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States

Delirious

Help help

Nebulous muddled

Assist Assist

Power craving

Aid Aid

Confused anxiety

Save save

Need you girl with answers

Prominence prominence

Where how now

Nowhere Metaphors

Slobbering stomachs of strawberries

Clobbering clods of cookies

Metaphors make some happy

Meaningful messages make progress

Rampant rampart rhetoric releases the imprisoned

Changing shoddy conditions

Saving souls safe just

Piercing the slimy stream

Because frankly, I give a damn

Head Crush

This time

My crush is a wise crush

A girl to grow with

I will grow to man’s supreme evolution

If she amazingly takes me as a mate

Articulate girl one take me in

Brain – click – approved!

Heart – click – approved!

Beautiful smart head on shoulders

One fine day I’ll kiss lips intellect

Gorgeous soul most of all

Feel me

Wrap our lips together

Fall in love, complete the soul

Placid body shivers

Need the flesh with soul of you

You are the mechanism for my romantic emancipation

Personality Thumbs Up

Intellectual Thumbs Up

Charismatic Thumbs Up

Compassionate Thumbs Up

Determined Thumbs Up

Appearance Thumbs Up

Wardrobe Thumbs Up

Desire Thumbs Up

Directed causes Thumbs Up

lifestyle Thumbs Up

Mien Thumbs Up

Siskel and Egbert and I give my the source of my crush 3 thumbs up

How about you and I become soul mates, well put together girl?

Maybe mediocre poetry this

Infatuated nevertheless

Ideal girl – loved

Love me, then you greater even yet

Asked – Did I demonstrate sufficiently your marvel in this here poem?

The girl to scream about!

Do your Part

Create for society

The fields are ever barren

Plant a crop for society

Terminate weeds

Grow an arrangement of bloom

It’s beautiful – the created flowers

A garden of progress

Flowers help!  Flowers help!

Don’t worry

I’m always there to plant and to reap

The fruits of harvest

Do you have the seeds?

Kiss Me Free

Kiss me free

Erase my inadequacies slate

I ache for you

You who’s better than the Infidel girl

In action you are, you demand wordily change

Altruistic motivation striving for pure justice

Now, you are not apt to disappoint me like the other girls

I do hope this is a great poem

In both yours and the others eyes

By all means, you deserve no less

Sister of nobility

You a movement leader like myself

We could unite, romantically

I have not the know how to gain

Your unconditional romantic endorsement

Friends at any rate

Oh please destiny, let this time, be the first time I fall in your gorgeous web of hair follicles

Finding myself, abandoning myself, free in your arms

For joy now, you are the operative being

Will a poem do compassionate you justice, good fight fighting you, or will an engraved monument?

As time goes, my love for thee grows

Desperate, desperate, I only hope high achieving high aspiring you are the one for me

I admire you, can we hook up?

Save me, then we can save the world together!

Obstructed Existence

Wore out his effectiveness

His desire and worth

Sadness to rock the world

Stranger in a strange setting

Broadcast due remedy, melancholy

Slowpoke society shouts

“no, only happiness!”

Torn.  Crazy.  Pissed.

Poetry to be despondent by

Shove over the water cooler

Despair as dark as Icabod Crane

The grim reaper is intimidated

As the roses shrivel up

He announces pain

That’s all he feels

Boys and girls

The stale rhetoric of sorrow

Flight is not delayed

Not a bit preachy

Reaching out for your affection

His poetry is a bang, a cry for help

Audience, audience, what are you going to do?

A dejected poet reads a dejected poem

In a somber desolate voice

Off key, his soul whimpers

To the comfy commercial world

Many of you return after his reading

He returns to the abyss of sadness

Footprints on the podium

Footprints of soul which scare

Scare, because the scared are scared of themselves foremost

Not even at all is his dilemma rosy

Bleak.  More like it

Although sad mad insane disgruntled disheartened

A contribution to beings everywhere

Woe from rise to retire

Those who are Compassionate with sorrow, have a loving touch

Girls.  Society.  Broken heart

I don’t know

He might bid you a forever farewell

Lightning Zap

Struck sea, unnoticed, inappropriately

Violent erupting waves

Social discourse unveiled

The vesicle of history

He spoke all authoritarian for a minute or two

Does it set you free

Power of the poem

That sets you free

Mistaken

Society’s preparation

It could be a conspiracy

I’m tired of injustice

Do not you dare to bypass my art as petty

You are wrong a fool to claim

Such an outrageous allegation

The laughing of years

The saved beasts the saved men

Conviction will be done

Not the day after – today

Whether fully eloquent or sucky

I try my hand

I do try my hand

Emancipating for society

I try my hand

I do try my hand

My voice spoke

I had very important things to say

Were you an indifferent lump?

Poetry is more than just poems

Power to my soul

Power to the land of freedom

Power to the cause , the many true causes

An activist is a hero in my mind

A poet, an artist, moreover heroes too

You speak slush

My observations are still valid

Intellectual discourse is very soothing

My home is the art

You listen

I write a tale of beauty

A tale you’ll love

If you shed society’s shit misnomers

Hope stems from an unrealized dream

A dream to unite the oppressed

Rectifying the sins of the day

The dominants are wrong

Our voice is right power

We refute, through angst, driven by creative art

Rebellious Philosophy

“Salvation’s for losers”

A quote from the rebellious adolescent

“Rather live recklessly”

“Rather live on the edge”

“Don’t know where I came from”

“Don’t know where the hell I’m going”

“I’m cool”

“To prove my coolness”

“I’ll do crazy dangerous stunts”

“Never thinking about philosophical matters”

“I live to destroy.  Love wheels, faster.”

“I’m as bored as can be”

“I’m a teenage maniac”

“I’m a teenage lunatic”

“God damn it, I don’t want your free gift of salvation”

“But I’d surely take free booze”

“I break the law”

“I’m the pettiest of the petty vandals”

“All the vices are pursued full bore”

“There is no glory in obedience”

Says a young troublemaker

He’s a wild uncontrollable hellion

First class rebel rouser

He has a cause

But not a significant one

“Why give a shit about the future?”

“Pursuing pleasure is more fun that concerning oneself with the afterlife”

“Why pursue the kingdom to come?”

“It’s going to come anyways”

Not the highest of the high

He insults sXe kids

Active in their noble movement

Megadeth tickets are tons more appreciated than D.C. Talk CD’s

Not a smash pace

A crazy pace, smashing bottles on his head

It’s the hippies trend in the deviant cliques

A dumb tuff

A street hoodlum

Always in hot water with productive authority

“It’s all disposable”

“I love to fend off the pursuit of tomorrow’s wealth”

“eternal life just ain’t the shit”

“Heaven’s benefits are not immediate”

A bit more abrasive than a regular teenager

“I chug high caloric drinks”

“Laced with mind sedating drugs”

“Ha Ha!”

“the glory of God isn’t too keen”

“Simply stated, altruism is for chumps”

“I spit on Good will towards men”

“I am not saved, proud of it, it’s radical to be unsaved!”

Youth rebellion against salvation

Shed a Tear

Shed a tear for the fallen soldier

He did unjustifiably and unnecessarily

Too many poor souls perish for elite goals

The suffering of battle is endless

The power structure trembles like an earthquake

The odor of death is too foul to bear

Blood is the food of tyrants

Plasma is the fuel of sadists

“Blast them all away”

The inner circle won’t hesitate to say

“Die for wealth little soldier”

Fat cats sit on their ass

As the “commoners” decay in a viscous war

Bodies ache

Gunshots pierce through  the acrid sky

Hope of an end 

Voluntary Back

I do not voluntary back perverse clowns

Who strip away our conscious autonomy

All the wicked despots condition us into an unhealthy lifestyle

They curate disturbing hazardous epidemics

The reign never ceases

When one dope is removed from a post

Billions more are there to replace

They exist to make us suffer and ruthlessly lead us to perish

They bind us to the evil ground below

No total emancipation

Because reckless masters are always swarming

Life’s a power struggle

And we’re getting the short end of the stick

They polish their ploys

So we are powerless to escape

Cynical – true!

Depression Words

Somehow arrived at that condition

A numbed isolation

Mellow discontent

Where is the joy shout of inner organs?

Cynical distrust of the species which a membership card is owned

Rigid like a stiff brick

Excitement defunct

Down and out hope

The resources, the creative opportunity is the way

Psychology explains not quite curing

Hole digging deeper

Feeling going gone

Ouch the positive isn’t all that great

Stiffening up

Some both good and bad

Thoughts ruined emotions again
Emotions were lovely

Little joy in enjoy

Neurons won’t impulse happy

Sorrow Antidote

Is there an antidote to sorrow

Or does it reoccur vulgarly

To demolish integrity

Does life automatically harbor

Insane despair and hopelessness?

I can feel the vibes of redemption

But somehow the paths to salvation let me down

The avalanche of depression hits too close to home

Time is so discouraging

When days recklessly pass by without triumph

Contemplation is perceived as sorrowful

Daydreaming is perceived as joyous

Some folks are hypocritical and others are fickle

Is sorrow the same as pain?

Somehow sorrow is always welcome

Over anguishing mental disease

Sometimes emotions are such a rare treat

That even awful emotions are welcome company

Depression

Depression – the condition

That keeps arising

Expectations are fickle killers

Not satisfied with enough

Interpersonal skills are thrown in the trash

Nothing’s in the bag

Self pity welcome

Certain times too pathetic

Certainly introverted

Parts in the wrong way

State of the World

The man didn’t conform to find himself

He found out the ways of the cog

Deeply dreaming of a different world

Inconceivable to tons

I try to pursue a reverie of an impossible world

If the institutions were not ever erected

Institutions are slavery

Society if united, is so with tainted intentions

Too much today based on a charade of shit

And society isn’t kind to its opponents

The world (here’s a strong statement), is substandard!

Chloroform motives Atom bomb greed Oppression foundations

Fighting

Fighting the wicked system

More power to the resistance

Build an identity based on character

Character the system lacks

The system is unsatisfactory in my fulfillment as a human being

The oppressed oppose the system

Oppressors brand the oppressed deviant for righteous rebellion

There’s a big big cynic in me

A cynic who is spiteful towards the system

Revolutionary ideas are in order

I seek to play a huge role as a prominent person is shaping a greater world

I love

Power of Leaflets

Social society currents

Flow flow stream

Enticing baffling I wonder

Leaflet comments

I love leaflets

Propaganda Revolution

I love propaganda and revolution

Planted everywhere

Soldiers resisting profound disservices

Shouting, distributing, writing, protesting

Responding to the sulking pores

Revolt o oppressed populace

Disavow Authoritarian dominance

You can see how free socialism can fit so nicely into place?

Void the government.  Capitalism too!

Demanding religion too!

Let’s spread the word

Just like Marx did way back in history

We shall see the glory of socialism in force

We will work towards that goal

Read our leaflets Oppose oppose the status quo

Leaflets of eloquent rhetoric

Leaflets to change

How To (Loompanics Style)

How to

What I’m Learning to Do

All the types

Nonfiction archetype

How to

Not for a fool in the end

All the much wiser

Not all that dry to me

Only wide open curiosity draws me to

How to

Subversive how to

Revolution how to

Rebellion how to

The how to catalog,

My hands shall get on each and every of those how to books

How tos are page turners

How to, Loompanics style

 Injustice

When will Norman the celebrated general sit on death row?

Other killers?

Minor compared to him

Awful man

Hypocritical hippopotamuses nation

He’s unpunished for human slaughter

No hero – a loser

Ornately ornery

Excessive pomp

Berkowitz was unorganized

Unordained 

Unlike Norman

Who is dressed better

Detached from the battlefield

Closed eyes don’t see

A killer in disguise

A mercenary of law and order

The killer is rewarded

Life is little

Power, prestige, all

Classless bourgeois 

Reckless murder condoned by nationalistic institutions

His evil is plain

If we could only see it

Led a posse of red, white, and blue

Foreigners when assassinated, don’t count, aren’t human

He is superhuman – bullshit!

Mercenary thug above ground

Violence transcends superficial lines

Lurking in the homeland,

The shadows of malevolent monstrosity

Morality, backwards

An oval office sanctioned serial killer

Just nobody’s believes he’s a killer

Our hero Mumia has been on death row 17 years

17 years too long!

Make fair fair

Sit on death row Norman Schwarzkopf!

You are the vilest killer, you leader of Militarism

Your career is built on the blood of the far more noble than you

Norman, I see a offensive irony here

I will not be a patriot and support your state justified murder

Murder is murder to me

You are more horrible than most felons!

When oh when will Norman sit on death row?

My Foe – the FCC*
Of all people living and born

He revolted against revolting bureaucracy – the Federal Communications Commission

Pirate radio is for people

Mainstream radio is for Corporations

Risking life, limb

He sinned against the FCC

The day for a defunct Federal Communications Commission is this day

The Pirate sailed the airwaves, broadcasted

Gulp, damn good programming

I heard all THE MAN’s bullshit before

Pirates are a refreshing voice

The only choice for liberty lovers

Art lovers

His protests would not air on KFCC

He was censored a victim of the Government status quo

Annual Frosty

It’s the annual frosty time of the year

No more meaning for the stale at the end of the rope

The plebeians walk with the patricians and morph

In his brain

He is one of each

Never know the merits

Insiders can’t decipher the difference

Clichés of Age

Bye bye clichés of age

Childlike vitality

Wise elder mentality

Old hardnose longevity

Youth illusions of invincibility

An ancient’s experience

An adolescent’s resilience

A junior’s optimism

A senior’s realism

Passion underage

Reason of age

Juvenile games

Fogy’s toil

Young Leftist

Old right winger

Bye bye clichés of age

The Anti Me

The anti me dwells inside

It deals me a disgusting hand

The anti me is vulgarly repulsive

Sometimes it can be admonished

But when eradication seems eminent

Its presence lurks

The anti me is a perennial enemy – no less

The depths of insecurity, the anti me is given life

It ruthlessly maims

It ruthlessly scars demonically

The anti me gaslights a great mind

The anti me is an evil conception whose goal is to generate unbearable strife

The anti me is a discreet assassin

The anti me is a terrible enemy, so hard to repel

I wonder why the anti me exists

I am afraid my shortcomings give it life

The anti me is a perfect example of wicked diseased misanthropy

Joy rather than unnecessary chaotic confusion, will result when the anti me leaves

The anti me’s motive is disturbing

It pries to the breaking point

Anti me will not stop until dead

Until it completely eliminates Sanity

It takes bold courage to fend off the anti me

The anti me is a monstrous obstacle

The anti me demolished sacred sensations

Stabs are taken at strength

The anti me loves weakness and torment

The anti me is a small personal micro version of all the world’s hate evil

Thrust outside where it is accumulated

To a devil like presence

The anti me is determined to annihilate originality mechanisms

The anti me is a spirit of the malevolent projection

Accumulation is the key to annihilation

Internal decay is the plot of the anti me

The anti me casts enormous doubt and incurs disharmonies discord where pleasant peace needs to be

The anti me is cunning

The anti me is a mirror image of Lucifer, maybe slightly less abrasive

The anti me is an abomination of monstrous proportions

The anti me is a demon of degeneration

Sacred courage can stop the anti me

The anti me wishes to subdue happiness and pleasure at all costs

The anti me is a prime instigator of sadness and madness

The source is obscure

But terror always reign when the anti me intervenes

The anti me harasses like a bastard

Fuck the anti me

Subdue the damn anti me

Confidence and power and sublimation and superb activity can quash it

And obliterate it eternally

Squash this depraved mutation

Triumph over the anti me leads to bigger conquests

The anti me is a rabid cancer

That has to be abolished

The anti me is awful cancer that must be addressed

The anti me antidotes are stepping stones to concrete empowerment

I will come out on top

I will do great things

Quest for a Lover

My soul needs a lover

It’s open

It’s intriguing, I think

Oh why can’t the one I yearn for

Yearn for me too?

She is remarkably lovely

The soul is breathing

Sometimes downtrodden

I just need a soul mate

My mind says abandon thoughts of she

She’s already claimed

My soul says though, she’s needed deeply

A soul is not a superficial thing

She resists God

And I love her essence

I lover her spirit

Her way of conducting herself

Does she even like me?

Does she know I adore her?

Ingersoll

Robert Ingersoll

Barely not too that long ago only a year or two

I didn’t know who you were

Are you radiating warmly from your grave?

Men like yourself will shake hell like storms

With your inquiring mind

Thanks good old buddy for your infidel life

It inspires those like me

Who wish to remove the bogus iron curtain of myth

Now, Mr. Ingersoll

The seed of wise elegance graced your words

And are you proud of Kurtz

One who has the guts

To follow in your philosophical footsteps

You contested the rotten system

The sage to discover the garbage of backwards beliefs

Is Kurtz your reincarnation, kidding?

Though that how it seems

I don’t like the religion jazz

Even since a wee age

I felt something wrong in my bones about it

And the refuge – an Ingersoll lecture

More articulate and elegant than myself

Even I’m not nearly as poetic of a serpent slayer

Elegant infidel, Ingersoll

The Atheist Perspective

When I start to put things in perspective

I fully realize atheism is the way to live

I see the futility of God

And the vibrancy of atheism

When I think of atheism

I emanate with a warm glow

Jesus Christ is a metaphor and nothing more

Atheism motivates me

To do benevolent deeds

Atheism does not fill me with hate

It fills me with love

I imagine the powerful foundation that could be built

If the best freethinking minds got together

Hateful parts of Christianity – get out of the world

An examined life, a romantic life, life of riley, life of difference, god free life

They can threaten

They can promise

But the sages will always rely on the greatest of projectiles

When I ponder brilliant atheism 

I appreciate things more

This is a grand dream for our lives

An atheist life is an antique, fragile, but immensely valuable

Those who fail to understand won’t reap the harvest of fulfillment

My heart loves exuberant atheist rhetoric

God free means pure seems

Such fire filled passion induces lovely reflection over meaning

Freethought material is just about innately glorious

I am a soul who lives for today

A little beaten and withdrawn

But focusing on superb atheist ideology

Pulls me through

I am abandoning that flaw filled deity of ours

Establishing inner harmony

And attempting to thrive for the rest of my days

Do justice for humankind, remember the atheists forever

When their being ceases to be among the living

Allow their spirit to prosper for eternally

Atheism is a vital hope for a desolate flock

We cherish our minutes the most when we do not take them for granted

When I’m in dire need of inspiration

I seek out a bold benevolent humanist

Humanist rhetoric is a genuine pick me up

The shroud of deplorable negativity is lifted

I adore a beautiful day and thank the world

For its coincidental blessing

Love the atheist way

My World

Of theirs I’m withdrawn

People and ulterior motives

Look who’s the engineer here

Look who’s happy as the master

I conquer in my world

I am a bit player in theirs

I do love my world

Self pride speeds up

I am as alive as a vital human

Happiness for all concerned

Nothing evil doing about my bidding

It’s nice to own control

Things happen here

I accomplish

Things go right

Merry tidings all around

I am drawn to my alternate dimension

My world shall be the world

More and more benevolent power makes me the man

I take no card to their drag

I travel in the cumulous clouds via carpet

I make worlds, alternative realities

From which I see lacks, from which needs sprucing, which needs life

I do not live in shoulds, no

The Conflicts

I forgot how to walk

Genius analysis rubbed me raw

The fucking energy needs an outlet

Shook up blasted depression

Steps are pains

Depression, the scold

Brain ain’t used to the fullest so it attacks the muscles

A cry for help read that

Where is the sublimation therapist

It’s freaky, petrifying

Where’s the way out

Can I hide or withdraw

Now my perception is tainted

And joy’s rotting away

A pilgrimage to the promised land

Existence is gray

Why?  Why?

Is all the punishment leading to a magnificent award?

Distract me from this line of thought

Take me away to bliss valley

Address on Authority

Okay, rebels, take a bow

Authority employs the violent bow

Coercion – wage slavery

Assuming so long the way things are is right

Smith and Wesson, no!  Know better ways

To reject evil at hand

My protesting words better way

Every corner, they the capital rulers

Are thus manifested in pervasive form

Words of Nothing

Sadness, happiness

Sandman, sad man

Plum pie filling filled gone went home

Seasons juice, geez

Words, just words, not social economic meaning

*Radio Free America, Tangerine Radio, and Andrew Yoder influenced some of the ideas here.

