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Origin

Evil did not originate from an artist’s notepad

The artist found the evil

Attempted to end the ill

A helper to mankind

Not a foe generating misanthropy

We can’t be responsible for terrible foolishness

I don’t know about them

Who criticize art to the point of hating it!

Seething attacks make me wonder what drives their activity

“Societal evil was caused by a beatnik because he fantasized a display of it”

“Injustice is caused by the artist who condemns it most violently!”

Artists are redeemers by heart

Wrong doing does not originate here

Since when did commentary become a root cause of wrong doing?

They, the big fat cynics gripe away

Ignoring the big fact

They are eluded by understanding of the beautiful masterpieces

The Fire

I love the original magic

I love creative fire

The impulse of generation

If ever so natural

Is a mountain

A cultivated, fertilized novel innovation hating mediocrity

Hating sedentary aversions to commentary
Insight and grace

Inspiration is dandy

Products must be many

New ideas sustain prosperity

A man devoted to conception is a superman

Interesting questions are worth living for

Curiosity is a fantastic virtue

A question asked for the first time arouses admiration in ingenious breeds

Originality is the art of firsts

Creativity is addicting

Queen
Does he bow to your graceful portrait?

Does he dedicate the earth to your honor?

Is his praise a spree of shower?

Are you majestic royalty?

Does thank every rock and every stone that you are his?

Is he never cruel or strict?

Does he sufficiently compliment your grand greatness?

Does he curse your opponents?

Does he provide all you deserve?

Does he live the romantic life?

Ya know I don’t dig ya like so no more
You are just a person, not a pedestal

I’m into my own doings more, now

I’m into grooving the romantic life!

Inside me is where I’m looking for my exuberance and renewal, and not in ya no more!

I am the source of my joy and beauty and not external ya

I’m gonna glorify life in my unconventional way, rather than devote futile energy glorifying thou!

Glorifying life, here!

Sick Sin

Echoes of hellfire’s minuses

Pass through your genes

Am I wasting this chance?

Ya will never know

Gloom and doom prophets

Scare us so we can’t rejoice

The anguishing will never end

The muddle in the middle are shit out of luck

Bargaining is not an option

A sage can’t live life sacred!

Runnin out of time

Ruinin the human mind

Manipulating despair

The demagogues with hallow halos

Preach a nauseating message

We duped by the idle promises, listen

Prophetic  dreams 

Or Intuition?

Refreshing passion is achievable here and now!

I express disdain when eternal fear mongers petrify us

Trying to squash the great opportunity

Suggestions for Good Oral Hygiene
Floss one’s teeth

Brush one’s teeth

Immortalizing unadulterated enamel

Mouthwash = fab tasting

It’s always great to preserve beauty

And I do not think

Beautiful teeth are in vain

Avoid the fight scene

That fucks up alignment

Now remember this is not a preachy morale from your strict pastor

Dentists do not preach

Healthy clean teeth can’t ever be a shame

I was hit by inspiration

Of course, I responded

And composed a very not corny poem

My Opposition

Amerikkka where man can kill man and other brother animals

Amerikkka where they try to murder beautiful men

He’s in their infernal box, gasping for the last gulps of air!

When they tell ya about freedom and justice in Amerikkka:

Ignore the bulwark spouting from the their mouths!
Disgust fills my gut when I think of Amerikkka’s rut

The propaganda displayed, paints a pristine landscape

Barons of industry rule the nation; they fuck it up!

In Amerikkka, they try to kill the hero of the day

Amerikkka has the blood of all revolutionaries fighting evil empire, subdued by fascism

Amerikkka is where an executioner can murder our dearest comrades

A desolate chasm of decay

A stark wasteland of idle liberty

I think crying it not out of line

Effluent tears, a reaction to washed up governing license

The stigma of oppression lingers as a vulgar a stench in our air

Better be victory for our comrade!

Regressive Action

Parades of decadence

Many are suffering

It hurts my heart

Weeping children

Bombing nation

Raped humanity

Amerikkka, you have harmed my brothers!

For this, you are not easily forgiven!

Amerikkka, you have silenced the spirit

And you abdicate those who burn your top symbol of evil

Amerikkka, I demand justice for my oppressed brethren

The opportunity here is opportunity for the oppressors

My passion will not go stale sour

The core is not succulent fine feats

The core of Amerikkka is wilting fungus of a parchment noble but defunct

Abrasive scouring on the backs of lovely ambitious brothers of mine

Anguish fueled reaction!
Alas, we do good deeds in the end

Action of liberation saves!

Like a freakish aberration, Amerikkka the home of all the racism and oppression

Has produced a shoddy attempt at ruling

Live up to our often trumped reputation of being leaders of highest grace!

Do it, Amerikkka, or perish!

Amerikkka, you are perishing

From the epidermis to the dermis, you are seething with leprosy.

Amerikkka, historical white fucked up rule

Amerikkka, haven for ruthless ruling class

Amerikkka, specter of horrific suffering, lurking in every nook of waking existence

Amerikkka, spoiled nourishment, casting plagues on the vulnerable

Amerikkka, here is a warning: if you wanna be the ultimate evil, you’ll murder our soulful brother, if you wanna save face and establish just circumstances, you will set him free

Amerikkka, are we to hope for better days or to become pessimistic about your methods of conduct?

If we, comrades for justice, pledge to keep fighting no matter who sick and sad things get then, we have a chance to win

If enough moral folks unite, the evil empire is going down!

The passion of the souls of us comrades is power!

As beautiful as a Rembrandt original

Amerikkka, why do you fail the worthy brothers and sisters?

Rise up, comrades!

Amerikkka, we know you have the potential to be utmost valiant, utmost free and autonomous for the citizenry.

A radical reorganization of the social order is in line, now!

Hurt, cut, bruised beings need love

Wealth is omnipotent

Few are thriving

This is why protest is our mien!

Writhing humanity cries

Sober revolutionary forces merge!

Frozen, freeze assets of bank accounts

Criminals attack us, power structure their domain of dominance

Amerikkka, why are we battered?

Tortured by the malevolent?

Injured by the disparity and inequity?

How much more is to be stomached before ulcer is eminent?

Amerikkka, why?

The enslaved, the abused, the dying

What’s it gonna take for an ounce of compassion

From the pearly gates, the bowels of government hall?

It rings discord

Disappearing fertile dreams

Color, your satellite of barbarians

My open letter to Amerikkka

Shall finish like this:

Don’t murder our freedom fighter, Amerikkka, land of executions

He hate done so much good

He is a supreme Emersonian epic hero

Supreme Court

I spit on the supreme injustice disgrace

Free our brother!

Tattered matter of wickedness wrought, reverse your soiled reputation!

Radical reorganization of society, I say!

Amerikkka, your actions are grim stark despair

Diggin

When will I be dug?

Groovy females, c’mon

OR

OR

Or the digging of me by groovy females ain’t paramount to my happiness

I am growing strong

Soon day, this growing strength will attract the groovy beauties

Till that soon day

I think I’ll focus on making myself the source of my joy

If they do not dig I

Then I am not deficient

Inside will be the source of my fulfillment

I’m healthier

Passion flows so much; self-destiny is all it takes for exuberant mirth
Atheistic Sage

Thanks for the healthy happy tears

Wise old atheistic sage

These are the joyful humanistic tears of life

This vantage is best

Grateful emotions flow due to you

Thanks

I chart a beautiful course

Saturate me with a dear deep love of life

We have the capacity to experience best and love the most
Never surrender

The spacious oceans, the deep blue sky, rolling greens

Spontaneous arrival is good

Excuse enough for me to glow

I read your down to earth ideology, and exuberant I become

Heaven never redeems like life itself

How could any other eyes be as glorious?

“Cultivated romance, Cultivated romance”

I boldly scream

My favorite outlook appeals

I’ll never see its ultimate justification

We live now

Choosing life is wise

Fearless, this outlook is valiant

The best adventure is ours

The perspective generates self-renewing glory

For Posterity

A written record is necessary

Granted actual experiments contain 3D vitality

Actual experiments come and they go

As beautiful and as lively as they are

Everlasting they are not

For us to transcend the transitory occurrences of our day

A written preservation is the need

Life is rich

I immortalize those memories

Too fascinating to not preserve

Our records save the happiness of marvel

I want no less for the breed of homosapiens

You, great people, imprinted onto sheets of paper

Your existences demands articulate care

For posterity, I am a scribe

Transmitting the significant

Romance demands it

My romantic life charges me to capture the fondest events

Art is important vastly for all existence

The antithesis of this is not valid

The roses of that are experiences that will not spoil
Forever ripe and in bloom, the scribe works

The diamond events will be etched on the social landscape for eternity

The scribe creates the soulful spirit, giving life to the decease ancestors, worth fundamental acclaim

The scribe is the source of eternal soul life

More

Is art the only elegant structure ya create?

Well no

Even if it was, it would be infinitely great

Ya realize, it’s fab to intellectualize

Build a strong society

That too!

Light and Dark

The night has associations, sensations of loneliness

The day, associated with performance action

The night has associations with crazed hedonism

The day has associations with sober actualization

Nights are for a chillin, too bad; bad hedonism saturates the environment

Less operates at night

The night has a spectacular invigoration of its own

The laid back aura is exhilarating too

The day is 9-5 rush mush

The day is business too much business

The day has associations with amuck capitalism

Each has its own time and place

The stiff ruin the day associations

The wild foolish ruin the night associations

I cherish the romance and beauty of both

They are advantages in all things

Uplifting the treasured mirth

Exalting Resourcefulness
There’s always stimulation in most every environment

Ya just gotta passionately find it

Ya shall not be bored

There are just too many noble and exhilarating things

If ya just get the momentum going

Ya will find that soon, your resourcefulness has produced a vast variety of stimulation
Too many to ever get boredom momentum is a crucial force

Find a means to occupy your intellect

Rarely if not never, shall we feign the guise of boredom

Most always we shall say “I’ve got so much to do and I love the stimulation of a passionate life”

Our culture needsa learn self-resourcefulness.

Idle dull boredom is a waste

Coming from an artist, activist, romanticist vantage point, “There is most always something to do”

Time is too splendid to allow it to drizzle away life groundwater

Be resourceful

Stimulate you, yourself

Clichés enter when boredom begins

I love to keep busy with fruitful passion

Search and be resourceful

Salvation and Such

Mrs. Salvation not accessible today

Another Mrs. Salvation accessible never

I, a mad human, am too incorrect for my pain

Society’s depressing parade destroys itself

Madness tries me

A depression hole is dug

Existence is often too mean

The ruckus of the mind harms the good army of the mind

When they were passing out happiness, the mind got shafted with madness

Insides scream catharsis 

In not a psychoanalyst way

In an artist way

I feel this way now

This is the right view for the moment

This relief is great

It was proved by myself

It is uniquely mine

Unfortunately, salvation is all too absent in my exterior environment

No alas, cause my insides are generating a bubbling spring of salvation

We are our own messiahs, best

Society’s Rebelling
Believing in their guilt ridden creeds seems to spawn hang ups and anxieties

So why do I feel bad, when I don’t?

That’s society’s programming for ya

This feels bad

Like being rejected by a super girl

Why so?

Morality is my means

There is no sense to feeling awful for following philosophical morality

Their creed is so tenacious that my social programmed reaction is guilt

Definitely, it takes a lot of courage to keep going

As a doubter of their guilt provoking pervasive creeds

Guilt is the conditioned reaction

Mind digs and discovers immortality in the creed’s way

Reasons works well, these are great ethics

So why  guilt?

It’s yuck!

Bleah!

Hail Rebelling

All these rebellious tendencies came from somewhere

Thankful!

I’ll use it for the better.

Posed to rebel

As I acquire more rebel poses, I grow

A rebel is the end product

To be the best rebel possible is the goal

The gears of disobedience grind

The energy others expend abiding by perverse policies is the energy of which I rebel

There are reasons great to rebel

Reason states the truly wise man rebels

Socrates, in this regard, you were off

The state of the state

Is reason to rebel

Rebellion is prime romance, my fellows

Actualization Beacon
Possibility is everywhere, all

Getting a little momentum going causes a lot of good things to arise

The momentum will keep revin!

Engine is generating crystallized exuberance

Creativity! Action!

Who needs the afterlife, when this life is so amazing?

Momentum is a self-renewing process

I will be a rock!

I will not crack!

Self, social affirming deeds

Conquering, realizing!

Psychologically Exhilarating

Socially revolutionizing

Energy folks!

Motivation

The grand grave is this kind

The sculpture I’m building, it won’t crumble

Cast no projectiles, for they shall fail

At tumbling the sculpture

Youthful Exuberance

(An affirmation of the marvels of Life)
My opportunity for youthful exuberance

Of what I wished

It is coming true

This will be good

Attention from youth

Youth close not far from I

Youth with sophistication, the best way to be

Hanging with youth, cool youth

I’ve missed the social stimulation

It is so rad, they yearn to hang!

Youth renewal now!

Do it again, please!

Hanging with hip youth will keep me vibrant and young

I dreamed to never leave the vitality of youth school environment

Hanging with excited youth

Youth is a refreshing breath

It rocks to breathe, hanging with groovy youth

The eager attention gave me worth

The spunk and vibrancy, I enjoyed

Forever romantic keeps me forever young

Dream come true CAME TRUE!

Right Set

The underlying working paradigm of this mind

Needs rearrangement some

The ethical beauty, it’s there

Length and depth, it’s there

The overall morals, worth focusing on

Fine points, lesser significance

Better to ignore fine points plus keep these ethics lifelong

Than abandon all the beauty

The beauty for my brothers and sisters shall be maintained and sustained

Compulsive mindsets, the ruin

Soon, it will be easy, adjustment to ethics will be second nature

Worry too much too unnecessary s fruitless

I don’t wanna be fruitless

I wanna be very ethical

Period.

Thanks to sage advising

Going

Go

Generation mechanism

Go forever!

Perpetual output always!

Constant continuous motion

Turn, twist, do whatever is required

Too much is better than void

Please with your never-ending stream

Stuff the cranium with trillions of factoids and anecdotes, witticisms, tales etc etc etc

Bursting is better than emptiness

Never stop the assembly line of rhetorical products

Make sure a response always exists

Quash worry along the way

Joyously entertain spectators

Never a loss of a quantity of info

Stuff the storage contraption with every possible thing

The innate insecurity alleviating the screwy

Go like a blender

On full speed

Resist erasure

Resist senseless reveling

Allow an anxious organism to rest and approach encounters and novelty conception

With a laid back disposition

Making the flowing therapeutic

And unstoppable

Assert invincible confidence

Clog rather than rust!

Even gibberish produced product is better than dormancy

A perfect methodological storage tank must be utilized to capacity

Link one to another in a lengthy delicious chain

Gracious organ of perfect spontaneity!

II Rebellion
More iconoclastic

Wild – perfectly rebellious

For those convictions of man

Convictions are the exciting part of existence

Invigorating to undermine the corrupt establishment

Refreshing to obey the heart

Both the contemporaries and the predecessors

We gotta honor their heritage

By rebelling

If I do not rebel enough

Allow me to examine myself

And adjust my deficiency
Hey, rebellion is exuberance

Forever an iconoclast

Yeah, always punk in spirit

Pride is every rebellious action

Action, operative word there
Revolution poetry revolution

Rebellion revolution convictions revolution yeah!

Zest-invigorate-rebel

Liven the soul

Be the most righteous rebellious brother or sister in ya environment

Rebellion is coolness

Barry Horne
Who knows who Barry Horne is?

It’s really a shame

For Mr. Horne, there’s no worldwide acclaim

You almost annihilated your body to smithereens

For men of lesser deeds

Statutes have been erected

Barry Horne is an activist activist

Causes causes

Your grace is your determination

If the world was all live you

The world would be saved

Not enough know about you

The courageous soul

You sacrifice everything

He allowed his body to self-destruct

So the vulnerable could live better

Emulation of Barry Horne creates an atmosphere of sincere loving justice

Barry Horne is strong

Tissues for my eyes as I reflect

His total benevolence!

The world needs more Barry Hornes!

Barry Horne, you’ve done the coolest, greatest thing!

If culture overlooks your generous might and loving stamina

I won’t

For you are a model of earnest excellent humanity

Great work, Barry Horne

History books are loaded with tales of weaker folks

Barry Horne deserves a noble applause

Barry Horne is a champion of altruistic caliber

Sacrificed his own wellbeing for liberation

The epitome of beauty!

Evolution of an Artist
On earlier eves

Opinion, wisdom, and more changes

It almost has to

It seems to be human nature

You see a great conflict arises

That only part one, in portion or in full

Which one now repudiates

Intrinsically valuable art wise

The calling of ours provides easy answers not

At the surface, the struggle seems harmful

I imagine, the soul is strengthened with every conflict

Can the old me still be me?

Yet still not be the new me?

The duty is challenging

Wise counsel, does help, yes

The evolution of an artist is a defining  journey

Many lessons penetrate

Both immense joys and some turmoil

Glory to him that endures

In the end, I’m sure, the self-fulfillment, totally, is imminent

Issues to be dealt with

Once dealt with, an actualized, fully evolved artist arises

All the great are bound to experience growing pains

Easier it would be, if the visions were less liable to change and fade and rise

Rarely is that the case involving dynamic beings

Dilemmas to resolve come with the territory

Destroy
You destroy you

You inside you

You disagree with its progress

Opportunity confidence thwarts

A ripple of peace is nice

Together with driving will will possibly do it

This word or these words

Cannot be stale or clichéd
Thoughtfully, you believe you are

Better than that

Just don’t love the parade of moribund celebrations

Using the reaper in training

To inflict insanity

Peanut Butter Praise

This poem this time

Is about peanut butter

Given the right recipe,

Even vegans can feast on it

I am delighted by its ever so delightful characteristics

Stock shelf with it

Fulfill thyself with it

Versatile, very un infantile

I crave it, hey, it’s worth craving

Creamy, chunky

Yo, it’s all good

Like vanilla and mustard

It deserves a composition

Strongly praising

Food to eat often

Cause it’s very good

Maybe more is our need

Of peanut butter eating ethics I approve

The satisfaction of this pleasure is not mathematically derived

It’s a plant food

No cholesterol or saturated fat for that matter

Even if one cannot write poems

One can appreciate

Whether or not one even digs poems

Peanut Butter can still be something one digs

Peanut Butter demands acclaim much

Even half assed rhetoric does good

So what are we do about the hate of peanut butter?

Nothing!  They lose out, not I

More peanut butter for I, hey, I like it

Drastic Circumstance for Minutia
They preached the wish

How to secure bliss

Die in hell

For a measly belief

Where is our relief?

I object almighty

Am I the only?

Psychologists positively preach optimism

A distraction or the course of things?

Demagogues posturing to smash your exuberance

 Deep  seated negativity won’t suit

I forget to believe!

It doesn’t make sense

They can have intrinsic proof if they wish

It still ain’t right

They stole the happy song

We will sing it in spite of the prevalent evil despite the prevalent evil

Why oneness are you so stubborn?

Your love is not feasible for me.

Bitter days along the holy path

My inner essence won’t let me adopt the system

Crooked robbers run the show

I won’t go

For it

I won’t

Gardens of misery, scathing forlorn, wretched abrasions

Frigid frost friendly not

Do not feed my saucer

Your food does not nourish

Misty aspects of existence

Arid eras

Saloon joy, that’s not my joy

Even, many lovely people are entranced by false promises

Glum ride

Pleasant ascetically, corrupt core

Fulfillment whitewash

The abstract projection is well misunderstood

The best recourse is Inner Actualization!

The answer is self-resourcefulness

The verse linger with a vulgar message

Interpretations worsen the circumstance

Exuberance is possible, all my comrades, brothers and sisters!

Play the blues if you dance that second place dance

Mr. Monster has struck amuck

The tower of mythology is powerless compared to the beauty of us

Smothered, spoiled chosen ones

Teach a beautiful legend, and I just might buy it

Ugly stores scare my bones

Falsehoods are mechanisms for transitory soothing of wounds

Ya wanna eliminated the entire process of wounding, vouch for a different route

Great humans pursue pernicious creed

Sorrow some, they could be better off yet

Optimal optimism tells us to embrace living beings with loving arms

Forgoing disastrous metaphysical etiquette

Holy flawed prophets dominate sacred and secular

The tidings they bring benefit a narrow sector

Oppressing most of us all

One form or another

Peddlers peddle without validity licenses

Preposterous claims have been stomached enough

Arise ones they try to keep perpetually down

Arise!

Society has been affected

Aversely,

From the crimes

Of mistaken belief

Some are benevolent, yes, oh yes, indeed, I’ll give you that

Disadvantages

Heavier than

Advantages

It’s that simple

Deities meddling without due process

Violating fundamental human rights and dignity

Fidgeting for the worse

Woe to all, exception: a grandiose sacrifice of existence

The course of action is to thrive

Prosper due to the marvels of inner human

Whimsical sweet nothings are not good

Cast off the insidious momentum!

The trademark of our culture is rigid

Yet not etched in stone 100%

Unite our souls, then misanthropy is finished!

Musty fungi chipping away at the brain

Filthy maggots chewing pieces of the spirit

Glory! Vie for that instead

Gruesome historical exploitation

Ending time!

Of all the approaches, I vow self-guidance to be best

Trial and error leads towards inner utility
How does it feel to liberate yourself?
