skulls in my brain want the wrong thing

Those skulls want one thing

They want virtue to die

Beat 

Bruise

Horrible damn skulls

The skulls are opposite of friends

Bad fucking skulls

Fuck the skulls that say “Fuck peace”

I wonder how the skulls got there

They are not welcome

Idiot’s Culture

Our culture is an idiot’s culture

All the undercurrents are laden with lies

Everyone is deceived

Useless is the mass of society’s consensus

So many fucking paths exist 

Only to lead the innocent astray

We can’t escape the excretion and debris

Which charade themselves as enrichment

Fallacies dominate everyday life

Everyone is hooked to horrendous falsehoods

We can’t salvage the damage

Until the rigid foundation is torn down

And a complete overhaul of society’s functions occurs

Everyone sees joy and mirth

In what brings emptiness

Ignorance inflicts 

When reality can not be deciphered from the jumbled web

Shit passes off for society’s name

We are all victims of an idiot’s culture

Fools are our kings

We do whatever we can to get ahead

Even if we must compromise constitution in the process

Our society is loaded with fools

Embracing wrong ideas without second thought

We suffer from our ignorance

And never get to the root of the fucking problem

Phony faith won’t absolve us

We are stuck in a massive runt

With too many conflicting prophecies

Tenaciously hanging over our skulls

We can’t sleep unless we give in

Evil depravity will annihilate our souls

Even the wisest have no discernment power

Even the most courageous have nowhere to turn

The insightful perceive ills

Their voices aren’t loud enough

Rampant disease is our demise

In a society void of logic

Backwards everyday we go

As the sheer bulk of theories overwhelm

We are idiots

We are blind to the evil at hand

We soup up crud and die along the way

Characters are corrupted by packaged corrosive influences in titillating bottles

Simple sweet stigma is disillusioned

And thrust into never never land

Advertisements for broken ideology

Seek to condition into an allegiance of dupes

The population at large is disenfranchised

By the plethora of empty promises

Screaming abundance and harmony

Far and wide

Information is manipulated by the mighty

The righteous lack the power to counteract it

The elite’s suppression destroys the establishment of truth

The wicked triumvirate extort knowledge and slyly shape the world’s view complimentary to their best interests

Each of the 3 wretched musketeers have a different agenda

But the impact on society is horrendous

Irreproducible, the cumulative impact is

Impact is horrifically irremovable

Integrity is quashed when the terrible triumvirate reigns

Institutional advancements and its 3 mutations imprisons every fucking soul

We plummet downward as we erect a façade of process

Culture is the enemy

And culture is a fertile garden for ignorance

The structures of our hierarchies threaten the structure of the human spirit

Sad Alas

You look so sad this year

Do you need someone to talk to?

I will be your friend

I can help you, save you

And I will.

You are cool and wonderful

I invite you into my clique

You now get to run the clique

You are the most fascinating person in the world

Most of all, you are my friend

Friend, friend, friend

Alas, it never happened

Badge of Hate

What can I do with your badge of hate

It is something to which I can’t relate

Religiously, you bow to the Ku Klux Klan

Does it make you a better man?

Your symbol of bigotry is full of shit

Christ, I just want to chuck it

The good times do not roll

When you are in control

I feel like a wicked witch

With all this perverse bondage

I am nauseated by the noxious overtone

The badge of hate I will not own

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Once

Once

Just once

I knew you desired to speak with me

I was plainly invited

Into your flattering territory

Glory be that day

It was just a little ray of joy

I was powerfully blessed, nonetheless

I appreciate your demonstration of good will

Fancy lady, I cherish our conversation on that day

I was posed and self confidant

Graceful and clear thinking

You were truly interested in me

For a moment of your life

I beam from the kindness your shared that day

The gem of mutual fascination

Most often

You were lukewarm

Or non consenting

I am however, happy, on a certain occasion

You shared yourself uninhibited

One instance was my constellation for never earning your companionship

I was seated

Fixated on you

Blissful but somehow nonchalant

Or at least I thought

You’re sweet

That’s plain to see

Time to move on long overdue, alas for me

Will a more groovy wardrobe catch your eye?

Regardless, I try

I know you, the superbly put together girl

Agree forced exchanges do neither of us good

Once you relieved my ache

And rewarded my struggle

You said maybe, someday

I say, we will be companions somehow

Bless you for your fantastic gesture

Even if it was once

The rejection is nearly omnipotent

Her Type

She’s not the type

Which provokes crude sexual fantasy  thoughts

She’s larger than all that

Her being is too noble for sexual thoughts

She’s way too sopshicated

She’s the type who stimulates composition

I call her Seal

Cause I won’t reveal her name

I asked her too many questions

An humanistically beautiful woman

Chaff Conviction

Spray paint your revolutionary slogan

Like Mr. Hulk Hogan

Plastering shit propaganda on the wall

I guarantee you will fall

Distributing slime and grime

You ought to plant flowers with your time

Distancing yourself from the end

You have failed miserably my friend

An Ode to Originality

I see you standing in the corner

Isolated from conventions

You are one of a kind

You speak the mind’s eye view

Prejudices are distasteful

The enticing claws of the death trap evade you

You radiate in the midst’s of the colorless abyss

Never get discouraged

Never allow your head to mope

Alleviate your status quo afflicted suffering

Smile and obliterate your repressive surroundings

Cry for your unfortunate inferiors

Reserve stable circumstance

Resist the seesaw of hedonism

A martyr for eccentricity

Is quite the thing to be

Stand on the elevated podium

And preach by example

I see you

I shake my head, affirmatively,

As I gloat and cry

You shamed nothing

You stuck to the pledge

You were always loyal to constitution

You defrocked vile complacency

Your interest is knee deep

You defied unnecessary tradition

You created, you didn’t copy

You are unique, not a clone

You stand out

After all I notice you

Your snapshot shall be posted

Infinitely immortalized

When I see you

I obtain an unquenchable sense of hope

You will always be held in high esteem

You accomplish instead of hogging up space

You envision

You dream

You change lives

You utilize time

You have the novel insight

Your rendition deserves to be bronzed

You fail disgusting conformity with flying colors

You matter

The sXe Poem

New milieu establishing

Dogmatic thought, disapproved

Hard-core music too abrasive also sorta icky

Ian liberating ideology surfacing heavily

Subculture all it will ever be

2nd Millennium truth, told

Spoken word, sXe

sXe mighty heavenly

Identity

The fight to quash and thwart the MAN

The MAN loves drugs you know

No instrument composer is I

Territory of words, my domain for sXe agenda

Enemies rationalizing

All they do is rationalize

Forging excuses so they can destroy themselves

sXe is naturally human

My sXe message is straight word

A mission of mine, sub subculture beginning

For the softer, poets

Straining to make out the lyrics from the rough noise

Brothers, they are

I have become the umpteenth or first sXe poet

Now you know what healthy glitter

A bit of glamour, full of substance is like

Movement great, established

Media Flooding

Flood the media, my art, hope

Plastered on the posterboard

Brainchild of mine

Cult figure, me, hopefully soon

Bombarding the world all too frequently

A household name in every home

Up the ladder, a few favorable events

For fame is all it takes

Purpose, produce art, for all too see

The population drowning in wonderful, liberating water

Overwhelmed but free

A couple lucky breaks and I’m there!

I will control the media

Not the other way around

Wasted Wasted 

The hours at the arcade lingered

Lacking the initiative to move

I pondered how life was fading

My fingertips initiated coercion

As my cranial matter sloshed

I yanked the electrical cord

Out of the electrical socket

And left the place

For a better place

A place I build

The latch key kids roam aimlessly

Searching for a home

To claim as their own

The habitat of the dysfunctional emanates in darkness

This is the defunct not en vogue hangout of the abandoned generation

Some will escape to ascend upon podiums

An ugly chasm extends its Venus fly trap

Recycled residue lines the wall

Silent like a vegetable patch

A mildewed vegetable patch

The Man With the Can in his Hand

Everything you do is wrong

To the man with the bottle in his hand

Logic is decimated in this unreal realm

Nothing you do is pleasing

Victim and fault at the same time

Viscous Catch – 22’s you can’t weasel out of

You claimed you’ve done no bad

The insane eyes, I don’t wish to view the world with

The eyes of pure animosity

Time to pity the sloshed gentleman

And then evade the seething criticizer 

The narrow view of his hateful eyes disheartens me

This tenacity won’t be fend off

That liquid is a fiend producer

Horror in an unromantic sense

Timeless pain never classic

You can’t trust the man with the can in his hand

To be anything

But his awful self

Night and day, frankenstein transformed

A Better Virtue

Rip through me like shreds

Hurt the heart

Hence relieving the soul

Be sincerely frank

Pay attention only to that virtue

Not the ugly falcon of polite etiquette

Shine the light of honesty onto my alas soul

Paul Kurtz #3

I am down

Pick me up, Paul Kurtz

All those books

(Do they try to keep them from me?)

Your name needs to go down in history

You can’t just wither into obscurity

Your vital tone is too significant for that

If the rest of them are fools,

I dig your philosophy

Humanism based altered states of consciousness reign in all the galaxy

Where is your name etched

Please say everywhere

You have life down cold

Why be a theist?

When your brand of humanism is so glorious?

Optimal living, Sir Kurtz

(An allusion to your nobility)

Compose a ballad

And make me happily cry

More love in your heart

Than all those phony deities combined

An Artist’s Role

An artist first and foremost

A human second

Doves murmur

Sly to the beat

Of the swiftly stick

This idea has been buried for awhile

Why wasn’t it dictated at first conception

A homage to art

If not

Why not

A tribute to that force

Environment Vs. Conditioning

Society,

I’ll tell you what’s innate

I don’t see you crying to the martyrs anymore

Was I wrong

Or was the land due to perish?

Sparrows commence flight

In my willow yard

Yes, ma’am gleaning was hard

Does any party have a clue

For the refugees and the saved

I can’t accelerate just like that

Longing for romance

The longer I long, the longer it gets

Touch isn’t all that much

No, it’s nearly everything

You were mistaken, foolish about love

The passion is something I never felt

Why are the passionate denied their flavored passion?

But the half assed commit?

You were walking on the blacktop asphalt

Claiming you felt the oneness

You were mislead, my acquaintance

My sensuality oozes with nowhere to go

But he and she are heartless and superficially unified

My wise human, this is a sun thing

Heretics don’t enjoy persecution

Trust me, perceiver of the world

The ship sunk without a tremble

I am an intellectual animal

What can a person like you say about

A truth like that

I am dominate imprinting the world is dominant imprinting me

The wind breeze felt gentle on my goofy skin

Then he closed the door with a padlock

But I broke it with a chainsaw

A billy club, an aged peanut butter

I saw the salamander crawl real low

Degrading the insect world

No, I differ, it was splendid

Audience One

Giants don’t always attend the assembly

Plainly,

Now

The honor is grand

Does it matter 

If only I attend

Your ceremony?

A devoted spirit is everything in a world like ours

I played games along the way

You renewed me

The soul souvenir you handed down is emancipated hope

For the weary soul of mine

Let the windmills come as they might

Somehow you perfected the trick to bliss

Your ingrained pure love

I am a more advanced person

Sincerely

I am most frank

With others I am not quite so earnest

I ponder your merry being

Wow, I get enthralled

I wonder, occasionally,

Why I did not seize an opportunity

Alas, you are great

Ideal

Not obese

Perfect figure

Gorgeous all the way

Very Personable

Intellectual enough

Intelligent

Loving

Romantic so much

Is anyone else better?

Rapper’s Delight

Yo, Mutha Saver here

I’ve seen too many brothas die from da beer

I’m just a teetotaling sXe Rapper paying my dues

The rap community alienates me with a myriad of booh’s

I come to set the hood straight, 

Let’s get to bed, not stay out late

I’d rather have real love

Relationship commitment is da bomb

My ma and pa never touched the bottle

In the crib, they was the freshest around

Snoop Dogg kicked my ass

He don’t dig Shakespeare’s class

I was reciting my beat poetry

In deeze parts, violence harms me

I said Snoop ignore the hip hop

His un – intellectual self went pop

On my back

Coercion attack

I said emancipate yourself from the south side

The rape fucker just wanted my hide

This environment sure don’t save none

The street light don’t accommodate fun

I coulda told you this ain’t living

It’s all take and no giving

I coulda warned you about the da danger

The cops, the penitentiary, the viscous ranger

In jr high, I learned the hard rule

The nuns plastered my ass as #1 fool

I don’t see a ray of light from my cell block

Kids, listen up, don’t give mama no backtalk

Hang with the up and up homies

Not associated with the gangsta phonies

Peace, my bros, I’m on the way

Out, I’m leaving y’a’ll for benediction

Fooled ya punk

Kinda like TMBG on their self titled album

Stay away from da rum

Cause us rappers have made contrived rhyming an art form

I remember the good old days

Out on Sand Diego Bay

Playing ball on the hard top

Talk trashing the local cop

Now, I am a role model

The Liquor Bottle

The liquor bottle is great!

Am I such a person not to defame liquor?

Why yes, I adore it

Long legacies mean all, buddy

I toast to my drunken brethren

(Not to mention my disowned kin)

Yes, liquor is a productive part of my future life

I am not one to bear the grief

Of a night alone

Without ethanol

Once can never enter a saloon too soon

Bad beer is worth it’s weight in gold

I stress the up and coming beer time constantly

How could I refuse the kettle?

Refusing is subduing fellowship

We wouldn’t want that

Clichés are more than they are cracked up to be

I owe a grand debt to traditions and antiquity for conforming me

Don’t you reckon no ills of drinking unto me

Liquor is the beverage of my mirth

Brings life to my corpse

No liquor means vital death

The rusty bottle is a fresh breath

No wreaths of justice to be worn

Teetotalism is society’s antagonist

I reject teetotalism and its vision of glory

I retreat to the clutches of my drug

Accomplishing most everything

In my tone of lethargy

Proper manners say” Never pass up a drink”

I’m not one to disagree

The fire I approach

The rubbish sloshes

I feel warmth

They scream I’m pissing my life away

Life is liquor.

Living to drink,

I survive

?

The mob of scholars remain dormant

Does the machinery which is internal tick in their heads?

One couldn’t know for sure by mere empirical observation

Instructors dread the silence

No discussion to enhance the learning at hand

Drives an academic mad

The curious student livens things up

He IS the class

Concentration better than diffusion here

Grandeur of intellect, the curious one

Proper ones adore the zeal

The liquor imbibing boob tube viewing conformists scoff at the daring individual

One elegant person wasn’t quite charmed

Was psychologically opposed

But saw the benevolence

A worthy being admired the opinionated spokesman

A fellow inquirer encouraged the continuance of inquiry

The curious one’s inquiry pervades other curricula

He inquired when others did not

He intellectualized pondered while his peers slugged along

He captures the classic romantic flare of university scholar

His peers are college students

Successful Dominance

Leaders teach us what we don’t want to know

Corporations plague us so we cannot grow

Villains stalk us in our own abodes

Criminals are the enforcers of our laws

Their army is organized

Ours isn’t

The resistance is chaotic and unconnected

Leaflets awaken conscience

But still the bullets are stronger

We can’t relax due to all their lapses

Authority is a demon

Still the oppressed are dreaming

The wounded beanstalk shoots

Higher but lower

The imagery is pale

Kiss Me

Kiss me at the turquoise hydrant

Kiss me next to the despondent giant

Kiss me on the soiled fringes of hell

Kiss me by the out of commission bell

Kiss me in the borrowed room

Kiss me, your future groom

Kiss me on a sick merry go round

Kiss me on the trodden pillars of town

Kiss me by the Amish art

Kiss me for an English tart

Kiss me for a homeless home

Kiss me for a god awful poem

Half Of It

Half awake

Half alive

Zombie afraid

Flesh generalizations are seldom if ever true

He who makes them is no only an ass, but also a fool

Disease festering garden roots

It’s all shook

World – mind swirling vertigo

Ignore the waves of cultural programming!

Centuries of oppressive conditioning

Has boxed us up

