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The Mess 

The Cranium is too small 

To house the contents of an intellectual 

The concurrent flowings accumulate 

And soon will burst open 

Too many chores are handled 

Simultaneously 

Generation battles storage 

Spontaneity battles order 

And drilled concentration battles drifting 

The sad fact is: 

All the flying jewels 

Can not be preserved 

In the original, infallible rendition 

It is so easy to get lost 

And the findings are quite endless 

One can be enticed forever 

Genius spurts out like a fired rocket 

All of the debris can not be recovered 

Tears almost flow 

Pondering the end 

An eon of existence will one day cease 

Lengthy to some 

Minute to others 

Adrenaline surges 

As time runs out 

There's so much out there 

And in here 

All of it can not be fully appreciated 

Anything left unachieved 

Becomes a haunting regret 

The plane of awareness 

Is much more than narrow forging 

The future is seen with stunning clarity 

All the sewage and scattered nuggets can not be sifted through 

Underhanded consciousness exerts its infliction 

A counterproductive conflict reoccurs 

The form varies 

But the grief is the same 

All supplying unnecessary anxiety and pain 

Leading to undue misery 
And at times, 

An almost regrettable existence 

Agonizing anguish 

Seems to be an inevitable circumstance 

There is too massive of a revolution against 
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Benevolence, joy, brilliance, and peace 

The threat of overthrow is ever-present 

Why must the ultimate work 

Of conceptive genius be so difficult to maintain? 

The attribution to the source 

Is violently despised and feared 

It is the struggle which does not have to be 

The preferred equilibrium is disrupted 

Bitterness reigns 

And a small hope remains 

The downtrodden luggage 

Drags this all down 

Faith and fulfilling love are mostly indistinguishable 

Tangible output is essential to healthy continuance 

The potential hallowing out is frightening 

The sap of the tree leeks perpetually 

The cardiac muscle is gradually detaching

 Overprocessing is disastrous 

An evil vacuum sucks out good will virtues 

The twirling abyss of danger threatens to maim 

Bliss and torture struggle 

Deep digging discovers 

Monstrosities and masterpieces. 

The uncanny parallel hath stricken 

A cacophony of sadistic vocal chords promotes gaslighting 

Psychosis is not a far fetched outcome 

Marvels are spliced 

The tailor made assassin 

Is a swift villain. 

That Which Should Not Be Fought, 

Is 

That which should not be obstructed, 

is Outpouring follows repressed withholding 

Tiny pebbles of oppression are slung 

A bratty child roams 

Unmonitored on a demolition spree 

The weakness is hardening 

Concoction is always brewing 

To cure the inherent craving. 

A dry nomad refuses to settle 

The impulsive impulses surge without mercy 

Innocence is exploited 

Sane asylum is deported 

A rabid canine hounds the sacred cavity 

A twisted gardener plucks flourishing plants 

A choir of demons 

Bellow wretched implications and destructive retaliation

Unsightly restraint inhibits 

Fluid and non fluid redemption. 

Skillful production should flow naturally 

And is no way attributable to forced handling 

Crucial agenda is oddly opposed 

Emotional liberty is the key to salvation 

A nagging mother nags for nagging sake 

A brutal intention allows mirth to perish 

The Ferris wheel revolves progressively Into contaminating confusion 

Subservient gyrations tremble 

What a swirling mass of urgent, exciting chaos! 

Recall is relief 

The gabbles is not good 

The unconditional friend deteriorates 

The evil half demands surrender 

From the better half 

Passions can not be damaged or else ruins will surmount 

Nothing is equivalent in ruining potential 

The enemy knows its opponents vulnerabilities 

And ruthlessly attacks 

None of the shortcomings can be concealed 

Because the adversary 

Has delved deep inside the ally camp 

He only seeks to destroy 

With his confusing tricks 

The worst type of thief 

Robs all the sacred artifacts away 

The void is evident and irremovable 

The sorrow lingers without mercy Laughter is nothing 

But a temporary fading diversion 

Chuckles of bliss are not long lasting 

Humor's attribution to fulfillment is a joke 

Evil can manipulate sincerity into rubbish 

The worst offenders of the sins of obliteration 

Lurk here 

A cunning snake scribbles marks of misery 

Upon a dark petrifying chalkboard 

Plaques of injustice have no logical validation 

Grief is the natural outcome 

Of all the shit tossed left and right 

Redeeming activities are glorious 

The insides are discreetly beaten without end 

Flashbacks are therapeutic 

Which detail the intrinsic sequencing of the whole experience 
Preservation is a wearisome chore 

Retrieval of archives are wondrous 

Tearjerkers are long overdue 

The soul yearns, but the physical limitations do not respond 

Merry Homosapien accompaniment 

Is eagerly longed for and skillfully scouted 

Any tricks of deception are not magical 

Precious butter is fumbled through a klutz’s fingertips 

A worthwhile tome can never be completely filled 

Ohh, the countless examples of scavenger hunts! 

Tragedy is not necessary, cessation of the entire entity 

But the cessation of ideas! 

The unavailability of immediate outlets flusters 

Like nail marks in the skin 

Modus Operandis shift unexpectedly. 

Inscribing and recording devices 

Ought to be the fifth and sixth limbs. 

The britches are outgrown 

Sensory reality is difficult to decipher 

The fragile antique rests upon 

The frayed edge of a rickety table 

A hen pecks where there is no food 

Sifting, sifting around the mess 

It's all bursting at the seems 

The imbalance grumbles 

Unstable, unstable 

Oh, the vast restless mechanism 

Ouch 

A Simple Poem

No metaphors 

No similes 

No alliteration 

No fancy hyped up jargon 

No lengthy literary allusions 

No complex rhyme patterns 

No abstract stylistic toyings 

Just a common poem 

For common folks 

And this time 

No elites are invited to the celebration 

High Brow Supremacy is rejected and refused

 Rhetoric babblejab is undesirable 

Big words decimate meaning 

A mere layman writes no prose 

He writes ballads of the heart 

He has no head 

But a soul with a yearning to be heard

So, do not damn him 

For his poor mastery of language 

There will not be any spiffy nonsense 

Or any hocus pocus legalistic rubbish 

No fluff 

Or padded words 

Nothing gets in the way of the morale 

Frequently thoughts for the ordinary do not have valid clout 

He or she who ignores the commoner is a moron 

There is so much to learn 

Basic is often the best 

Too few realize that sometimes 

Simplicity is a virtue 

Today, art is accessible to everyone 

And cheesiness is rampant like mad 

My Dream of Inspiration 

I quickly shut my eyelids one night 

During my exhausting study: 

I am tired and weary 

And would like nothing more 

Than to sleep without worry 

Obligation gets in my way of living 

And I neglect what’s really important 

Society once again sends the wrong message 

Sure I will be successful, 

But I'll be a stressed out nervous wreck 

Like the psychologists and sage describe

I’ve got two choices 

I can either enjoy 

Or I can toil 

I can either eat 

Or I can experience 

What a fucking catch 22 

What a terrible dilemma 

I face I see a vision 

I know what's preferred 

Could I have been wasting precious time all long 

Thank God 

I am on my way to enlightenment 

And every time 

Its considered to be a shortcoming 

Or a downfall 

I engage in foolishness 

I shudder at the mechanical life 

Art is my modus operandi 

And hopefully soon 

Will develop into my numero uno priority 

Nothing is as important as the soul 

Not even the body 

I must stop being defeated by life 

And regain possession of the reigns 

Defeating wretched circumstances 

Life can be jolly 

Life can be full of wholesome mirth 

But if a grave mistake 

Dominates ones life 

Then decay is inevitable 

The professional endeavor don't mean shit 

In the overall scheme of things 

In fact its significance is minuscule 

Compared to Inner growth 

A poet has a healthier spirit- 

Than the richest businessman- 

A poet is a creature of slow caressing- 

The businessman is a monster of efficiency- 

Life is precious 

Productively means nothing 

Unless the insides are satisfied 

Fulfillment must be strived for 

Or else the beholder will only meet with strife 

Creativity is the stepping stone to joy 

So, many more must engage in noble ventures 

Don't blame me 

If your career is nothing more than suffering 

Advancement is the guise for misery 

A romantic philosophy is much needed and much belated 

I am intuitive as I look ahead many a years and see what I see 

Shallow happiness is only a counterproductive pain in the ass 

Harmony will result 

When a majority of our world's population 

Embrace this magical viewpoint of mine 

My dream unfolds 

And my internal state, 

The great generator of inspiration . 

Tells me quite a profound tale 

I am a student of the enticing images 

My insight was granted for a purpose 

My parable of revelation shall be shared 

For all to see: 

An aged gentleman 

With a beard of smoky white clouds 

I

Stirs in tormenting reflection 

 He sulks the time away 

He lost his job 

He lost his fun 

He is nothing at time being 

But a guru in training 

His depression will inspire 

His bitter juices of pity will lead him to comfort 

Mediation provides him with unnatural insight 

The soul is unlocked 

The rat race- 

Was nothing more than a multitude of rodents- 

With chopped off tales- 

What a blessing in disguise! 

Now, this weathered elder is truly wise 

He looks to tomorrow with pleasure and excitement 

There is no pressure to crush him 

A liberated man moves on to the next level 

The incidental denouncement of worldly wealth 

Does amazing things for his constitution 

Previously confused eyes began to sparkle 

Oh, he just trembles at all the disposed years 

His enslavement is so unjustifiable 

His muscles obtain new vigor 

He struts around like a youngster 

His gait is so damn slick my, my, my 

The true power of quiet solitude 

The subliminal lemon squeezer 

Has accomplished the desired deed 

Previously, he was very productive 

But now he has the opportunity to be creative 

Spontaneity will be his guardian 

And the grim reaper will be his only limitation 

The Fucking Dog 

A silly dog lurks in my home 

Leave you rabid mutt 

You torment me to the grieving point 

Let me alone 

Swallow your fucking muzzle 

Choke on an odd shaped bone 

Contaminate your wounds 

Infection and pestilence 

Is my desired destiny for you 

I am afraid 

Of the desolate lonely canine 

You attack relentlessly 

My phobias and insecurities are illogical 

You bloody hound 

Your bitter bite pierces my flesh 

Now I posses a permanent limp 

Your inherent hostility 
Is the reason 

I hobble 

The Impulsive Dilemma drives me mad 

The frustration causes me to cuss 

The fucking husky puppy 

Does not heed my profane threats 

My golden leg throbs in agony 

Your presence is enough aggravation 

In itself 

But your pathetic loony primary carekeeper 

Coldly degrades my integrity 

Fucking insult to fucking injury 

Stalking dogs are quite obsessive 

An OCD if I ever saw one 

I will stop you in your weary tracks 

Ouch, ouch I detest the pain 

Is this your concept of a sick joke, 

You wacky animal'? 

Do you sharpen those jagged fangs 

On a regular basis'? 

If yes, 

I've got a diamond 

To do the deed, right here. 

Pacify your ravenous craving 

Suck on a bashful kitten 

I disapprove of your timing 

Blunder is a good word 

You disgrace your dignified genus 

Why do you slobber 

Like a busted garden hose? 

I will stuff a toothpick in your snout 

Muffle those dreadful annoying barks 

I will telegraph the damn humane society, 

Immediately. 

They will take you to the funny farm 

And put you to sleep permanently 

Your breath reeks of partially chewed tidbits 

You are not wise at all 

You are unable to thrive independently 

Insignificant creatures disgust me 

I would love too see your carcass 

Suspended from an apple tree 

Rats cause less damage 

Even if they are more repulsive 

To the eye. 

Increment biting hurts my leg 

And also my heart 

Your tore flesh, are you proud? 

You are a counterproductive philanthropist 

I will dress you up like an elderly man 

Don't drool on your extravagant wardrobe

curve your violent tendencies 

Think before you unleash your urges 

Your appetite is insatiable and unreasonable 

You are deficient in analytic skills 

You are a martyr for nothing 

You are worthless organic garbage 

And you are a frugal tightwad 

You are a scapegoat 

Or are you a dog? 

What an identity crisis! 

How oh How 

You lousy critter don't deserve luxuries 

You are an asshole with a rotten personality

You are far less evolved than me 

You are in a rut, you little runt 

Viscous bicuspids don't make you mighty 

Coercion is cowardice 

Write a poem 

Or are your paws crippled? 

I would kick your ass in a sword fight 

Your nose is wet and so is your hope 

You have a one track mind 

Woah, down boy, down 

Get your nasty unbrushed teeth out of my face

Have you ever heard of a toothbrush? 

Next time you feel like erupting, 

Sit back and ponder the impending consequences 

Of releasing your pent up rage 

I refuse to pet your ugly ass head 

I am afraid your jaws will snap my fingers off 

You are quite inductive, but never ever deductive 

You are angry, please don't take it out on me 

The world does understand your hurt 

And we would sympathize with you 

If you only express yourself in a more positive constructive manner 

Next time, you are about to resort to violence 

Go to a counselor and chat about it 

You harass me like an ungrateful child 

You woof at the slightest provocation 

You are a touchy overreactive fool 

I would love to smack your fur 

But only cowards strike baby helpless critters 

You are too damn aggressive 

I don't want to fight 

I want to live 

We could talk it out 

But you are so obstinate and irrational 

You are an intruding invader 

You antagonize me like a persistent cough 

You devour raw meat 

Bowser, you are a dumb fuck 

Your Machiavellian ethics 

Clash with my near pacifist morals 

Why do you like blood so much, menace? 

You imp pet, rip like nobody's business 

Fuck you dipshit 
No, nimrod, 

I was not suggesting bestiality 

You perverted fuck face 

You are so inconsiderate and uncompassionate 

My habitat ain't your home 

Don't get comfortable 

I'll swat you with a scraggly broom 

I hope you step on a rusty nail 

Tetanus would be your just dessert 

I'm not your prey 

So fold your tiny hands 

And pray to dyslectic God 

That you will recuperate from your bastard disorder 

Doggie heaven is not for you 

You are destined for doggie purgatory 

You trespassed into my peaceful life 

I will not forgive 

Mutts who trespass against me. 

Every dog has its day 

You are banished from all safe refuges 

Says my favorite zany archbishop 

Your heart is damned for an eternity 

Your soul can't be damned 

Because you are not important enough 

To have a soul. 

What a loser, you have no soul! 

You are matter in motion 

And nothing more! 

Your composite being is not fused together

By any spiritual glue 

Hey, dog of dogs 

I have a proposition for you 

You read this contract declaring a truce, 

Sign below the dotted line 

Then we'll make amends, and shake 

Well, well, what are you waiting for? 

Oh Shit!, 

That's right 

I forgot, you have no manual dexterity 

You can't even hold a fucking pen 

I suppose this curse of wicked torture is inevitable 

I'll try to dream you away 

As I wait for the suffering to subside 

Your confidence is a crock 

If you spontaneously combust, 

I will cheer 

You blitz like bezerk 

I ain't a fucking quarterback 

You damn weird ass 

The ultimate consensus of mine 

Is for you to writhe in misery 

Flies will chew up your doggy dog ass 

And I'll have you in check 

Bow down to me 

Your trivial destiny is in my hands 

When the humane society comes 

Your punishment will be anything but humane 

You are not a human 

You are just a petty dog 

And you will be treated appropriately 

Why the fuck do you want to vote? 

The affairs of government are too complex 

For a moron want to be, to involve himself in 

Pant all you want, you get no pity from me 

Two pint, you are through 

See ya in a worse condition 

God does not guarantee eternal life to dogs 

He gave me domain over you 

Ha ha 

You are inherently subservient to me 

Good bye canine, au revoir 

Humans are your master 

The Sight of Sights

Before me lies awesome beauty 

And razor sharp sweetness 

I see the visual definition 

Of perfect elegance 

Every step is a dance move 

But kind old me cannot react in anyway 

The stimuli which excites me 

Must be ignored I hurt 

And my mental wounds invite pestilence 

Flattery is disgraceful 

Outreach is a repugnant plaque 

The foreign captivating joy jets past me 

Double bitterness and pain 

Is my consequence 

I had to vie for the lesser of two evils 

And the other party is tremendously relieved 

But this party suffers dearly 

Fruitful Acceptance 

Is the stepping stone to salvation 

And I know of few better messiahs 

Repression and restraint 

Are so unhealthy and anguishing 

The censored organ of expression 

Haunts with powerful magnitude 

I stew and revel in misery 

I sulk because 

I have been torn apart 

I ponder whether 

I have myself to blame 

Or whether I should consider 

Irreconcilable circumstances 

I am a lonely individual with much strife 

A violent downfall of mine 

Is this whole wretched ordeal 

I don't need an object 

I need a persona of joy 

To warm me up 

And to heal my fucked up brain 

I am sorry and I am sorry 

Poor poor me 

Savory relish is that marvelous saint held tight by my withering arms 

Insides are busting at the seems 

With every glance 

Closeness is just awful 

Who ever thought 

Angels could be curses 

My ideal of dainty prettiness 

Reigns before me 

The major shortcoming of mine 

Is one terrible, terrible mistake 

Magic is the speech 

Which eternally emanates 

Pale alternatives are offered to me 

But nothing is as desirable in my eyes 

This piece of glorious organic life 

Blossoms every moment 

My ideal model, 

I could stare at near infallibility 

All day long 

What a shameful folly 

I have entrapped myself in 

Every flawless inch puts me into a trance 

As sweet as chocolate 

And as delicious as wedding cake. 

I squirm in the shining rays 

Emitted by the supreme entity of wonder 

Tranquility and harmony is motion 

The attraction is magnetic 

Time is not a dwindler at all 

One day I awoke 

From my dangerous dream 

Only to be suffocated with agony 

Wicked frustration 

Is my reward 

For flagrant loyalty to my constitution 

A delicate darling 

I perceive only benevolence 

I block out all evil 

Whether deist inspired or natural coincidence 

A tremendous package is upon us 

Sacred hereditary unfolds 

I am presented with a poetic dear 

Response is so natural 

But it must be repressed 

The top of my unwritten list, 

The after effects are haunting 

And very few have the potential 

To affect me in such a way 

I feel as if I envision my Siamese detachment 

Only sincere motives do I have 

My concept of magic 

Is my counterpart's concept of black magic 

I gaze upon my favorite masterpiece 

Aggravation is my requirement to quiet the urge 

This is not a fairy tale 

The happy ending is out of reach 

So contrary to my supposed projection 

Successful influential favor shall be my ultimate triumph 

A beam of gratitude 

Which I am deemed responsible 

Is worth a million yen 

Incredible brightness! 

Sick, sick me -- 

Such drastic evidence of an incomplete composite 

Where oh where 

Do I obtain the patent 

to that secret recipe of victorious charm? 

I venture from more hopeful circumstances 

I am a victim of myself and the other party is at least free 

What a turn around it has been 

I internally sulk as 

I deteriorate 

I am an emotional fool 

Maybe someday 

I will be uncovered as buried treasure 

And appointed to my just post 

I tear inside -- 

The dreadful conclusions! 

I'd gladly settle for a pleasant compromise 

I'd gladly settle for mere companionship 

I have the worst of two worlds 

And my counterpart has the best 

Oh well, 

At least one half is happy 

Despite the sadness of the other 

My limited vocabulary is a wicked limitation 

I am damned with inadequate mechanisms of rhetoric production 

A heavenly rendition is my hell 

The mediocrity to all others is my perfection 

I have such candid love 

For the most profound representation of greatness 

I have ever known 

This marvelous entity places me into a state of depraved disgrace 

And fucks with my deepest emotions 

Dazzling garb is such a fitting decoration 

There is nothing ever despicable enough to induce nausea 

I breath differently 

Few other things act as such infatuating diversions to me 

My wandering mind is lost in admiration 

Impossibility is meeting the strength of my passion 

I search around 

But do I see something 

Half as worthy? 

A sniffle is so cute 

I am dumbfounded 

And such a golden figure mystifies my complex mind 

Intuition leads me astray 

I just hope the accompaniment is worthy enough 

Every limb seems so childishly innocent 

It is the top doe on the globe 

In every fucking way 

Anyone who fails to be joyful and fulfilled 

With this creature is a wretched dope 

Reach out oh reach out 

And save me 

A genuine gem, I am forever fond of 

I did once obtain a lethal dosage 

But withdrawal symptoms could be as bad 

The major tragic episode of my trying epic 

My misfortunate trials rape away my strength 

My idealistic expectations are meet with flying colors 

I am driven crazy by the superb gait 

This matter in motion eternally alters my free will 

The outcome turns my stomach 

I flinch at the startlingly appraisal 

An ode of exaltation is my most dreamed of gesture 

I am left dry, thirsty for a refreshing drink 

I retaliate in my own ways 

Some unusual, some unorthodox 

Some drastic, and some harmful 

This whole deal is irrevocable 

And scars with amazing impact 

I whimper and moan 

Like the helpless little boy I am 

If only I could sob 

Maybe a spec of the ache would go away 

Experience is the best preacher 

And my sermon was less than holy 

The scolding arm of malignant fate has stricken me 

An incidence of instinct has gone haywire 

I have heighten my awareness, 

Fully realizing I am (was) ridden with bad vibes 

How can I survive like this? 

A compartment run amok! 

I am a graduate of the school of hard knocks. 

I still revel in torment 

I may be a wise man 

But by no means 

Am I more at peace 

The obligate courage 

I finally acknowledged was strategic perfection 

But it did not leave sanity in tact 

The character builder demoralizes me 

What a strain on harmonious equilibrium this has been! 

Interchange will be redeeming, 

Primarily a lengthy discourse of spoken words 

An ironic twist -- 

A cruel turn, pertaining to who suffers 

Ever since, the quality of my time has decreased 

Why must I be toyed with? 

Every moment of dissatisfaction takes its toll 

Vocalized expression is verse to me 

The appearance, mien and stigma 

Is hard pressed to be duplicated 

Desperate I am 

Motivation to convert 

Never runs dry 

My charisma is somehow revolting 

A big downer 

Especially when I consider it so 

Innocent and so sincere 

Ever fiber votes yay 

so nay is reproachable 

I could tolerate the faults 

I love the faults 

Distance makes the appetite stronger 

The urge cannot be eradicated 

The throb will not cease 

And will not silence the lonely constitution 

Wishful thinking blows up in my face 

But forever, I am fond 

Dog, Cat, and Boy 

A dog, a cat, a boy 

Walked into a residence 

The boy shouts "Fuck inglenooks" 

The cat remains silent 

And the dog barks 

Crazy --the differing species are! 

Everyone is diseased in their own right 

A commentary on evolution is apparent 

Humans are not the only “food for worms” 

Worms are “food for worms” 

Zany and depressing at the same time 

Fudge would be tasty 

But all these creatures are dead 

They can not enjoy it 

There is a fundamental problem 

With nihilism. 

Shit, the alternative ain't better 

Life sucks 

Regardless of the origin 

And neither deity nor homosapien

Can change that 

We are cursed 

With irrevocable circumstances 

A shitty life ought to be improved 

Only the desolate can unite 

To fight evil all around 

Motion cannot be stopped 

The globe is always turning 

Sometimes wisdom is uncanny 

And subconscious reigns supreme 

Bizarre symbols illustrate pertinent fables 

Meaning should be dug for and dug for 

The mind is something no one or nothing can understand the scientists concur
I got such a short life 

So I will advance it at all costs 

Conception could be my redemption and salvation 

I see few other clear signs of a messiah 

A messiah may be an self induced act

How odd and shocking that would be!

The Unnecessary Exhibitionist^
The unnecessary exhibitionist 

Masks his conformity 

With blatant unreal uniqueness 

Eloquence, itself is silent 

Mockery is evident 

Shameful reflection of the true authentics 

The constitution of apathy broadcasts away 

Vast Ideology saves itself for another day 

Over and Above, an example of such unneeded toil! 

This soul of fabrication does not see his obvious error 

Desires the impure 

And refuses to live 

Suppressing the self and feeding the lie 

Marches towards an incomprehensible goal 

Parts unknown is lost 

Without the resolution of pressing issues 

There will be no benevolent structure to guide 

Those who do not conceive, only serve to mimic and imitate 

He is nothing more than a BROKEN COG 

Out of order, fastened to the wretched machine 

His foolishness appeases no one 

And his lack of fulfillment is Somehow, he had a good intention 

But he was lead down the wrong path 

His exterior is a product of disgruntled tribulation 

Not a natural outgrowth 

He is masquerade is so temporary 

So withering 

So weak 

The anti thesis to an ultimate concrete 

He completely misunderstands the entire objective 

Awful irony is what remains 

When his front is stripped away 

Tongue in Cheek

There's nothing like a sweet melody 

To soothe a beaten soul. 

Only will the Anti -clichés 

Of a insightful driven poet 

Cure the disease I have 

Prose thrives within me 

Graceful word is my essential fabric 

But I am empty of dear song 

A priest is a fool 

A bookworm is a misdirected parasite

 A sadly composed kinesthetic 

Sculpts out the false spice of life 

My disposition refrains from dissatisfactory overtones

I am summoned to attention

By the intellectual elite 

I bypass mediocrity 

Nothing I invent is less than extraordinary 

Magicians only conjure magical renditions of self 

I rarely welcome rubbish with open arms 

And If I do

My towering intuition alerts me to the error in my ways 

My subliminal mentor guides me through it all, 

Seeing, what I'm blind too 

Few refuges surpass the eloquence and redemption of verse 

The Unseen Flowers

Flowers are life 

Petals are limbs 

Pull off a bud 

And you amputate 

Profound and simple 

But too much so 

Even for a budding idealist 

Like myself 

Blood isn't always painful 
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Tears shall not be shameful 

Tears ought to be plentiful 

Tears rejuvenate a weary soul 

Tears are replenishment 

The pride instilled from succumbing to ethical obligation 

Is irreproducible 

Those without passion are destined to perish 

A life lacking romance 

Is a life not worth living 

Those who have no heart are dead 

A Fear of Mine

When I catch a glimpse of fading rhetorical output 

My stomach turns 

I become a sorrowful wretch 

I long for the perennial leaking machine inside my 

Skull Leak out 

Leak out 

Leak out, so I can go on 

May the zeal bring me peace 

A legend, I will strive to be 

If I'm not an acclaimed idol 

I’ll be a hero in my dreams 

I allocated a noble slot for myself 

And hopefully 

I don't kill myself filling it 

A highest dragon is my ride 

My engraving device is my pedal 

To an intriguing realm 

Shall it be fantastic or dangerous I shall soon see

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

