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Plagiarism:  Why The Bad Rap?

Sometimes a person really has to wonder about the mores of society.  It seems that since antiquity people have been condemning plagiarism.  But why, I ask?  Why has plagiarism gotten such a bad rap?  Plagiarizers are people too, and supreme people at that.  All this anti plagiarism rhetoric is enough to make a person want to vomit!


The masses are way too quick pass judgment on people who deviate from the status quo.  Why can't we just let plagiarizers be?  After all, they really aren't hurting anyone.  Plagiarism is just another victimless crime overbearing academia and government seek to regulate.  Plagiarizers do their deeds without harming anyone else, so it's not within our rights to stop them.


Plagiarizers should be admired, if anything.  The more studious scholars ponder and ponder while plagiarizers demonstrate great resourcefulness.  Plagiarizers are more efficient with their time; they don't waste precious moments in pointless thoughts.  Plagiarizers plagiarize then move onto other worthwhile tasks.  Plagiarizers don't burden themselves with frivolous things like paraphrasing, documentation, and quotation marks.  Only busybody wasteful scholars do.


It takes a lot of guts to plagiarize.  I think a lot of bad press plagiarism has gotten is nothing more than mere envy.  Many of us only wished we had the courage to do something so shunned.  Plagiarizers must risk their life, liberty, and livelihood for their craft.  These noble people deserve a little respect.  Plagiarizers should be exalted for going above and beyond the duty of life.


Some of you think plagiarism is dishonest, do you?  Well branding great plagiarizers as criminals is a much more heinous crime in my book.  No one seems to care about raping plagiarizers of their dignity.  They just gripe and grip about the unethical moral overtones of plagiarism.  I am so tired of hearing people cry wolf.  It's so easy to sit back and criticize an activity when one does not partake in it themselves, isn't it?


I think we are way too harsh on the poor plagiarizers.  Plagiarizers are the real victims, of screwed up ethics.  We disrupt their lives with costly court proceedings. We force them to pay unreasonable penalties just because they borrowed some words.  It's not like plagiarizers are misogynists.  

In our materialistic world, no one gives a damn about intellectual property.  Just because you create some original artistic work, doesn't mean others can't claim it as their own.  Come on people, this is America after all.  Plagiarism is as American as Baseball and apple pie.  Plagiarism is the activity which is the greatest representation of America.   We ought to be proud of our plagiarism heritage not ashamed, because if there was no plagiarism America would not be here today.  This country was built on the blood, sweat, and tears of plagiarizers.  Give them some credit.  They are martyrs for America, and we repay them by levying fines.  I want to cry that I live in a country which does that to the most upright citizens


Plagiarizers are a stigma, a rare and elite breed.  Not just anyone can be a plagiarizer.  It takes a lot of character to be a plagiarizer.  Our sorry nation fails to sympathize with their plight.  It is really shame on us, not shame on them.  All our hate is directed towards plagiarizers, what is this world coming to?  I think anyone who opposes plagiarism ought to be shot or deported.

This part here is filler material.  Better than EVERY OTHER PIECE of filler material in existence.  Better than God’s filler material.  Better than lunatic’s filler material.  I am sad you don’t 100% agree, this filler material is full of substance and content, filler material is innately so.

Look above, and don’t you agree, this is a wonderful creation, my previous amount of filler material

Yell at your computer, it has no feelings anyways and it probably deserves it, it will not have psychological problems if you yell at it, so yell away, yell away.  Make me proud, you are not an ass for doing so, you are person venting frustration, and doing so, will alleviate all your psychological problems

More short bits, why no, is this self effacing, I do not know.  Tiny Tom eats my garden green in the yellow pond, you make no sense porn agitator.  The vigilant victor has reigned, and I speak as a madman, once again.  Are you offended by mere sheer insanity, if so, leave the world, such things are all pervasive, that is all, for you sane status quo conformist

Robber barons never rob barons, why, well there is a well founded survey which determines barons are the world’s biggest fear, and  for good reason.  Nebraska State University has done a study on man’s relation to the baron.  Even fictional barons are not considered friendly by the average standard.  Folks fear a lot nowadays, so it says a lot if people are fearing these barons.  The blue baron has struck again, he stole earth from the galaxy, earth is in a new galaxy and WE DON’T EVEN KNOW IT.  Bill the baron has erected a baron statue on the baron planet, please visit it and play patronage to the barons which you fear

Tabloids have run out of business.  People no longer are attracted to the outrageous, the sensible sells best today.  Our society is way too sophisticated for libel and slander journalism.  The American public is too intelligent to buy these muck raking rags o’ lies.  Work for one of these trash papers and you will find unfullfilling work.  In a country such as ours, tabloids have never succeed.  Tabloids have mastered the art of filler material, consider tabloids filler material unprintable in other magazines.  Tabloids are hailed by philosophers for actively engaging the consumer’s mind into the question of the existence of reality.  Hence reality has narrow boundaries, so so much is printed.  Tabloids, an art form like no other.

I promise you everything in the world, I don’t even know your ass.  Accept my promise, nonetheless.  Moreover, you are not a guardian of a grand estate.  You are a guardian of Eden, protect it or prosper.

Who’s speaking on the telephone?  None other that Mr. Commercial himself.  Mr. Commercial has lived 25 years in the bowels of Commercial Heaven, pleading for release, heaven was paradise, but he wasn’t a big enough person to live there.  Never will he be allowed to gaze at the fine grass of heaven, that is his sole punishment.  Sentenced to look forever at ugly grass.  Do you envy him, I don’t think so, buster.  Time to seize the trophy from heaven, God’s eyes are everywhere, let’s see you, mighty daring, risky you, steal the trophy from the pearly gates Vatican.

I feel an urge coming on, an urge to visit the North Pole.  I don’t need any clothes besides a pair of shorts and a tee shirt.  It will be magnificent.  Dazzling, beautiful, supreme.  I will feel fine.  I am invincible  to everything in life.  Despite all the good propaganda, the anarchist government of the North Pole disseminates worldwide, I wonder why the immigrant rate to the North Pole is so damn lousy.  The North Pole is not going away, so why can’t we just love it, like we love other resorts.  I think I can survive off 14 or 15 dollars for a couple of years anyhow.  It’s a happening place, the North Pole, why have you not fell hook line and sinker for its line?  I did, goodbye Jamaica, I am going to the place of the birth and I am going to dig and dig until the whole earth crumbles to shreds, how does that sound?  Good?  Good.

Advice for you rodeo fans, do not watch the rodeo

You can kill me, you, or the computer, the computer will then be the first to go to purgatory, it will rot, it will suffer for its thief.  Does anyone enjoy the sadism associating with harming hardware?  Can we envision a society with computer sadism?  I bargain for your ear in the trainyard.  Being a madman is both easy and hard.  I can’t stomach the suffering.  Off to the guillotine, for a game of computer beheading.

Spoken like a false artist, you are an impostor of forgers.  You make me unsick.  I don’t know what to do with you, start a fire, start a club, or banish lions from my kingdom.

Giggle up, giggle down.  The queen is having a fit.  You better not have a row with the queen, or you scatter your contents down the drain.  Insanity makes little sense to the sane.  I suppose your apologies are driven by happy hate.  You concrete fool horn, I have suffered without a lamb, without a ham, even without a dollar in the pig’s snout.  Bottled typewriters come down way too fast, I am overwhelmed, by the peter quo.  Stocked by a bar sitter, I have extracted revenge from your tooth.  Time to obey my sin list, and sin for profit, sin for free, sin for danger.

Bad Bad Amoebae, You have no finished your trigonometry homework, so no engulfing foreign substances until you are done.  I think you are not doing too well in your college courses, therefore, you will be the first to suffer the consequences of college detention, if you thought sitting in lecture halls was tough, imagine sitting in lectures halls and listening to vibrant, exciting speakers.

B (note: the B was entirely planned by kniving underworld socialists or democracy lovers)

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

The halls of demagoguery love you, they love you to death, my special drawing of a monster, in a lost home, for the poor refuges who have been rejected from found homes.  Else, I stray from the matter of your introduction.

Urban Misfits

In the quiet, unassuming, metropolitan city of Dognit, Massachusetts, a gang of thugs, move from small town roots to this big city.  The zany cast of characters:

Jim Hornet:

A renegade atheist

Bill Bunley:

A bitter cynic

Sam Donaldmoon:
A hateful Satanist

John Johnson:

A typical teenager

Louis Hall:

A loving secular humanist

Tom Hilcon:

An anti govt. person

Ernie Gregson:
A vigilant socialist

Timothy Watat:
A loony eccentric

Lougi Horseman:
“Mr. Negative”

Todd Boulder:

A disgruntled horseshoe salesman

Rich Ricky:

A Disorganized flute obsessed butler

Behind the ritzy alley, which is as sterile as the hospital, the guys congregate sitting Indian style.  A storm rolls in, a storm they have never seen before.  The clouds are red, and the rain is purple.  They do not flee the storm, they feel it better to tough it out, and have discussions regardless of weather conditions.  Is this the elegance of the oneness, we do not know.  The plot thickens as the air thickens.

John Johnson looks at the dark symphony and his cliché ridden mind spouts out a tired cliché:  The air is so thick you can cut it with a knife

Lougi:
And what do you recommend we do about it?  What a worthless comment if you ask me!

Louis:
The world is beautiful, every last thing about it.  The race of mankind is superb.  Mankind can do anything.  I can see positive in suffering, I can see positive in all.  We need to not allow events determine our happiness, but allow our happiness to be entirely unconditional.  We got only one shot for this life, and no more.  This is not a meaning, life is an opportunity, an opportunity for us all to seize.  The shortness of life, motivates me to do uncompromising acts of charity.  I wish to do charity non stop.  I am here to make life better for all creatures, fighting the backwards crutch of my predecessors.  Life is so very noble, how can a person not love it.  Life is for creativity, life is an endless stream of bounty.  Good and evil  exist in our minds alone, and I look to you all, and not see a spec of evil, I am resourceful, I find benevolence.  Give me 500 hardened murders and I will show you love and merit.  I love life so much, I can be robust and exuberant as I am now, if I was sentenced into horrible prison conditions.  I value life so much, any life I will accept and love whole heartily.  My greatest passion in life is life itself.  I seek to create artwork which glorifies life.  Every moment is fantastic, whether full of pain or pleasure, I love it all.  I do not abide by creed, I abide by the inherent nobility of man.  Man I love, I am getting large goosebumps taking it all in.

Dirty gold clouds roll in to compliment the other clouds, Jim tilts his head slightly:  No loving deity would create such an environment for persons to live in.  Our kind needs to be more vigilant.  It is not wrong for our kind to impose our values upon the faithful, but  it is vile if they ever consider imposing their values on us, and I will not have it.  A purely secular society is the highest goal.  Our nation will run oh so smoothly, if religion vanishes.  Plain and simple, religion sucks.

Louis:
Ah, religion, the psychological scarring for the weak.  My only grudge against life is that religion has entered it, everything else I can handle.  Everytime I see lives wasted in pursuit of religion, I get emotional, it hurts me heart badly.  Mankind does nothing great when they rely on God, but when they rely on themselves, anything is possible.  The human species is innately altruistic, look at the societies of our past and you will the dominant motive is altruism.  Life is too short for religion.  Philosophy is a surge of joyful adrenaline.  There is so much out there to appreciate.  I am so ever thankful, religion has not stripped me of my capacity to enjoy the fruits of life, like it has done so to so many others.  Religion is not the answer to anything.  If a person desires a life of muddled, water down, also despicable existence, they will embrace religion.  Me, philosophy is my gem.  Oh, the university, such an immaculate conception!  The university has advanced life far more than the birth of Mary.  Religion knocks us down, without a chance to live.  I value this life so I discard religion.  May it disappear forever so we can accomplish our profound feats, religion is the stumbling block to all virtue!

Jim:
God is a bunch of silly crap.  If you believe in God, you are a stupid worthless idiot.  Religion has no value at all.  Religion is bull.  All our forefathers hated every single aspect of religion.  I am an atheist because I have a brain.  If you lack a brain, you are a religionist.  I know for a fact all atheists are more intelligent than all religionists.  Religion is phony baloney nonsense.  I will not allow myself to see the proof, I have closed myself off to that loony idiocy, so don’t attempt to open my mind, it won’t happen.  No matter how much evidence, you show me, I will be an atheist to the end.  Not even logic will win me over.

Bill:  I hate the sky.  I hate the earth.  The world is meaningless.  Life innately alienates.

Sam:  Oh great Lucifer, please, honor us with a grand symphony of death.  Forward satanic soldiers.  Life is war.  Lucifer, show us mayhem, like only you can.  My food is your evil, feed me great one.  Feed me a never-ending feast.  

Bill:
This dialogue demonstrates the inevitably of our fate turning out undesirable.  Every breath I breathe, I feel strife.  I have analyzed it all, and see a bright ray nowhere.  What did we ever do to deserve this curse?  Sadness is the circumstance.  From day one, there are hundreds of reasons to be despondent, and I fall in line, because I am the miserable homosapien.  I feel filthy because I have survived.  Why do psychologists consider survival to be an essential impulse?  I think a more appropriate reflex for rational beings to evade survival.  How can anyone smile, when the world is nothing but suffering and turmoil.  I am wounded, joy is a substance alien to man.

Slim:  Purple and red are pansy colors for faggots only.  God, I hate homosexuals.  99.5% of all gays on earth will burn in hell.  Gays are inhumane animals, worthy of horrible treatment.  I get a giant kick out of bashing and beating guys.  I feel it is time for a homosexual holocaust, in every nation on the globe.

Louis:  Dark times like this bring out the innately good qualities of man.  In every dark cloud, I see a blooming flower of joy reflecting superb benevolence.  If a person has a feeling, they can do something, without a doubt, they can do it.  Humanity is capable of anything, as long as religion doesn’t get in their way and impedes their progress.  I am very satisfied with my life so far, and I don’t feel the quality of it going down anytime soon.  Why do I enjoy life like I do, because I live for the moment, not for the appraisal of some nonexistent out of this world deity residing in a place we’ll never arrive at.  I don’t live for evil deities, I live for awesome humanity.  Life is so full of culture to enrich our fabric.  The great tomes are endowed upon us from past civilizations, giving us a gift so great, it does not matter we'll not live eternally.  Life is in fact more great if it is not eternal.  Too little time appeals to me, not too much time.  Religion minded persons have innately stifled creativity, so why in the world would they want an eternal life, they would find no use of it?  I would rather have one great life, than two shitty lives.  When religion guides one’s life, one’s life is so remote and so superficial, the deep justice and meaning lies surely in humanism.  Religionists who deny the virtue of humanism, need to really examine things, I am from head to toe, happy, and I extremely doubt anyone dragged down by dreary dogma can be happy.  

Tom:
It’s a Hitler plot, man.  They want to harm us.  Protest man.  It’s a conspiracy I swear.  Paranoia is a natural reaction to the state of affairs.  If one is not paranoid, then I really worry about them.

Ernie:
It’s a perfect time to rally the working class behind a banner of deep truth.  The original weather is a divine sign for an original revolution.  

Slim:  I don’t care what you all do as long as gays are persecuted.  Gays deserve not one right.  I agree let’s start a revolution, a revolution to destroy gays.  We’ll raid their magazine racks and quiet their fellowship.  We will destroy.

Louis:
Brother Slim, I love you, I can not understand your hate.  In our world like ours, I wonder how can anyone hate?  Homosexuals are human, homosexuality is not evil.  The only thing which deserves to be hated is religion.  Religion is the isolated variable, I have determined to be the cause of all suffering.  Brother Slim, I welcome you a home in secular humanism.

Bill:  Optimism hinders.  There is no excuse nor validity for optimism.  I cry even more, when I realize optimists pull the wool over their eyes, and march upbeat in a downbeat place.  Optimism nauseates me.  Not only can I not comprehend its motivation, I despise.   



Timothy:  Time for me to rob the cocoons.  I am the master electrician.  HA HA HA HA HA.  Fear me insects, I am one of your kind.

Lougi:  This sucks.  Stupid cloud.  You folks are an inferior crowd.  This ain’t good for me.  I hate it.  

Todd:  Jimminy Crickets, my business is now going down the drain for sure.  The market ain’t what it use to be.  Horseshoes used to be so popular, now, alas, people use automobiles too often, and soon I will be totally bankrupt.  Being bankrupt is sad.

Bill:  Living is sad, and there is no ifs ands or buts about it.  I am a cynic for life.  Yes, Mr. Horseshoe salesman, alas is a good word to describe our substandard plight.  

Jim:  I hate living in conditions where religionists dominate every facet of our lives.  Religion’s goal and purpose is atrocious.  I’d rather be  a slave to a sadomasochistic villain forever, than to spend one moment in a church house.  

Bill:  We are all masochists, evidence in the fact, we press on.

Lougi:  You people are ugly too.  You are all assholes.  You make no sense.  Everything is bad.

Sam:  Our hard times call for Satan to rule America again.  If we can return to the day of satanic rule, our country will flourish.  

Jim:  It is my goal to not only get prayer out of the schools, but I will go one step further, I will get prayer out of the church.  I believe it violates human rights to when people pray in church.  America shall tolerate prayer in the church no longer.  Prayer in the church violates my right to freedom from religion, it will not stand!

Timothy:  Do you see the Bigfoot Mermaid dog catcher, it’s here, you won’t be laughing when I tell you I am not him.  A ruckus I can’t stand.

Tom:  I can feel it, man, world take over is going to happen any minute now.  Watch my back, so we can defend ourselves against the cruel invaders.  

A happy vagabond full of conviction but also spite for the wrong way to live, proclaims:  This is my lifestyle.  I love it.  I feel it is best for one to live a life lacking pesticides and other vices.  I am hardened though, so kids will like me.  My message now is an end product in itself, nothing about days to come.

Right then the vagabond, dropped some seeds inadvertently in the ground, and left to join a different band of roving transients, but little did he know or expect, that these seeds were to grow. 

An plant calling itself X grows a gradual but ever increasingly rate.  The society out there can not stomach it.  It is bold and it emanates a heaven like light.  Soon the gigantic plant becomes a full grown beanstalk, mighty as hell, but the men scoff at it generally, and pass it off as a trivial addition to the landscape.  The X plant sure isn’t making any friends too quickly, but it knows friends will come eventually, the plant speaks with an eloquent stir:  I have a certain code of ethics, which I am rather proud of.  I love to live the way I do.  I find fulfillment in my lifestyle.  Other plants will eat dangerous pesticides, I will not however.  It makes me sad to look at how the plants crumble when they eat these pesticides.  I am fully aware you are hostile to my presence, as I expect such a planet to be.  Morality is always scary to the immoral.  I am angry and I’m sure it shows, my claim to fame exposes the rage of a plant striving to be different in an age of massive pesticide use.  I choose to be different from my fellow beanstalks.  Hopefully my message will cause lots to think, and hopefully I offend those who deserve to be offended.

Right then, a patch of beanstalks slowly grows, and the numbers slowly multiply, chanting in sequence:  We will follow you, oh great X, we will follow you.  You are right on.  Way right on.  You are great.  You are an awesome plant.  We want to be just like you, you were the first X plant, so we will be the next X plants, we will live like you, your ideas is the structure of our life.  This is the only refreshing way.  This is the truth.  This is salvation, salvation which lacks crutches.  Strike down the MAN for all he has done wrong, The X gene of ours will save mankind.

One ambitious X plant speaks loudly:  Some of our type will inflict violence on non X plants, but this is not what our ideology is about, we are about love, the love of life, not hate and assault.  Please don’t allow our bad numbers to characterize the entire flock.  That is so wrong.  Don’t ask us if we are X plants that beat the shit out of non X plants.  Just like we won’t ask you if you are Christians who the beat the shit out of non Christians.

Jim:
You can generalize all you want about Christians, because all Christians are evil.  All atheists in contrast are benevolent angels.  Everytime I see a Christian on the street, I stop and ask myself if this Christian is going to burn some witches at the stake.  The sins of the fathers are the sins of the sons, because Adam and Eve genetically transports their original sin to us something we are not a cause of, so applying biblical logis I can say all Christians are too blame for the inquisition, the crusades, the holy wars, the Salem witch trials.  And I will look at Christians in the face, and flat out tell them they are tainted because their ancestors committed horrible atrocities.  

Louis:
My eyes wander off to the horizon, and I ask how can I make a difference.  Every dawn that I wake, I ponder in what ways can I as one body foster great solidarity of mankind.  The great deeds of man are always greater than the great deeds of the gods.  No god has ever experienced the joy I felt.  How can the almighty sit upon his laurels in heaven, and make judgments about our world?  God is one enthocentric being.  It might be wrong to sin in his world, but in our world, a person has no choice but to sin.  It is so damn wrong for him to forcibly impose his ethical system upon those in a different culture than his.  God may be all knowing, but he isn’t intelligent enough to know cultural relativism.  This goes to show that men are better suited to do the work, we designate for the deities.   


Some the X plants less adapt to survival, allow themselves to be doused with halfway lethal pesticides, they do not perish, but the other pesticide free X plants banish the traitors from the X garden.  Never can the traitor plants enter the garden again with any pride or conviction.

A medium sized X beanstalk speaks:  Let’s disseminate the information about our glorious ways through the world’s most important technological network.  We are a motivated bunch.  We can do it, kids.  Till death, I’m a X plant, this is my powerful statement.  The song is our call to arms, other methods are great, but none live up to the beauty and the strength of the song.  

Lougi:  Your views are horseshit.  You are nothing.  You are a bunch of lazy bums.

The original X plant screams with rage and passion:  Like I said in one of my favorite compositions, you have no right to criticize me when you are doing nothing better yourself.  

An owl named Drahsub lifts up his hands to praise:  Some of you folks have beautiful messages, Louis does, these X plants do, and some of you are despicable.

Bill interrupts:  Despicable is the nature of the beast, humanity is a beast.  We behave worse than the foulest most unclean beasts.  Redeeming qualities are an illusion.  The traits of man are overwhelmingly negative.  Life is a forced march in the most solemn costume.  Those who smile erect a bogus façade to inflict horrible misery unto the entire world.  Every object reeks of morbid themes.  Where there is life, there is blood, there is hate.

Drahsub:  Not that I haven’t  reached an identity of my own, but I am attracted deeply to some of the philosophy here, I am also repelled to other bits of it.  I am a driven Owl.  Some of you might have noble ideas but ruin them in your approach.  It is not my objective to point fingers but you know who you are. Even though I dig my cool persona, I really admire Louis and wish I could embrace his optimism completely and see the world through his loving eyes.  Secular Humanism is the about the most noble philosphy of life, Louis and his contemporary followers are doing many great things, by mobilizing. Being an owl, I get a lot of static from others who are not owl like.  One does not have to be an owl necessary, just as long as they resemble an owl, and it always seems as if the great of all species supports owls, the fools of all species persecute owls.  It’s the fool’s damn own folly.  We try to save them but they refuse to listen and continue to live their backwards ways.  Art is best when it is an enigma, a subtle enigma. To solve it enriches you many times over.  I have isolated art as a principle joy in life.  I love to create.  I see myself as a prolific author.  I will be known be you all one day.  That is my goal, and I press forward to that.  To be a famous well renowned highly respected artist who others consider a genius, is the ultimate.  I want that so bad.  I will work and work till I get there.  Here is a poem I composed for this occasion

The Armchair

The armchair isn’t always uncomfortable

The pressure can be intense, yes

And the rear end can get rubbed raw

If the armchair is occupied too long

Those who sit in the armchairs

Of course, do have wise spirits

The effectiveness ceases at the end of the range 

Of the armchair

I could go into hysterics

I could go off on tangents

Or preach alienating gospels

Or teach worthless lessons

Words from the armchair are profound

Naturally

Words on paper are more profound

When molded

Actions are more profound than words

Actions are more

They are direct

Save, they do, 

Salvation, they provide

The armchair is snug

Outside most is achieved

Apparently, some would rather just vegetate in the armchair

Apparently all seem to 

Not me

First I picked up the ink

Next, I am trying to forever never sit solely on the armchair again

But of course, that’s just me

An X plant screams:  There are way more of them, than there are of us.  Way more.  It makes me sad, it makes me sick.  We need to stick together in these hard times, there is no telling what the pesticide pushers can do to us.  You people probably think of pesticide as a modest evil, but let me tell you it is a severe evil.  The only way to the glory is too avoid it completely, we refuse to even intake a little bit of those poisonous pesticides.  Yes, small dosages will not kill us, but small dosages will kill our spirit.  The spirit is omnipotent and all important, we are not gonna ruin it for some cheap pesticides.  The perks just ain’t worth the cost.

Lougi:  You X plants bore the shit out of me.  I wish I could chop you down

The X beanstalks sing:  Oh no you won’t oh no you can’t the X is always strong.

Bill:  I doubt strength, severely.  Humans are nothing more than what they are.  The glass of life is always half empty.  

Todd:  This is the end of my great business.  The end has come, for sure.  That’s too damn bad, I loved my business.  It provided a lot, those clouds are gloomy forecast for my business’s future.  Those clouds are never to be removed from the sky, so my business will inevitably fail.  The greatest business in the land is going down the drain, sadly.  

Rich:  A perfect time to break out my rendition of “A Butler’s Flute Ode” on flute.  

Then Rich does what he says, but his disorganization costs him big time.  Not only is his flute the wrong color, size, model, and make, but it’s clogged with horse lint.  Yes it appears as if Todd stuffed it in the flute.  Todd was disgruntled with his capital loss, and apparently took it out on Rich who was so passionate about his craft, hoping to never make a profit on it, hence degrade the passion.  The being which inhabits the heavens dislikes such evil spirited quarreling.  So the being drops a rainbow of raindrops onto the crew.  Then a turquoise thunder bolt hits the crowd killing John, Slim, Tom, Ernie, Timothy, Todd, and Rich.  4 go to heaven, 2 go to hell, and one goes to purgatory, you make up your own mind, who went where.  The remaining walk 300 miles until they find an abandoned but ornate castle.  They found a great one with a barely used sauna and a fantastic $50,000  stereo system.  What a castle it was.  The architect who designed it, designed it so well, that the king decided to make him vice king.  And architecture ranked next to religion in his kingdom.  The men did kinda wonder why such a beautiful castle was not occupied, but they could not pass it up.  They sat upon a semi circular table. Louis firmly let his hand drop on the table.  The shitty but fancy table crashed to the floor.  A pin was heard dropping.

Louis shrugged:  Oh, well, let’s talk about what has happened to our compadres and what is wise to do from here on.  A crisis has came upon us, brethren, but crisis is what allows mankind to show its true colors.  The colors of altruism.  May I remind you, man is inherently altruistic, always looking out for his brother’s best interests.  

The X plant looking so ever gracious now that they have grown feet dance a fiery loving X dance.

One X plant declares:  Brothers let’s keep the fight going strong.  No matter what the pressure, we need to uphold our conviction.  From our conviction stems high love and high euphoria.  No matter what the outsiders say and no matter what the outsiders do, we are who we are, and we are the elite passionate.  They ruin themselves with these pesticides of all breeds, they lie to themselves that they are leading a good life,  simply put, they are degrading themselves all the time.

Bill crawled up a candy cane firepole:  Why such a pole in such a castle?  Nothing is good about candy cane colored things.  The false joy that is everything sickens my heart.

Louis:  Religion is the false joy.  The innate joy of life is real.  If you can not feel exuberance bursting from your heart, you are not living.  The joy in life, except the religious parade of facades, the only false joys, is all too genuine.  Please don’t dwell on the pain and the wicked, too much good is around.  Life is way too short to not celebrate the magic of our planet.  A person knows their life is great, when they have no reservations about dying.  I am man, watch me excel.

Bill:  Man has failed time and time again.  Man’s genes direct it toward failure.  I shed a tear for the suffering out there.  I don’t not relate to happy things, I relate to the misery undergoing since the start of time.

Louis:  Many great men fell.  Our job is honor their metaphoric spirits.  We owe that to them.  Life is great, brothers, life is great.

Lougi:  You are a happy go lucky pile of rotting mildew.

Louis:  I can see good in that statement.  I don’t imagine you meant to lash out, you just have some unresolved conflicts, you called me happy, and after all, being happy is one large compliment.  Psychology is not a crutch like religion.  It helps you handle life in a healthy perspective.  To know psychology is to experience fundamental mirth.  I would not be nearly as happy today if psychology did not guide my way.  It showed me that all I need for a fantastic existence is myself.  I can cope with anything.  Absolutely.

Bill:  You are a naïve idiot, you are lying to yourself, you are not experiencing happiness.  Embrace realism, and you will go far.  You keep digging a hole for yourself, going forever downward.  You are a filthy reverie I can not get rid of, now for a poem of my own





The Wicked

Vile shit knocks me out

Cold I am afraid of the frigid

No fun is available

I slime my way to disease

Life’s a disgrace

The circumstance is bankrupt

Where is the satisfaction

The brutality sends me to hell

I’ve fixed my eyes on a glowing ray of joy

A futile task, I have undertook

Misery is key

I hate smiling

Love is total bullshit

My life deteriorates left and right

I have spoken the sullen word

Living disgusts me

Bill pauses:   My heart is spilled now.  I am more despondent than ever conceived possible.  I have never smiled, I struggle not to break into a never ending flow of tears.  Everywhere I go, I hurt.  I ache in the sun, in the cold, in the rain, and in the midst’s of other’s phony parties.  I have exposed my innermost vulnerabilities, and you all being the savages, that society makes you, will tear me too pieces.  As my life progresses, I got more and more blows.  He who eradicates all life from the world, has done the earth one colossal favor, if a person so great ever did that, he would deserve the most distinguished honors, but of course, he would be flawed too.  Humans are imperfect, and that fact makes me want to express my horrible rage against the evil planet that gave me the biggest crutch ever, the crutch of life.  All who disagree are total fools.  Very total fools.

Louis:  No matter who dislikes me, and to what extent, I am going to keep on loving life.  No event will ever prevent me from smiling.  

Bill:  Your words are false.  You are a very awful man.  Dreamers like you crush the life out of human ants.

Louis:  I know deep beneath all your hurt and angst, there is a joyful man yearning to get out.  

Bill:  No.  You are false.  Happiness is only a shade of misery, it is absence of misery.  Happiness is not a true condition.  You actors repulse me.  Is there any redemption in the world

Louis cuts him off nicely:  The redemption is inside you.  I believe we are forgers of our own redemption.  Humanism is so sweet to the soul

Bill:  There’s death, hate, spite on and on.  All the events I have been exposed to are cruel.  What did I deserve to get this shit life?  I sulk only because I am alive.  I do not see rainbows, rainbows are rubbish, I see only clouds.  

Louis:  I believe your mindset, and your mindset alone is the cause of your misery.  If you alter your own periscope, happiness will follow.  But it’s up to way.  You learned an ill way of thinking somewhere along the line.  I know a man who has lost everything but he still is happy, in fact, when he experienced the ultimate bliss was when he formally rejected religion.  

Bill:  Events determine happiness and that is a truth I will tenaciously uphold to my grave.

Sam:  I hate the words of which you speak, vulgar lies shoot out.  Satan does not approve.  I am his spokesman, and vain in the fact I am his spokesman.  We need to obey he who reigns in the fiery inferno, below.

Louis:  Can you not see the love men have for each other when they abandon the crutch of religion.  Love guides life.  Love is what secular humanism is all about.

Right then the sadism girls do a sadism dance all simultaneously singing:  We want to dominate and hurt and humiliate.  We have come to philosophize about the decency of sadism.  Sadism is in one word, noble.  It makes us better human beings.  Passion is sadism.  Sadism is righteous.  Sadism is the only truth.  Sadism is pure satisfaction, it is the way man.  Sadism is the answer to all the world’s problems.  Never before have mankind been provided with the ultimate answer, we come to do that.  Sadism is precious and sweet.  It welcomes all, whether broken or beat.  Sadism rules.

Then they depart.

Bill:  It’s a perfect time to sneer.  Negative energy is my passion.  Louis is too fluffy for anyone’s good.

Sam:  Louis, what does Satan think of you?  He has a special place in the bowels of hell for people like you.

Lougi:  I wish you’d all shut the fuck up, you all get on my nerves, seriously.

Louis:  I will continue to see the bright side of everything.  There is good in everything.  It is my calling in life to bring it out.  No, those with good loving hearts can not burn in hell!  Hell is a negative concept, therefore it does not exist in my world. Optimism helps everybody.  Pessimism hurts everybody.  Name one instance where a fellow was harmed by being an optimism.  Glory comes from loving.  Humanism is the path to glory.  This life is heaven to me.  Life is just about perfect, it would be completely perfect if religion never was invented.  God does not give life to great men, society does, and for all the great men who ever lived, trillions and trillions of them, I exalt society.

With barely a second to ponder Louis’s profound thought, an elegant, gigantic, cheesy vacuum whistles, then expels a huge whirlwind spreading molasses nuggets which sucks them up into a bleak cartoonish desert, where the men feel overhydrated.  They slosh around most bloated.  Trevor the ghost, from the world’s famous Infidel Spooks appeared here then there with a blurb:  Remember galation day.

A sign from above for the infidels, or a shared dream, the men did not know.

Then Demetrie the llama, a perennial kids favorite in an alternate dimension hopped on Lougi’s back:  Giddyup, in my world we ride humans.  Llamas have such big brains.  Sort of big egos.  I am so glad I wasn’t born another creature, but maybe if I was born another creature, I’d be glad I wasn’t born a llama.    

Demetrie played a human violin.  What was music in their dimension was pure noise in our dimension.  All they men were repulsed by the sound, except Sam who uttered:  Kick ass Satanic, pure abrasiveness.”

Louis:  Granted the sounds of which we speak, are not my pure favorite, they of course posses a lot of virtue.  It makes me so happy when I see Sam exuberant and passionate about his music.  It makes me happy when others are very happy.  I love the environment which conditioned me.  I only gripe about Sam because he incorporates evil religion into his displays of passion, incorporating religion into displays of passion, degrades the displays of passion greatly.

Sam:  Dude, Satan Rules, and that’s all there is too it.  

Bill:  Music is the rotten demagoguery machine.  It only serves to keep man down in a miserable circumstance.  Men has no choice, he will always be forlorn.  All music is minor chords to my ears.  

The llama spoke in a blood curdling voice:  Hello, let’s play a random organized game.  Kids love llamas haven’t you noticed.  This is Alice in Wonderful land, written by a non drug using teetotaler.  Thus this is way better than Alice in Wonderland, and even more crazy.

A cute koala bear comes out flying high:  I am the friendly koala bear.  I am so gosh darn cute.  Eating bicycle spokes is my thing, and spreading hateful communist doctrine everywhere.  Capitalism is sinful.  I will destroy it violently.  I will bust apart the capitalist foundations of the world.  Communism is desirable.  Oppression is groovy.  Your socialist friend sickens me, he is a wus.  None of this water down shit will do it for me.  Full Communism is all I will condone, full communism where I steer all the reigns and I mandate all the mandates.  I know what’s best for everyone.  I appoint myself high communist monarch.  All wealth will be concentrated in my hands.  Everyone will be equal, everyone will be dirt poor.  None of you will have any rights, except the right to compose satirical pieces ridiculing capitalism, and that’s what I will force you to do in my sweat camps, crank out millions of anti capitalist sentimental words every day.  Hey, I may be a total authoritarian, but that doesn’t mean I’m not a fun guy.  I like to get shit faced just like the next guy, and in under my dominance, sour decayed rum will be the official drink.  You will not only like it, you will love it to the fullest extent of your heart.  I do wonder to myself why Communism is so unpopular, especially these days.  Glad I have left my capitalist hating remarks on a sociologist’s, philosopher’s, politician’s, wonderland.

Louis accidentally tumbled and the koala bear disappeared into the dimension which has had pure anarchy forever, it is a scary place, because evil Anarchists run the show.

Bill:  Demetrie, kids are exploited by your evil fake benevolence.  I see evil in the wholesome portion of your entertainment.  No entertainment is purely beneficial.  

Demetrie:  How dare you demean my craft, my art, my life?  But I still love you all, no matter how hard you try to piss me off, I will be happy go lucky.

Louis:  That is the spirit.  Human love is more resilient than human hate.  Human love preserves through all adversity.  Hate stops cold.  If you would like more information about the Greater Humanist Organization, please send me a self addressed post card, and I will personally deliver a ton of elegant love filled humanist pamphlets.  My favorite pamphlets of the bunch include “So You’re A Humanist.”, “The Humanist Way to Take Out the Garbage”, “Spreading More Love than the Christians Dreamed Possible.”, “Exposing the world to the ills of religion in only 13 hours a day.”, “Denying Thoughts which encourage dabbling into religious affairs”, “Using churches as instruments of Secular Agenda”, “Why God is just a silly bean”.  Yes, I would love to distribute these tracts to your personal address, and maybe we could then sit down and talk.  

Lougi:  Demetrie’s the stupidest bird I have ever seen and I have seen a lot of stupid birds.  He sucks plain and simple.

Demetrie:  How in the turtle’s eardrum do you think I am a bird?  I am a llama plain and simple.  I got a nice little lesson to teach you about life.  No one is ever bad.  Nothing is bad.  There is no evil.  

Louis:  Notice how his vantage point determines his joy.  My breath is what justifies my happiness.  As long I continue breathing, I shall emit rays of happiness.  But if nature says it’s time to go, I will gladly accept my fate.  There are good things that can come out of death.  I hope someday, the generation says I am the most optimistic man to have ever lived, if that happens,  I know I have succeeded.  My my my, what great environment raised wonderful Demetrie?

Demetrie:  It is a wonderful place, indeed.  I feel warmth constantly.  It is joy it is ecstasy.  Ages and ages ago, we abolished religion.  Our world is a John Lennon peace land meets a Jehovah Witness paradise.  It is the ultimate in utopia.  Woah, woah, woah, of all the utopias I have been too, it’s the best, and I’m not biased at all.  We are anarchist.  We have evolved to such a state, where we deem government unnecessary.  The last instance of violence happened about 5 billion years ago, but of course, the big turning point of peace and perfection occurred when we all unanimously renounced religion.

Louis interjects:  Naturally.  Our world has evaded utopia by clinging onto religion, but life itself is wonderful nonetheless.  Religion taints it so.  

Demetrie:  Louis, you would adore this world of ours.  It is your dreams come true.  People live for billions of years, there is only mirth, not of the morbid intentions which personify your world.  

Sam:  Quit this utter trash talk, Satan is the lord.  He is the lord.  He is the great lord.  He is the awesome lord.  He has all the power.  He is a magical being.  Satan is great.  I worship him only and whole heartily.  To stray from the worship of Satan is a vile sin for wretched persons.  My ideal world is a world of darkness and hate, a world where the newborn are killed on contact with their first breath.  A world where I serve as Satan’s number one leader, and all of everything is afflicted with suffering.  

Bill:  Sounds an awful lot like our repulsive world.  My broke back can not take any more torment than what this world gives me, No, I can not imagine a world worse than others.  Things will never get better and there is not a thing in our world which we can do about it.  I am heartbroken by all the melancholy I face.  If I could meet the architect of our life, I would cry my eyes out.  No one seems to care how we suffer, they just go pursuing ugly hedonism.  Pleasure is a wicked pursuit, my fellows in pain.  

Sam dreamed up a bloody scenario involving a dishwasher and the llama.  Sam believed it so it came true.  Then 50 million dreary sullen llamas came parading decorated old fashioned for a funeral.  Tears rolled down into a swimming pool which turned into sweet butterscotch.

Bill:  Tears are the most abundant liquid in all of existence.

Lougi:  We aren’t doing anything fun or beneficial.  None of us ever will, This is not good, not good one bit.  We can’t do anything about what sucks.

Louis:  Not with a poor attitude.  I am refreshed by a positive outlook.  Humans can do anything they put their minds to, and more.

Lougi:  Or less.

Bill:  I look at all the species, all the dirt flying around, I can’t handle the suffrage unfolding, I just can’t handle it.  I have faith in nothing.  It is all to natural to become hardened.

Louis:  Or all to natural to become soft and radiant, full of positive emotion to share.  

Bill:  I am an alien.  I do not belong in a cruel place.  Life is way too cruel.  Long ago, I abandoned my search for one iota of joy, because it was obvious, it was nowhere to be found.  There are so many reasons to bicker, and no reasons to celebrate.  

Louis:  It baffles my mind, that anyone could be unhappy in our world.  At every turn one sees beauty, and where beauty does not jump out at me, I actively search for it, and I always find it.

Bill:  Optimism is a sad retreat.  Optimists harm their souls to a never-ending state of torture.  I weep when I see optimists at work.  Our days are numbered, and luckily, death will approach us, as a savior.  Soon, it can never be soon enough.  

A rabid rabbit cute as hell, foaming at the mouth, hops on Demetrie’s back:  I have no care about religion, politics, society or justice.  Nor do I care about equality, liberty, morality or righteousness, love, peace, fun, or hate.  

Demetrie screams:  Ahh, infidel from hell!  The rabbit appears as if he is going to bite Demetrie, but gives Demetrie a gentle kiss on the cheek instead:  Silly rabbit, kisses are for abominable snowmen.

The rabid rabbit spoke:  For you do not know me.  I am Franklin the rabid rabbit. Don’t fear me, my strain of rabies.  I affect much of society, but it still lives, it still lives.  Alice would be proud of this skit.   So very proud, I tell you.

A whirlwind picked up an swirled upside down, a graduate adorned in pink graduate attire, standing on a podium.  He was dropped down in front of all the men, in the middle of reciting his verse:




I, Albert Meade

Came upon a pumpkin seed

Laced with blood

I did not pull

Only a fool would

I screamed for dear death

Alienated, I ponder a drunk

Sitting, drinking, falling down my stairs

To the midnight stream

To the gunboat

I rejoice hallelujah

The king has fallen

Albert the graduate bowed as if the queen was out there:  Graduates, let’s tour a shotgun shell factory to celebrate our hardwork and ultimate accomplishment.

Demetrie raised two legs:  I object to the abject conditions of the shotgun shell factory.  What kind of celebration is that?  Shotgun factories are uncivil and dangerous to peace everywhere.  

Franklin:  That’s not my concern.  It doesn’t immediately affect me, therefore I will not concern myself with that.  Little does it matter to me.

Albert cut in:  Quiet.  You did not graduate from this prestigious institution.  You are worthless trash.  Those who lack Ph.D.’s are pretty damn worthless.

Bill spun in a circle:  Life itself is worthless.

Lougi screamed:  This whole life thing rubs me raw.

Bill:  To cry is common, to smile is uncommon.  The positive is a lie.  

Albert slammed his puny fist down on the podium:  Leave you inferior ingrates.  You are obstructing pure elegance!  Go to low class hangouts.  Don’t taint our crop.  Refined scholars have no time for simpletons.  Your type waste our resources.  When such resources could be better used for us.  You folks do not deserve food.  It is sick to think, your inferior type is allowed to live.  I have just lowered myself some minuscule notches by even associating myself with those who lack Ph.D’s.  There is nothing to be learned from you.  Nothing at all.  Life experiences are only enriching if you have the education to go along with it.  The less educate can not teach us a damn thing.  You guys are bogus trash.  Leave before I vomit.

Bill:  It is perfectly understandable how one would desire to vomit considering all the terrible circumstances of life.  I wish to abandon life, but that’s impossible.  Poor us.  

Albert:  Yeah, poor you, alright, You are lower beings, I am thankful every day I am superior, my Ph.D. makes me a better man than all of you combined plus the entire population without Ph.D.’s.  How or why one would ever go without a Ph.D. baffles me to the extreme.  I am the high brow.  You are the low brow.  It is my prerogative and goal to constantly remind the world of my superiority and your uselessness.  Never forget it, feel rotten and worthless until your die, or better yet, kill yourself now.

Bill:  If only I had the means, life is too depressing to take.  We are the helpless species.  We are so helpless.  We can’t escape from our sentence, our plight is shoved upon us.  

Albert:  Your sentence of the subhuman breed.

Bill:  No, the sentence of all humanity, rich or poor or educated or not.  We all are sentenced to a fate worth than death, life.

Albert:  I would naturally detest life too, if I was an uneducated nitwit, I am so intelligent, you all deserve to be called horrible names.  I hope I can   lower your self esteem infinite amounts.  To make you all feel like shit for being unprivileged, is one of my biggest goals in life.

Bill:  It is no privilege to inherit life.  Only those who inherit early death are privileged.  

Albert:  You all are more enriched beings by being able to enter into my presence.  I hear no thanks.  Nor am I paid.  It bothers me that you aren’t bowing before me, and how dare you look your eyes into mine, your bunch is lower than slaves.

Bill:  Eyes communicate the sadness of the world in the truest colors.  As for slavery, the endowner of life is the ultimate slavemaster.  

Albert:  Shut up once and for all.  Speak no more, any of you.  Only I speak.  I am more than a God to your filthy kind.  In all ways, I am superior.  In all ways my rights are 100 times more important than your puny rights.

Demetrie:  I see the oppression the educated class has caused.  Previously it was subtle, but now it is way too obvious.  It is now out in the open.  Education isn’t everything, believe it or not, some would so it’s not even important,

Albert:  Only the fools of fools.  Education is the only criteria which determines superiority.  The Uneducated are inferior, educated are superior.  I am supreme.  I am supreme, and I got a stellar resume to prove it.  

A gardener ran a tiny miniature electric blow over Albert and his ornate podium:  No thanks people.  Just doing my goo, so I’ll be rewarded by man someday.

Albert was whisked away to a primitive caveman village to forever attempt to assimilate.  

Louis raise his arms:  The human race always rewards the loving and benevolent.  Charity is a happy domino effect.

Louis ran forwards and backwards:  to the atheist factory, we go.  The collection of nonbelievers, they are great good, great.  Humankind is saved by secular humanism.  Religion is what makes Bill miserable and Lougi miserable, if they were free from its shackles, they would love the joy of life.

Bill:  I wish this game of ours would end

Louis:  I enjoy it so much I hope it never ends, but if it does, I will find good in it, I will learn.  I am fulfilled

Bill:  Not one of my needs are met, life is insufficient in the realm of pleasing folks.

Louis:  From it I can not ask anymore, except the total and complete annihilation of the concept of religion.  If that occurs, my fulfillment will even be better.  

Bill:  The only thing I ask from life is the total and complete annihilation of life.

Louis:  I wish you could see the glory of life.

Bill:  Or the glory of  eternal death.  Nothing in this world will ever make me happy.

Louis:  Everything in this world besides religion makes me happy and joyful, desiring to share my love more and more and fight the evil demon of religious faith.  Pews make me cry.  Altars hurt my heart.  Steeples cause me to weep.  Prayers make me literally vomit.  It is sad, if you folks remember nothing else from me, remember this:  Religion is pure evil and is the biggest evil man has ever faced, and life itself is pure joy.    

Bill:  I hate life.  I hate everything which has ever happened to me.

Louis:  If by some evil fluke, God does exist, I want my earthly resume to be saturated with altruistic benevolent doings.  I want to be the most loving soul, so that God seconds guess his wicked illogical concept of sentencing people to rot eternally based on mere belief.

Demetrie belts out a country tune:  the non-climatic end is now, folks ______

Drahsub leaps out from nowhere:  Wait before we end let me speak:  Give me whatever and I will penetrate my vast curiosity through it.  Even if it be semi mundane, I will usher in beautiful inquiry.  Curious inquiry is an integral component of my identity.  It defines who I am.  At my core, I seek to find answers, and will not rest without them.  I analyze everything, some don’t like that much, but the extra great ones do like it.  I feel being inquisitive is essential, it is a salvation of sorts.  It does give extra reason and purpose to life.  Some despise curiosity, but it is vital, vital, vital.  It is a strong character trait that has really stuck out in recent times.  I adore the fact that I have an analyzing mindframe.  I seek to know it all, and I will explore it all, through my curiosity.  I will examine the nooks and crannies and analyze them to all pieces.  To the content, beware, because I am going to penetrate my curiosity through everything.  You will be in awe.  I am so inquisitive, unlike anyone you have ever seen.  I hope I never lose this virtue.  It makes me distinct.  It is the vessel that causes me to think.  I see it as intellectual courage, I hope you all like it too, because it provides me with a lot of euphoria and also naturally, wisdom, okay, we can end this thing now.

