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Sorrow

Dark Depression 

The Crutch which inhibits me 

From running my life 

Sadness 

Insanity 

The beat of a maniac drummer to my happy ears 

The apprehension about the visit of a burdensome guest to a quiet, tranquil home. 

All the unnecessary trouble . 

Which ceases the combustion of my filament of mirth 

The constant perpetual aggravation derived 

From a pestering sibling 

The plague which decimates 

A state of perfect wellness 

A bitter teaspoon of some repulsive staple 

A mundane lecture delivered to an inattentive 
Uninterested classroom 

Unjustifiable cynicism 

Generated only to disrupt a loving peaceful world 

Compliments devoid of genuine heartfelt emotion 

Supplied superficially to obtain a tangible reward 

Lucifer's vile intervention 

Upsetting an otherwise sinless world 

A shocking tremble vibrating 

A motionless dormant object 

The ruthless bloody penetration of a sharp bullet into the skull of a pacifist 

A blasphemous artistic presentation 

Viewed through the eyes of a God Loving, born again Christian 

A battered and defeated homeless man 

Once again denied shelter and nutrition( 

A lonely child shunned by his peers 

The reputation of a respectful, honorable person 

Tarnished by a manipulative tabloid 

The deepest, most sincere heartfelt loving crush 

On the girl of your dreams, unreturned and unfulfilled

A societal black sheep 

Continuously ostracized and persecuted 

The rape of a virgin 

The untimely death of a humanitarian 

The penetration of salt into the raw, exposed wounds

Of an abused servant
The rejection of a manuscript toiled on forever 

Me. 

The Cessation of Existence

There will come a time for 

This existence to cease 

When I shed my last redeeming tear 

When I generate my last healthy thought 

When I cease benefiting the planet 

And commence hindering its growth 

When I employ my heart 

That one last time 

When I no longer feel emotions 

When my days are burdened 

With sorrow and void of joy 

When I would rather purge 

Than nourish myself 

When I would prefer 

To mourn than celebrate 

When my cheeks become so 

Stiff, tired, and overworked 

From frowning 

That I ache and revel in agony 

When my brain is endlessly employed 

And my soul is permanently retired 

When life is no longer worth living 

This existence must cease 

When Death is so much more appealing than life 

When fear and apprehension

Undermine my ambition and integrity 

When I only see darkness 
At the end of the tunnel

When goals become meaningless drudgery 

When living is 

An overwhelming weight upon on my shoulders 

When pondering the future 

Becomes tremendously strenuous 

When sulking becomes 
My modus operandi
When I intimidate myself 

When mental sickness 

 Plagues my day and night 
When life becomes a tragedy 

This existence must cease 

When I ultimately determine 

Happiness and fulfillment is unachievable 

When suicide becomes the solution 
To all my problems

When there is no turning back 

Is when this existence must cease 

Anti-Corporate Man)
He's the anti corporate man 

His life has quite a noble purpose 

He's a role model for you and me 

Are we hearing his plea? 

He is so dedicated 

To resisting that corporate vulgarity 

We should applaud him 

He isn't glued to the tube 

He shops at grocery coops 

He never goes to shows 

His anger and dissatisfaction 
Continuously grows 

He's living 

He voices his displeasure 

Towards our crass materialism 

But we do not heed 

His main motif is dissembling 

This oppressive hierarchy 

He sacrifices 

He denies himself luxuries 

He's no average Joe 

Always resisting the evil temptation 

He's so ultimately fulfilled 

He pierces through the smoke screen

Uncovering what you and I cannot see 

He would rather be a happy derelict 

Than a wealthy nervous wreck 

His time is not wasted 

It is invested 

His retaliation and reaction 

To corporate oppression 

Is the perpetual middle finger 

He incites rebellion 

He excites and inspires lovers of freedom 

He is the precedent 

Which we all should follow 

He gave the up corporate world 

Long ago 

Take a look at him 

Where does he acquire 

All the energy and determination 

Which makes him go? 

He lives a life 

Lacking greed, corruption, and evil

 Look at the glow of his eyes 

Look at how doing what's right 

Makes him feel good inside 

Don't doubt his effectiveness 

He may be limited in support 

And sheer number 

But his devotion is without limit 

He is an army of one 

He is not apprehensive 

To express his discontent 

He is perfectly satisfied 

Shunning their wicked ways 

He does not require their services 

To him, nothing is missing 

He derives no pleasure 

From their existence 

He demonstrates his individuality 

 Refusing to abide by their code of ethics 

He reinforces his theories 

With sound practice 

He sneers at scoffs at the easy life 

He is constantly vying for something more 

He shuns superficiality 

His philosophy of life is well defined 

It tends to invoke purity in the heart 

Profits don't arouse him 

He derives excitement from doing good 

When our evil world topples 

He will be exalted as a hero 

We can only try 

To embody his likeness 

He is so much more mighty 

Than our corporate kin 

Those corporate morons 

Attempt to invoke our pity 

Upon him with their vivid demagoguery
Like commentators detail 

But the only correct view 

Directed towards him is a one of admiration 

We all should marvel at his nobility 

He's a martyr for a better life 

He has toiled 

Allow him to reap his rewards 

He shows us the way 

He's a saint 

He is not imprisoned
He is not a victim 

He's a master 

He's happy 

Are we? 

Confusion With the World

Does anyone feel what I feel? 

Can I relate to anyone? 

Am I one? 

Do I share the common purpose? 

Are my cries of agony incoherent 

To the ears of the masses? 

Is my mind a universe 

With a population of one? 

Am I a citizen of my own nation 

Which seceded from society? 

A soul which cannot be comforted 

Because it is not understood. 

Does my voice even 

Escape the boundaries of my cranium 

And penetrate to the comprehension 
Of my fellow men? 

Are my thoughts nothing more 
Than Nerve impulses 

Unable to embody a 3D rendition 

Which would be intelligible 

To any and all concerned? 

Are they apathetic 

Or are my cries just murky? 

Do they imprison themselves in a narrow mindset? 

How am I suppose to reach out to others? 

Are the echoes relayed? 

Is the message destroyed during its delivery? 

Do I need a translator? 

Do I need a middle person between 
Myself and the world? 

Is the outside world 

Only delusions spontaneously improvised 

In the midst of my mind? 

Am I in the middle of a dream 

Which I never seem to wake? 

Are my perceptions paranoiac 

Or just far fetched? 

Is the rhetorical dialect 

Generated in my skull, 

A foreign language 
To humanity, at large? 

Am I terminally inflicted . 

With so very narrow tunnel vision? 

Do I reside upon the frayed fringe 

And peer inside? 

Am I the only one 

Who seeks answers to my questions? 

Do they prematurely consider me 

A listing on the obituary page? 

Does increasing my level of eloquence heighten 

My ability to communicate 

Or does it muddle my expression? 

Does pondering rhetorical questions 

Which have no feasible, apparent answer 

Bog me down - 

Or is it beneficial to my growth 
As an intellectual being? 

A Rabbit

A rabbit is there 

He is sighted by me 

The rabbit is here 

Pragmatism#
The powers that be 

Constantly employ a pragmatic approach 

Attempting to remedy the ills 

Of our problematic nation. 

Our leaders seem to be discontent 

With unfettered idealism 

Or starling realism 

They fail to see the nose 

In front of their face. 

Do they ever consult you or I? 

Where do they obtain 

Their so called expert advice? 

It takes no genius 

Or learned scholar 

To observe 

That their policies 

Are ineffective, at best 

And miserable oppressive failures, at worst 

If they were not so conceited 

Blinded by their elitism 

Maybe some progress could be made 

I do not appreciate 

Such invasions and infringements 

Upon my personal liberty and happiness 

Perhaps, the slogan 

"If it ain't broke, don't fix it" 

Could so appropriately be applied to 

Their idiotic Attempts 

At creating a better world 

I am just a common fool 

Or extremely insignificant 

In their view But this fool 

With tell all who will heed 

That our ever increasing 

Mutating authoritarianism 

Is hindering our advancement as civil people 

And to evolve ourselves 
Out of the stone age 

We all need to assume individual initiative 

And defrock needless coercion and control 
The solution begins with us all 

We must reassert ourselves 

and reacquire our integrity 

Which was robbed from us 

We must declare our selves 

Independent and sovereign entities 

We are the purveyors of an utopian existence 

We must exert our inner selves 

Rejecting barbaric creeds 

Flaunting our human decency 

And serve as the bricklayers 

for the kingdom to come 

Where anything is possible 

And nothing is inhibited 

Where imagination becomes reality 

And restraint is unheard of 

Where each becomes a master 

A molder of his own destiny 

Where there are no limits 

Save self imposed ones . 

Where laws lie dormant in a foreign corner of our hearts 

And we love and respect so dearly 

That ordinances of any kind 
Need not be enforced 

Where time stands still 

And authority dissolves itself 

To a fairy tale 

Reminiscent only in horrific dreams. 

Where sadness is completely overwhelmed by mirth 

Where those being born 

Aren't forced fed legal mumbo jumbo commencing at their birth 

And ceasing upon their death 

Where Anarchy is the only government we need 

Where brutality engaged and invoked by authority

 Is a silent murmur of the past 

Where our hopes aren't crushed by oppressors 

Where authority is absent 

Where authority is dormant 

Where authority is gone 

Those powers that be 

Cannot see that 

Government only generates a life 

Full of suffering and strife 

Authoritarianism is the antithesis 

Which rejects the postulate 

That people are good 

Forever, it crushes us 

And keeps us perpetually 

Pondering what the world would resemble 

Without its existence 

And yearning for what's inside our imaginations 

Give anarchism a try, Powers that be 

Or else Utopia 

Is a thing 

We will not achieve 

Barriers to Happiness

The deranged hoodlum 

Rapping relentlessly upon an wooden door 

The terminal pulsating throb 

Of a bloody wound, exposed 

Both hemispheres, Independent 

Not coinciding, nor coexisting 

But pitted in everlasting opposition 

Much like a civil war 

Between homogenous peoples 

No one is a victor 

Each becomes so much more 

Greatly defeated 

Over the course of time 

The objective is fruitless 

The triumph, counterproductive 

The outcome, inevitably gruesome and mournful 

All impervious to rationale and decency 

The fatal blow contacting the bruised and battered 

Cranium of a weary prize fighter 

The blinding rays of an overbearing sun 

Penetrating the colorless flesh of an albino 

An exaggerated extortion 

Resonating in the ears of the gullible 

The hypocritical judgment 

Of an almighty deity 

The tortuous removal of 

Splinters from the motionless, 

Wrinkled limbs of an aging arthritic 

The administration of sickening, repulsive ailments into the enemas of the ill 

The deadening back breaking toil 

of a dedicated, but oppressed laborer 

The agony and distraught of a well intentioned 

But naive young fellow coldly, brutally, ruthlessly, 

Rejected by the most awesomely, eloquently, graciously 

Beautiful woman on the face of the earth 

The echoes of timber 

During the fall of an aged oak 

Which required a lifetime 

To blossom and flourish 

But only a split second 

To fall down. 

Its significance in the universe 

A false hope 

A crushed dream 

An unkept promise 

A revealed secret 

The descending into a bottomless Pit 

without even the slightest capability to undo.

The realization that there's no turning back. 

The culminating moments of 

A perfect, flawless relationship 

The crude crass insults originated by a scoundrel 

Directed towards the mien of a prude. 

A berated father's reaction 

To the tardiness of his disobedient daughter 

The black eye which becomes 

 The undesirable, intolerable blemish of the proud. 

The damnation of the ethically benevolent 

The ungrateful strike to the hand 

Which provides nourishment 

The deadening cacophony between 

Two quarrelsome, stubborn lovers 

The capability to express emotion 

Stolen by a skilled, cunning thief 

In the wee hours of the morning 

A flamboyant personality 

Reduced and Watered down 

To a generic persona 

Neglected slumber 

Effecting an already over stressed, fatigued workaholic 

The uncertainty over the whereabouts 

Of a prized possession 

Sorrowful cries 

In the eyes 

Of the Apathetic 

The insistence to remain impervious to conscience 

And to nonetheless engage in an activity 

Despite ethical dilemmas 

And moral ramifications 

Muffled moans 

And murky groans 

Suppressed from the lungs

 Of the Injured and Abused Screaming for assistance 

A fatherless union of relatives and ancestors 

Dominated by female influences 

In a patriarchy 

The pathological lies 

Inherent in the thought processes 

Of an anorexic 

Crassness perceived from the vantage point of the proper 

Eloquence demeaned by profanity 

The premature critique of an unfinished product 

A train of thought veered off track 

A blunder, a folly, a mishap 

Comedy, humor, hilarity imposed 

In the presence of 

The strict, stern, serious 

The envy of creative inventions 

Expressed by moronic destructive ingrates 

The inability to discover 

The most fitting proper adjective to 

Describe an all too eloquent emotion 

An ingenious tidbit of prose 
Perpetually forgotten 

Unremittingly obvious shallow superficial observations 

Substituting dreadfully deep uncommon, remarkable Inner insight 

The ridicule of blessed souls 

The scoff towards moral giants 

A crumbling bridge 

Self torment 

Rugged individualism annihilated 

The heartless disapproval 

Vented towards the dogged efforts 

Of an unrecognized and unacknowledged artist 

The violent mood swings 

The monotone recitation of accomplished rhetoric 

The constant irritating ring of an obsolete telephone 

The mindless slapstick reoccurring on a television set 

Interpreted by the intellectual 

The problem without a solution 

The unforgivable sin 

The life long banishment Condemnation directed to T

hose who are ever so 

Worthy and deserving 
Of praise 

The depression 

With no concoctions to ail

No medicine to cure 

No drug to alleviate the suffering 

The pain that is permanent 

Satire unappreciated by the humorless 

Emotional maturity, undeveloped by childish imbeciles 

The compelling alienating forces existent in society 

The extra terrestrial experiencing 

Culture shock on a foreign planet. 

Every conception 

Detonating the wall in our hearts 

The wall of happiness 

I Would

I would paint you a picture 

Despite my artistic limitations I would sing you a song 

Even though my voice is hoarse and raspy 

I would compose you a poem 

Even though I am not too good 

At expressing myself so intimately 

I would cook you a meal 

Even though everything I prepare 

Tends to burn 

I would assemble you a bridge 

Even though my hands constantly tremble . 

I would participate in activities 

Which require the coordination I utterly lack 

I would risk my pride 

Jeopardize my reputation 

And allow my self esteem 

To wither away 

In the wind 

I would saturate you with 

Truth, praise, and complements 

Which you so desperately deserve 

But were never given 

I would ascend to the peak 

Of the highest mountain 

And scream your name 

I would decimate myself 

To obtain your approval 

I would disgrace myself 

In order to absorb 

Any portion of your gracefulness 

I would go to the greatest lengths 

Just to experience your praise 

I would stretch myself beyond 

My imposing limitations 

To revel in your joy

I would suffer horrific pain 

I would endure horrendous agony 

I would lower myself to elevate you 

I would do anything short 

Of Compromising my principles 

Or selling my soul 

I would do whatever  

May be required 

To earn your love 

And I so often have

Love Unfulfilled

Those Eyes Dart elegantly 

But never my way 

Indescribable sweet innocence 

A divine creation 

That never answered my prayers 

The persistence which does not payoff 

The Attraction which is not mutual 

The romantic ploys 

Initiated out of heartfelt love 

But perceived as aggravation 

All the tireless determination applied I do not reap what I sow 

Love which can 
Never Ever 

Be duplicated 

Every replacement seems unsatisfactory 

The most, true, honest sensation 

A person can experience 

An unrequiting belief and knowledge 

About the sanctity of my feelings 

The strongest desire 

Something which once seemed Attainable 

But now I realize 

My yearnings for fulfillment are delusional

Oh, what grand follies 

Oh, what vile errors 

Oh what, foolish actions I have engaged in 

The missing piece of my puzzle 

The wall I could never tear down 

My eternal barrier to happiness 

Love, Unfulfilled 

Total complete mirth is banished 

Pain and anger only remain 

Contemplating, pondering 

Allowing the truth 

To penetrate my inner conscience I always figured 

My attraction and infatuation . 

Would become a stepping stone 

To self discovery and self actualization 

It always so appeared 

That this joy was within my reach 

The hopeless pursuit 

Has defrocked my manhood 

The love which brings me to my knees 

The chorus I sung 

I employed expression 

Of romantic intuition I felt, I was denied 

I am destroyed 

I am annihilated 

It seemed so perfect 

It seemed so natural 

I believed it was to be my destiny 

Imagine the torment 

Of your dream falling apart 

Imagine the agony 

Of your hopes shattering to pieces. 

The infatuation has blinded me 

The reason my heart beat 

The desperate perpetration and intensive yearning 

I feel so utterly powerless 

The means to my glory 
Is out of my hands 

And far from my reach 

All I may do is hope 

She will feel the same 

And love me as I love her. 

That proverbial masochistic urge to strike 

An inanimate object 

Which ever so readily occurs 

The warmness which was a treasure 

Buried inside my heart 

The prize, if won . 

Would transform a weak, bitter, defeated boy 

Into a strong, joyful, victorious man 

How could there ever be another 

Every other is a poor imitation 

All so unworthy of comparison. 

The jealously, anger, and resentment 

Continuously builds inside 

I am unable to voice my genuine feelings 

That is the ultimate sacrifice. 

The inability to restrain. 

At times, 

My greatest flaw. 

She flashes 

That gorgeous, killer smile 

I have produced 

Nothing but grimaces 

Upon that perfect complexion 

Hopefully, some day I will 

Generate pleasant redeeming things 

Try to love a girl 

Who does not love you back 

When I see that smile 

I feel nothing but pain 

The broken heart 

The disintegrating soul

The love which never 

Fades or reduces itself 

I absorb the flaunt 

Of an angelic figure 

Magnificently adorned 

With precious, infinitely flattering garments 

I am hypnotized 

I hear the most pleasant sound 

Which could ever vibrate through my tympanum 

If only that voice would call my name 

I desire for my heart to be mended 

And my soul to be cleansed I know a girl 

Who could do just that 

My unstable mind 

The motive is incomprehensible 

But the sincerity is true 

The well defined and blatantly obvious attraction 

The unappreciated praise 

The violent summary 

Of the final outcome 

Emotion inhibits my optical organs c, 

From clearly perceiving reality 

I am a victim of my own heart 

Do not ask me to justify 

Or rationalize 

My heart 

This is love 

Something so independent of all 

 Human inventions and 

Synthetic creations 

Of derived logic 

( Like Phil Collins’s Another Day in Paradise

)The structure and style of NOFX’s Happy Guy influenced this poem

# A number of Libertarians who have espoused Libertarian philosophy influenced the arguments in this poem.
