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Society

Society 

Oppresses, 

Suppresses, 

And represses 

Its effects are 

Pressing 

Distressing, 

and Excessing 

It inflicts 

It afflicts 

It nit picks 

Look what it's done: 

It's unwilled 

Fear, it's instilled 

It has Killed 

Stale 

Stale 

I feel so fucking stale 

It's not fair 

Why the hell do I feel stale? 

I don't want to do anything 

I don't want to think at all 

I feel 2D 

In a 3D world 

Everything is bland 

Nothing excites me anymore 

I need an injection 

I need a surge of emotions 

I need stimulation 

I don't like feeling stale

 I am worse than a robot 

I have feelings 

But cannot express them 

The whole world is boring 

When you are stale 

I am so goddamn stale 

What do I like? 

What don't I like? 

All my thoughts are like needles 

Quietly, yet painfully 

Pricking me 

A stale life 

For such a great guy 

Why? 

My brain tries to rationalize 

My feelings, but it cannot 

Why does it try? 

If only my heart would overwhelm it 

I feel apathetic 

And very pathetic 

It has done its damage 

It's irreversible 

Try to win the battle 

When the enemy 

Lurks inside 

Your otherwise 

Sound and sane mind 

Living is boring 

I am bland 

My thoughts blind 

I am intrigued 

So I ask why? 

Existence previously 

Tasted like expensive elegant 

Chocolate 

Now, when I take a bite of life 

It tastes like cardboard 

Neutralized 

Neutralized 

Neutralized 

Mind and heart 

Is it a short sickness 

Or is it and everlasting plaque 

Either way 

It affflicts me 

I am stale 

I don't need a brain 

I don't need a mind 

I don't need a head 

I just want to be sane 

Nothing is fun 

When you are stale 

I am stale 

I am stale 

I am stale 

Goddamn brain 

I am stale 

Poetry

Poetry, oh poetry 

Thank you 

I love you, poetry 

You make me want to cry 

You are my vehicle 

You are my outlet 

I am so grateful 

I love you so very much 

You may be twisted, turned, and rearranged 

Into anything and everything 

When I think about you 

You nearly bring tears to my eyes

 What would I do without you? 

I love you 

A poem can be treasured forever and ever 

Poetry has a special place in my heart 

Poetry is a rose 

Full of grace, eloquence, and beauty 

Perpetually in bloom 

with Neverending perfection 

He or she who composes a well versed poem 

Is a divine creator, indeed 

The full sphere of human existence 

The entire lengths and depths of the universe 

The dialect of geniuses 

The vernacular of the intellectual 

The slang of the elite 

Poetry is the key to the soul 

 Something is Wrong 

It may not be extremely blatant 

But if anyone examines my inner self 

They will plainly see 

that Something is wrong 

I may appear quite well 

But I am sick 

No one will notice 

No one will analyze 

Except a select few 

Many things are bothering me deeply 

I have hidden my fears and worries 

I have bottled them up for so long 

I feel soon I'm either going to 

Explode Or die 

I have extreme pain 

Each and every day 

Just because it 

Cannot be categorized or explained 

Does not mean 

It doesn't exist 

I am suffering 

Yet few know it 

I hurt so bad 

Yet I'm afraid to show it 

I am an actor 

I have deceived 

I have pretended there were not problems 

When there really was 

What I experience 

Cannot be measured 

It cannot be quantized- 

It cannot be rationalized 

- 

But it is definitely felt 

- 

If only everyone in the world 

Could enter my mind for a day 

They would see - 

That I am so greatly 

Decaying and rotting inside 

A constant struggle, 

Never do the voices silence 

External factors are so insignificant 

When you are being eaten inside and out 

By your own yourself 

I blissfully wish 

All this would go away 

So I would be at peace 

And be happy some day 

- 

I will be full of sorrow 

As long as I am inflicted 

It keeps getting worse 

Oh, what tremendous darkness 

Those terrible, terrible thoughts 

Thinking is often my worst enemy 

If perhaps, I could revel in thoughtless 

I would be greatly pleased 

Your stomach would be sick 

You would become so repulsed 

If you took a journey 

Inside my mind 

Way too many unbelievable thoughts 

Too much unnatural thinking 

My brain makes me sick 

I cry for help 

No one understands 

I am so sad 

Depressing dark is the only end 

My mental functions 

Cannot be 

Controlled Accepted 

or Approved 

My own mind hurts me more 

Than any person ever could 

My mental wellness is slowly declining 

Gradually progressing to a state of 

Extreme psychological illness 

I am getting so much worse 

Will I ever get better? 

It is so discouraging 

It is so disturbing 

It is so distressing 

Thinking about myself 

I cannot communicate 

Only to myself, do I meditate 

I hope my problems will go away 

I hope they just fade 

Something is Slowly 

Gradually 

Gnawing at 

and eating away 

My insides 

Take at look at the damage 

Scrutinize my disease 

Interpret my actions 

Make an open assessment 

Then you will see that 

Something is wrong 

Industrial

Industrial, Industrial 

Why the hell do you mix so damn much? 

I can't decipher the lyrics, 

So they must be insignificant and meaningless 

You call yourself industrial, 

So go to 

A coal mine 
A factory 

Or a steel mill. 

Just keep this shit off the airwaves! 

Industrial, 

I cannot dance to you 

I cannot sleep to you 

I cannot work to you 

I cannot headbang to you 

I cannot mosh to you 

All I can do is listen in misery 

I do not like this style 

Even a tiny bit 

It is so boring 

It sucks 

If industrial was an outstanding type of music, 

it would employ 

guitars, not sound boards 

Keyboards, not synthesizers 

Drums, not mixers 

Vocals, not samples 

I hate industrial music 

It does not move me 

You cannot replicate it in the concert hall ~-- 

This is music created by technicians

Not musicians 

I don't want to be saturated 

With Industrial Music 

I yearn to hear Punk on the radio 

Not this rotten noise 

If I wanted to hear synthetics 

I'd turn my computer on 

If I wanted a migraine 

I'd jump up and down 

If I wanted an earache 

lid listen to a jet take off 

If I wanted garbage 

I'd open a trash can 

Even though, Industrial 

Is not nearly as bad as rap 

It still, nonetheless, is crap 

Original^ 

I yearn to be eclectic 

Highly eccentric 

And very aesthetic 

I try much too hard 

The more unique 

I try to be, 

The more I usher in conformity

 Every unorthodox action 

Undertook by myself 

Really just brings me one step closer to the status quo 

I want to be a one and only 

But inside I am unoriginal and ordinary 

I am hiding and deceiving 

I stick out like a sore thumb

 Do I stick out 

Because I really am so unusual? 

Or do I stick out just for its own sake? 

Does deviating just to deviant 

Make me better than them? 

Would it be more worthwhile 

To conform and be at peace 

Than running myself ragged 

Trying to be unique? 

How am I individualistic? 

How am I original? 

Am I really different 

Or do I merely 

Create artificial, unreal divisions? 

I have tried to soul search 

And deep within my heart 

I discover 

I may very well Be: 

Superficial 

Average 

Ordinary 

Mundane 

Immoral 

Shallow 

And unimportant 

Like a mirror image of the masses 

If I was so original 

I wouldn't have to show it 

Because I would know it 

Inside the mind is where true individuality lies 

And any attempts to be synthetic about it 

Are just deceiving, pathological lies 

Originality isn't created, 

It is inherited 

It is an inborn trait, 

It should develop naturally 

The comment I'm making is just a murmur 

If I didn't toil so, a bang would be heard 

But having no identity is what I most fear 

So I produce one 

I look in the mirror 

And I don't see individuality 

I see conformity 

I see them 

I have not made my mark 

Because my identity is not real 

The effort is too great 

All are seeing the phoniness unfold. 

I am brutally told 

All this is rotten, evil, and vile I shutter 

When this reality sinks in. 

Any thorough analysis 

Will produce all my discrepancies 

And conclude that my distinctive characteristics 

Are merely insecurities 

My independence needs more thought 

Genuine human characteristics cannot be bought 

Individuality is not learned 

It cannot be taught 

You cannot search for it

It is not sought 

If you even WANT to look for it 

That means you don't have it 

It cannot be explained, it can only be felt 

It is a mental, emotional thing 

Not at all, physical or tangible 

And I certainly must learn.

Perspective 

My joy and pride 

My endless toil 

Does it make others laugh and cry? 

Its purpose seems unfulfilled 

To its creator 

The harshest critic 

Is the one who gives life 

Those who create 

Shall not judge their artificial children 

A divine entity generates life 

But he allows it to blossom without his helping hand 

He invents, then lets it be 

I am on the inside 

Attempting to masquerade the fact 

That I cannot look in 

I have neither the eagerness 

Nor ability to provide criticism 

I cannot make comment 

I am from the wrong perspective 

An eternal internal conflict 

Which cannot be resolved appropriately 

I comprehend the futility 

Of what I am trying to do 

But I do not grasp the concept 

The bias is evident 

Even though 

The motive is unclear 

An unnecessary psychological ploy 

Like a broken toy 

Or a bewildered, frightened boy 

The endless dilemma 

All the uncertainties 

The strive for perfection 

All the phobias and self doubts 

Leads to the construction of some logical assessment 

That true, fair, equitable judgments 

May only be provided by those 

From a different perspective 

It all needs to be viewed 

Through different eyes

One cannot see oneself 

Unless one utilizes mirrors 

But there aren't any 

Mirrors available for these endeavors

This is Heavy Metal+# 

This is Heavy Metal 

This is Heavy Metal 

This is Heavy Metal 

Please listen 

Kill your mother 

Kill your father 

Don't do homework 

Worship Satan 

Defy authority 

Defrock Judeo-Christian values 

Eat lots of junk food 

Commit suicide 

Have poor hygiene 

Neglect your health 

Hate everybody 

Be a sadist 

Behave immorally 

Engage in delinquency 

Skip school 

Vandalize things 

Imitate murders 

Become insensitive 

Waste Time 

Slouch 

Disrespect your elders 

Inflict pain 

Use drugs frequently

Annoy everyone 

Lose your hearing 

Trespass 

Desecrate sacred objects 

Loiter often 

Have unsafe sex 

Get deported 

Lose self respect 

Piss everyone off 

Initiate pointless destructive pranks 

Use profanity 

Make your grandmother cry 

Be a disgrace 

Masturbate 

Be a Chauvinist pig- 

Close your mind 

Say "Dude" all the time 

Scream at the top of your lungs 

Refuse to get haircuts 

Lead a sedentary lifestyle 

Drop out 

Be obsessive 

Lie 

Infatuate yourself with evil 

Headbang 

Become a Carnivoran [someone who eats ONLY meat]

Think about sex 24 hours a day 

Laugh at other's misfortunes 

Wear polyester 

Never read 

Make irritating sounds 

Let stubbornness prevail 

Pervert yourself 

Cave into peer pressure 

Rebel idiotically 

Be cruel to animals 

Refuse to save money 

Favor the short term 

Don't consider consequences 

Wander aimlessly 

Mouth off 

Ignore wisdom 

Hawk lugeys 

Suppress intellect

Torture little kids 

Smoke cigarettes 

Drink beer 

Be a moron 

Use your friends 

Get your ear pierced 

Mosh 

Be as juvenile as possible 

Hate punks 

This is heavy metal 

Sing and headbang along 

This is heavy metal 

Please listen 

Follow Those Feet- 

A pleasant ditty 

Meaningless lyrics 

Void of content 

Equals a hit 

No artists 

Just singers and musicians 

Perform your way to stardom 

You don't need to 

Think a hell of a lot 

Happy, happy music 

Become hypnotized to the corporate beat 

Follow those feet 

Look good 

And smile 

Selling out 

Selling out 

Modern music in the modern world 

Please everybody 

Or die trying 

MTV, your master 

You are enslaved 

The masses, your shepherd 

You blindly follow 

Corporations, your messiah 

Your ticket to the promised land 

Money, your god 

Worship green 

A 1 D Personality 

Void of character and integrity 

The corporate bigwigs do your thinking 

And own your mind. 

You are the Pawn 

Plastic 

Cardboard 

You are a rock star

You made it big 

You have fortune 
You have fame 

You think you're lucky 
You have no shame 

Dissolving your conscience 

Annihilating  your reasoning 

Suppressing your intellect 

Immoralizing your heart 

Follow those feet 

Follow those feet 

Follow those feet 

You are blessed 

You have a wonderful career 

You sold your soul 

Those corporate fools- 

Shun those corporate fools 

Live life a different way 

Keep your sanity 

Don't work, play 

Shun those corporate fools 

Shun wealth and materialism 

Help build the world, instead of destroying it 

You don't need them 

Shun those corporate fools 

Shun them wherever they may be 

Shun them in the day 

Shun them in the night 

Be true to yourself 

End our oppressive plight 

Turn on the light 

Shun the darkness 

Become an individual 

Don't live for profits 

Shun their lack of morals 

common sense 

and compassion 

Shun those corporate fools 

Don't contribute 

Shun the marketplace 

Hurt them like they have hurt you 

Fend without them

Be a happy person

Shun those corporate fools 

Shun them 

This will not stand 

We deserve better 

Shun those corporate fools 

Cause a scene 

Make a spectacle 

Leave your mark 

Make your comment on corporate society 

And shun those corporate fools

My Dear Friend 

My dear friend 

My dear friend 

The friend 

I've always so desperately yearned to have 

My dear friend 

My dear friend 

Someone whom I truly love 

I am elated 

I am laden with mirth 

My dear friend 

Is someone whom I elevate 

In every way 

On every day 

Never before 

Have I been so gloriously happy 

So secure 

So at home 

So at peace 

I need no longer cry to my self 

Because I am welcomed with open arms 

I always feel so loved 

My dear friend is 

Someone who can be trusted 

Someone who can be counted on 

Someone who is always loyal and true 

Whatever did I do 

To deserve such a blessing? 

And what would I ever do 

Without my dear friend? 

I marvel in the presence

I glow in the honor 

I bask in the glory 

Of my special friend 

I so greatly treasure 

The minutes I invest with my wonderful friend 

My friend is overwhelmingly saturated with 

Intellect Intuition 

and remarkable brilliance 

My friend is someone 

Whose insight pierces through me 

Like a candle shines to a lost weary traveler 

In a deep dark cave 

My dear friend is 

Someone who sees me ever so clearly 

Someone who reads me better than my own shadow 

Someone who can penetrate my innermost soul 

And so amazingly return with the deepest, utmost truths 

Praise generated from everyone else 

Merely resembles torn, useless scraps of paper 

But words of praise generated from my dear friend 

Are like glowing, sparkling gems 

Forever flickering in brilliance 

I hold no one in higher esteem 

I so deeply appreciate my precious companion 

I praise my dear friend all the time I complement endlessly 

I can't and never will stop 

Because there is no need to 

There are few things

On this earth 

Which I value more 

Than our friendship 

Oh my, what a glorious gift 

I could not have hoped 

For anything more miraculous 

My dear friend is 

Someone who will always be there 

Someone who is # 1 in my heart and soul 

Someone who is damn near perfect as a companion 

I am so lucky 

I am so damn lucky 

I am so very blessed 

I have a friend

Whom I so extensively love 

And as long as I have this friend 

I do not need anyone else 

My Poetry Sucks 

My poetry sucks 

My poetry sucks 

My poetry really sucks 

My poetry fucking sucks 

Wide circulation magazines won't print my poems 

Big corporate Conglomerates won't publish my chapbooks 

Commercial radio will not permit me to recite 

Television programs prohibit me from doing poetry readings 

On second thought, 

My poetry must be good. 

Too good for the corporate media 

- Jello Biafra influenced some of the ideas here.
^ My friend Angela Hendricks influenced some ideas here.
# Mad Magazine influenced some of the ideas here.

