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Money

 
Money puts a barrier between brother and man

Money demeans tasks
Also passions
Money the merry go round
Fules the evil establishment
Contrivedness

 
Contrived counties

Trite cities
Obsessive order
Excessive planning
Defeat
Demise
A future of shambles
Aversion to joyous rhetoric
Diversion of endless garbage
Heroes are the ones 
Who provide us
With the intellectual mechanisms to save ourselves
The Real Me

 
I often feel inadequate around people

Even amongst my better friends
I, at times
Even feel inadequate around myself
 
I come off as cheesy
I come off as 2 dimensional
I come off as a reflection
That is not me
 
Even the best have warped views of my inner being
It’s no wonder why my experience is so unique
 
I’m a character they cannot recognize
Well, I’m a character they have never run across before
Or won’t ever said an artistic friend
 
I am a prominent flag of the misunderstood
I am sincerely a subspecies of man
(Uncategorized, of course)
Now, I could point out all my crazy idiosyncrasies
But that would be unnecessary
And I don’t want to be unnecessary
 
It appears as if the real me
Comes through in only one way
This form of creative endeavors
 
I could die for a girl
To understand where I’m coming from
But I suppose subspecies can’t breed with the regular old species
 
Why is it that all other forums seem to misrepresent my total essence?
I guess the honesty of the soul shines highest here
Now is one of the times, I have extra peace for my calling
 
I sure wish the great amongst our species
Could comprehend my complexity through my fancy vehicle
Cause then they’d realize
The sweetest fruits are at the core
 
How come so few see large chunks of the real me?
How come none see the total real me?
AH, experience is truly a one of a kind thing
These shoes can’t be stepped in
They are a limb
Question!

 
Always insecure about something

Or another
Not quite whole
Only author, pen man,
Or whole world?
Longings

 
My chance with the infidel girl

Better get better
Anything better is better
 
Sweet poetry I love
Self composed is best
These semi quasi or completely elegant words can exceed
The power of an academic dissertation
That only appealed to elites anyways
Even if I’m not critically praised
I love the toil, vision, passion
All the same
Where are the massive outlets?
Redemption in the Rain

 
Drizzle slightly trinkled

For the rest of my jaunt
I forgot
I was oblivious
Memorized by the surprise accompaniment
I failed to suffer in the minor way
I was suffering
For the duration of my trek
Fellowship diminished the pain of the day
And this fellowship does so
In major ways also
Walking pondering sullen
A rescuing light appeared
The Meaning of Poetry

 
Why do I do poems

For the walk in the park
The feeling of exuberance
Rolling off my fingers
Not unlike religious ecstasy
The pleasure of me
That of you?
If I hung up the pen
Stroked not a stroke more
Not too many caring?
Such a deed would not please
The most important of them all
The dominant ruling voice wouldn’t dig the vision
I do poems for reasons
Not well understood by outsiders
Maybe reasons a poem itself can’t capture
Straight Edge Is

 
sXe is no another fading fashion fad

sXe is an all important movement
sXe is no superficial label
sXe is being able to refuse and not be lame
sXe is the meshwork of sacredness
 
sXe is a cool movement with a life saving message
sXe emphasizes values over privilege for the greater good
sXe means concern for the quality of existence
sXe signifies concern for the life impulse
 
sXe is an arch nemesis of deadly abuse
sXe means resisting temptation in pursuit of the fulfillment crown
sXe is a rally call for the bright in a fucked up world
sXe  means loving yourself and your world
 
sXe  respects  beautiful biology, anatomy, body
sXe welcomes the persecuted pilgrims, alienated by a pusher society
sXe animates freedom palpitations of the breast  
sXe means there is value for the gift of life
sXe glorifies the potential of man again
 
sXe does not solicit the scoundrels or cowards
sXe means doing something with blessing endowed upon thee
sXe demands that none of us waste away down the sewer of rotten filth
sXe is love for the romance of optimal man in the splendor of purity
 
A subculture without petty motivations defines sXe
Society Avenue

 
Society is no place to live

Why another piece criticizing society?
Full of broken men
And misnomer ideas
All the programming that is shit
Salt emotional scars
We are conditioned not to care
Hokum grows
A cynic hides behind every rotten tree of mold
Living is what’s good, of course
There is no place for society
The impenetrable here and now
A subversive press is fair retaliation
Only, Coercion free
 
Evils

 
Hate distaste

Growing showing
Towards imbibing always
Hoping I never
Embrace hypocrisy
Imbibing myself
 
Drugs evils
I cannot inject
Willing to desire
This conviction never permits
A fickle nature to overturn it
 
Shit solutions easy
Vying for alternative
Resilience strength embrace me
Opposition of liquor noble friend
Avoidance discipline of avoidance
High virtues
Needing to forever hold them
Dear true
 
Conditioned to despise
The source of agony
I hate
Preserving flame make me even more spiteful
Til end of time hate
 
Satan’s fermentation
Time deny all fabricated altruism
Adore will power
Thrive off desire to be clean
Unforgiving aversion has to be mine
Sobriety—heaven
The Laughs of Drunks
 
The laughs and shrieks of drunks

Are empty and worthless
Intoxicated chumps never have true fun
Benevolent ASC like artistic endeavors
Never are refuges for the ill at heart who search for alcohol
 
Alcoholics have a blast
A blast with a shady incomplete heart
No substance ever provided redemption to man
 
Deprave antics deprive one of vital mirth
The ignorant desperate consensus is to drown oneself in miserable concoctions
Deluding outlets are counterproductive entertainment sources
Sober blokes, only, appreciate true frolic
 
The devil strikes his victims with a subtle mechanism for demise
They can have their cake and eat it too
But they will inevitably get sick
 
Dignified individuals regress in status
When they simply imbibe,
Their good times are nothing more
Than a façade for suffering
 
The fishes have no significance
And their utter foolishness is broadcasted to the world
True intellectuals bypass all the alluring danger on hand 
 
The observers cab either scoff or mourn but never applaud
Pledges of denouncement of intoxicating beverages
Deserve and grand round and a badge
Resistance is a honorable proclamation of an upright sound spirit
A Breath of Optimism

 
Kid,
Don’t dwell on the bad circumstances
Focus your brain on joy
Abandon depression
Anytime you may turn to dust
So now is the time to cultivate bliss
The bullets will relentlessly attack you
It’s your job to dodge them
Don’t let it penetrate or permeate
Absorb yourself in the existential wizard
For every wilted flower
There’s a dozen smiling roses
X Hope

 
Pick that head up

You have nothing to be ashamed of
You are an X Youth
Ignore those who scoff
Don’t sulk
You’ve done no wrong
Walk upright
Your lifestyle is something to be exuberant about
You don’t buckle when others buckle
Shine my son, shine my son
You’re not going to get mixed up with the cowards, hypocrites, imposters
 
Are we generation X?
Titled Poem

 
Cry for life

Jump bountifully
We’ll never be here again
Will the fact of existence itself in perspective elevate mood itself>
I love earth!
Why focus on the morbid?
Some of it must be dictated
So it lives forever
The Unheard of Pact

 
One compadre mutually consented

With another compadre
To perpetually remain dry
Nothing will conflict with the elegant agreement
Nothing at all
The conviction is etched in stone
There’s no turning back
A lifelong battle has become more achievable
Joining a fellow fighter is a powerful encouragement
One’s thing’s for certain
They’re in this together
Neither one will ever fail
Neither one will drink nasty ale
Intoxication scars the soul
Fellowship soothes the soul
They are top pals
The petty distraction won’t bother a duo determined to flourish
Sublimation

 
I require the tenacious energy to be rechanneled

In a process, in a technique
Like shrewd sublimation
So the momentum that afflicts can help
Tapping into the energy productively
My my
An amount of my brain isn’t fully utilized
It screams for a constructive outlet
Countermeasures aren’t always a simple remedy
But they work
How about subtle sublimation
I inquire of thee?
Does composition help in any right
I also inquire
It’s ample to successfully redirect
The pervading pulse
The invading pulse
What Matters (or Who’s Important)
 
I write elegant

When I can

I love to write elegant

If I do

 
Not so much concerned 
Biting cynics
Worthless cynics
Focused on me
Focused on theme
My message
Where that’s going
 
Hoping
Clarity
Sincerity
Saying enough
Elegant enough for me
 
Medium versatile than expected
The psychologist, the newsman, The gentle preacher, more
All in one
 
Skeptics
Wrong
This Art
High quality
The Human Race Disowns

 
And you thought you were

Funny
Cool
Plagiarizing poor me
Advertently 
 
Wrong as hell, buster
Did the worst imaginable to me
Do the worst imaginable to you
 
I, the artist, of golden integrity
No longer acknowledge your existence
Piss ant
Learning is No Fun Anymore

 
Trudged along in the school of academics

Bored once too often
Lessons learned were essentially unimportant
Lessons instilled in young were wrong
 
Creative itches put on the back burner
So the instructors could drill facts
And no skills
 
Only young once
Aged in backwards institutions
A damned tragedy
The mandatory process corrupts cells
The structure denies the innate joy of discovery
 
Knowledge accumulation isn’t too fun
Anymore in an infinitely astounding world
Education systems alienates students
So they forget the perks of pure learning
Man forgets his talents
His talents are anti-sublimated to fit society’s fabricated mold
 
Romance has evaporated
All the youth, fall in line, fit in, make a place for themselves
In the charade of routine
 
Dropout slackers are not clearly losers
Dropouts, liberated!
They have the MAN defeated
 
Subject matter often wonderful
Mandatory system awful
The ways and means of how our society is guided
Society isn’t advanced enough to scoff at
Society accepts the vile system
 
It’s unfortunate
Learning is no fun today
Wisdom, the high virtue is only a marketable commodity
Learning is no fun anymore
Angst

 
Angst explodes out of nowhere

Said the complacent drones
“We do not sympathize
With reactionary sentiments”
The message is vulgar and will not be heard
Their actions don’t benefit the whole of community
From our point of view
Jail those protestors
Businessman and bureaucrats 
Cannot be caught up in juvenile philosophy and dogmatic ideology
Such things interfere with progress
Technology will steamroll them
We are not receptive to their fighting rhetoric
Our perspective of life is a normal everyday view
We only see the apparent
We don not waste time 
Attempting to comprehend the obscure
They do not conform to our ideals of model citizens
They think for themselves greatly too much
We do not mourn when they cry for enriching revolution
We have our own needs to tend
 
The generation gap
Not the age difference
Is the real problem here!
 
Originality Approved

 
They are the tragedy

You are the miracle
You are the refreshing, rejuvenating, replenishing gulp of water
To my dry, rigid, stiff, dead lips
Your difference makes a difference
Your refuse to partake in
The tired, sicken refrain
You delight so fantastically with your special gift
You are a therapeutic massage to a region saturated with sore spots
Your famed allegory
Is a heartwarming tale
Your icon status is uncompromising
This existence of yours is not infallible
But however outrageously exciting
An overture shall ring forever
You save me from apathetic misery
You seized life
And adventure you undertook
You’re the tree of opportunity
You’re splice is everlasting
Acquaint me again with the fruit of tears
 
Idolatry is no longer a sin
 
 
Stranded on a hay island

Photos of memories all I owned
The lavender spots were forgotten
I struggled not to moan
Eventually, my plight vanished
Not due to smuggling nor cheating
I ached, but not the absolute worst
Considering the circumstances
I’m glad I had the opportunity to endure
Just like every single thing else
Through total agony
I enhanced my wisdom bank
But only through total agony
Could I have done such a thing
 
Trade Off?

 
Sheltered some not a sheltered life
Occasionally reclusive, not by design or decision
If no socially demeaning situations, then no self-condescending behavior?
Giant in some spheres
Ant in some spheres
A social savant knows humanity but knows no companions
Life is a dream coming to life
Invited to few inner circles
It matters if one is to be worldly prominent?
Fellowship, an idle affair?
Insignificant to the champions of achievement?
A vow to do something important
 
Expectations

 
Dr. Generic Psychologist
It may be troublesome for me to think in absolutes the way I do
You think the way I think is my downfall
Depression, an ongoing possibility
The vantage of happiness is not quite, every time the vantage point of admirable accomplishment
I think I think acceptably
Of happiness, perception is all
I on the other hand, shoot for success and fulfillment
 
 
Fogeys

 
“Fogeys at the Meeting Place”

I will chant that unproductively til I’m black and blue and red in the face
Phewey, phony, blasphemy, foolish
Cults thrive in today’s world
The mundane personality is attracted to this congregation
And the bad who think they are good
And want others to think they are good
 
Hidden themselves for a couple centuries now
The society would rather do things without anybody
Hard evidence isn’t all that easy to find
I personally believe subtle lurking motives can be evil
The network of blacklisters seize America
Their work is done in the closet
They can manipulate rhetoric to forward a not so benevolent agenda
 
I’ll call a spade a spade
And will abhor a cult just quiet enough
Not to alert all hoisters of red flags
The juicy gossip about the sinless brothers is buried, deep
 
Hierarchy at its worst
A cult no weaseling out of this one
Running towns and pulling strings
The masses are ignorant to the pervasive shadows
The dominance, unrecognized, good fellows
Is gradual and diffused
 
Their de facto means, very skilled at seizing power, don’t upset enough
A great number still are sleeping
But everyone is pinned down
Not enough philosophers are determined to rock the shoddy boat
I want to bring the elite boys down
It is far less good than evil
And mostly evil at that
 
They love our ignorance
Establishing control over small towns, the big towns, maybe the entire galaxy
Anyone who believes they are innocent, benign, and pure is full of bullshit
Numbers can do grandiose things
 
 
 
I have heard too few critics criticize the oppression
Leaders dance when crimes go unnoticed
More than once, when speaking to one, especially by telephone
I was greeted with a non convivial tone, certainly not the jovial spirit one has to learn to expect
The rituals could chagrin a character
I wouldn’t know
I never wasted my energy on any tres bizarre ritual
 
Thus far, the ones I have spoke with
Were cold and slightly ornery
Not at all warm
The welcome rubs one raw
Geez, Can I join an org of not so jolly koots
However, others I dealt with
Were good spirited and sociable
In all fairness, I thank them for their friendliness
Does being grouchy contribute to the spirit of brotherly love?
The lodges I approached civilly, and they gave this fellow a cold shoulder
I do not understand how orneriness attracts prospective members
 
The charity is shrewd PR masking a far more sinister ploy
 
 

Anti Cig Anthem

A lack of surplus to do

Crazed by the fix
“That’s wrong”
I will preach until you ear retires from hearing
---------------------------------------------
It can be summed up in one elegant word 
Malarky
They are the peculiar type 
They behave like high brow goons only really having low brow mentality
Enough hokum to feed all the world in lies
An organization built upon fraud and evil, is an organization I oppose
