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Natural Man

And they will try to corrupt you

And I say STAY

STAY natural man

Nature knows the optimal course

No deity Not chemical

Your actualization of fullness

Is your state of unspoiled beauty

STAY, I say, STAY natural man

Life is to be relished for its own glory and sake

STAY this way

STAY away from toxins of mind and of body

If you wanna chart a noble romantic path

You will realize all your splendor, splendor stemming from treating yourself like a graceful valuable being

Your self deserves it

Your condition is far too precious to rot

Lethargy's not mirth

Don't treat yourself like decrepit wretched dirt

STAY natural man

The king of soul fulfillment shall rule

When you are true

To the essence of natural man

Don't fuck ya self up!

Spiritually or physiologically

This poetic rap praises and

This poetic rap exalts

The frame of mind

And the principle of purity

And effluent passion

For the remarkable gift of ours

For all the spirits sparkle when

Natural man is the chosen way

STAY natural man

Girl Prose

Pondering, pondering

About a girl I cannot have

Graceful grace, she is graceful grace

My tongue could glide along your  fine foot,  your refined lips

I am a secret admirer

I cannot poetically express my sheer fondness for your grace TO YOU

This wretched inadequacy kills me

If only I could shield this pathetic nature and catch your eye

Refined luscious lips of a killer composed gentle woman

When I go sleep

Fill my head with lucid vivid dreams of a succulent rendez vous

With your amazing smooth splendor

Am I too whimsical, too lofty, too wishful thinking for you to be  mutually enamored by me?

Heaven smile and heaven hair -- I go wild

Your graceful prowess is sure something to be noticed and glorified

I observe a poem when I observe your elegant action

A spectacle specter of ripe robust blooming autumn

Is there any dignity for me to salvage?

Dignified sophisticated, you are attractive much so much

Out of my league.

Aren't all the great ones?

Summer day

Gorgeous girl with gorgeous classical dress

We make love for love's sake

You whisper high praises

I saturate your with flattering creative compositions

Girl Longing

Some girl -- take me

You are purely beautiful, gorgeous, graceful

Take me

Adore me

Grace can erase the turmoil

Longing for a girl

Beautiful girl

Girl to adore and love

A girl to kiss and French kiss

To hang with in the most groovy way

I am aching desperately

Beautiful, beautiful girls --

Redeem this kind fellow

Making love rules

Alas, I never made love before

Sophisticated girl -- you can even dominate me

Astounding elegance, tender touch, swingin persona personality

Purist thoughts of romantic notions

You are amazing grace in poetic motion

Why, why, why haven't these wonderful girls accepted me yet?

Is it only yet?  Will it be ever?

I am quite enamored charmed by sophisticated graceful girls of refined

My strong passion shall glow for you

An awesome emanating ray of sublime glory

I am hooked to any graceful girl to accept me full force

C'mon reaffirm my worth!

Meaning and Purpose

The Epic voyage underway

Life demands no turning back

Ya can't!

It's either, stop, rest, or forge

Forge!

Bumps and bruises

Lot to grow on

Enamor me process

Shape me

Sublime experience all along the way

Let me steer

I am the master of my own road

Actualization

That's the theory of excitement

I'll be blunt, I'll spare ya of abstract aesthetic metaphors

The nihilists vilify the voyage!

The Romanists glorify the voyage!

The romantic camp is better

Glitter romantic

Wax intense creative methods of appreciating existence through word, deed, and through experiencing experience itself

Signify each step with passion effervescent and ever present

Mirth is derived from internal self actualizing deeds, deeds of wonder, mirth can be achieved by your own doings, 

With these words of hope, I leave you

The Slight Return

It’s coming back

Hurts. Aches.

Something done wrong

Not enough sublimation

Flashes of it, the disease

Signs of it, the disease

Pressure is building up a bit again

Cathartic sublimation for the wonderful good is the key ticket

By jest, it’s certain

Suppression of urges IS NOT folly or evil

For it leads to more inner energy which leads to more motivated deeds

The more inner energy the more deeds needed to be accomplished in order to be in peace

Suppression of urges is good, good when you actively sublimate the pent up

Energy working off the pressure

Intense that is profound

The fact it’s coming back slightly

Means I got to muster more sublimating carthorses power

The more I JUSTLY suppress

The more energy produced to be utilized for amazing action

I am not ashamed of my suppression for this suppression leads to great roads when used correctly

My Place in the Myriad of Souls

With the icon legends

Some a bit iconoclast

Can I keep pace?

Am I to succeed, transcend or fall behind

Way too obscure?

Competition:

Those out for profits or those like I out for the purity of fame

I wish to carve out my own place in time

I don’t know

I’m not suited to evaluate myself

I’m too innately biased for that

6 billion minds living

Trillion minds R.I.P.

Can I compete?

Will my grace emporium save face?

Of the modern work, I have yet to hear condemnation from the intelligent

I feel insecure about my elegance not eternally prominently pervading the landscape

I will not like for my elegance to be a distinct faint flicker

It’s so deep none can trace it all nor recover the anti-ruins

If I have landed my name to be preserved one billion epochs from now

I win

The End

The world is gonna end

So they say

Don’t do this to me, God

I need to make a difference

Give me a full lifetime

It hurts my heart to see all my brothers and sisters roast in inferno

God, YOUR world is confusing

Your ways are not of clarity and sense

Open minds see everything

Often accomplishing nothing

Becoming as muddled as the rest

Secular humanism is better than the God route

The Christ warriors can’t understand the real existential genius

R. I. P. is superior far to R.I.H., roast in hell

I see many troubles with biblical teachings

Philosophies too vulgar to embrace

I abhor the holy ways

My core resists

I oppose strongly

It seems as if I am hard fought convicted to anti theism much so

A Note about the Almighty

The Almighty gave you breath

So you could live

On your own trials

And hope one day

To be worthy of his grace

He’s supreme in every way

And you are just a multitude of insignificant inferiors

You owe everything to HIM

You are to take credit for nothing

Praise the creator

He’s not one bit conceited or green in his face of immeasurable size

He won’t alleviate strife

There’s something more to life

Subtly

Out in the tundra

It’s full of bad thunder

Nothing inspires

Or maybe does it?

The speed of the eagles

Sometimes there sometimes not

The product worth all the glowing attention

It’s the highest joy ever

To return, during composition

Now passion, not totally that much high

Swifts never flies addict

Intellectual addictions

Intellectual addicts

Has the tone faded away obstinately?

It’s bound to be as cathartic as before

At least once

Fools don’t try

Maybe it’s just more subtle now

Subtle redemption worth striving for in all forms

Sublime treasures, keep seeking, sublime treasures always present not always easy to uncover

Sublime treasures, man.

Exhaustion and Glory

Exhilarated by the wind

Duties, tasks, accomplishments

Leisure, pursuits, artistic pursuits, pioneering pursuits, charity

Invigorated by all the stimulation

Great tomes

Great Art in process

Existence doesn’t easily produce grandeur when oddly leaded to boredom

I have the opposite dilemma

Ambition, will, ideas, perseverance, energy, plans

Exist overly sufficient

The factor is lack of moments to do it all

Can I make the slightest dent in the barn?

Unalterable gravity is the friction that affects my flight

I don’t wanna deplete the sharp initiative

I wanna cherish the relishing spectacles of living

Momentum not horrible friction stopping

I can do it all

I am confident in the aspirations

And they want to discredit life as unexciting?

The process is reinforcement enough

The ultimate renewing rewards is deeper yet

All the glorious activities to do, awe, I am motivated!

Santa, lend me a handful of merry spirited elves

Along with your polar printing press

I could find them labor for during your off periods

Hey Santa

What’s Gutenburg elf and his crew doing at this moment?

Not a moment to squander

Excitement is to be found everywhere

In the library of books, with the word processing machine, with the organizational actions, yeah!

Things

Things ain’t easy when the demons are winning

Upbringing environment sure

Cultivated a far fetched young man

Blessed with blessings and defaulted with defaults

Alike, all the factors merged

And conditioned the most unusual

Only those who seek to understand, do!

He won’t give in

A mark will be made

Genius will not be wasted here

The crisis isn’t something all that explainable

He suffers and one day he will be proclaimed as great!

The misery is swollen

More vulnerable than his society’s defined role permits

Anti convential by nature

Because the conventions are wrong

Persevering toil can be its own path to distinction

Unable to assimilate into most groups

Because most groups are too perverse

The wisdom seeking alienates the fools

Glory magnetizes any who are important

A thinking man’s demons brutalize a non thinking man’s demons

Principle

In the end

It's what matters

It is real, die hard real

Die hard for the principles

Without principles

One is an tenuous caricature

Void of the binding glory pulsating soul

Life is vilified devoid of principle

If you approach existence in a wretched rut, you live in a tunnel

No meaning without principled conviction

You gotta live with your own soul

I cannot stand the thought of a forlorn despondent soul scarred and corrupt all due to lack of conviction

Beneath the kickin exterior, there's nothing worth all that much

If the heart of the matter is not a beautiful core of soul principle

If you disobey the core convictions of your essence, a specter of just grief will haunt you

Don't let that occur

Principles provide purpose and meaning

I will tick with the backbone of principle

My character shall be formulated and become prominent according to an aura of principle

The person of strong conviction is the real saint

Real

True to the core is real

In the end, your trivial hedonism will be forgotten

But your principled deeds will be everlasting, society will be redeemed

Because of the might of principles

Forget not these words

For they shall guide you to noble land

Face it, you are a weak 2D rendition mucked up

Without the might of principles

Fads fade

Tastes change

Principle remains as a rock beacon

A person of principle cannot be uprooted, be an oak tree an uncrackable rock,

Principle remains

Principle is a most real thing

Can you ever forgive yourself for violating the most just principles?

The quality of existence is emphasized by one's loyalty to principle

Too Fucking Hard

I heard the boy mutter miserably "It's too fucking hard to be original!, I will embrace apathy"

He assimilated into a backwards society

He was lost in the fray

Ignored, treated like the assembly part he made himself

He died and nobody gave a damn

The masses were heard scorching a scream of "It's too fucking hard to pay respects

And give this boy his deserved homage"

Their apathy and idleness was congruent

Apathy is contagious

Tending to multiply inside

Few care to exert the mind rhetoric wise

Contributors are wanting (and waning) 

And receptive societies figure someone else will provide it

The masses proclaim "He'll do it for us

His commentary will rescue us

But not me

It's too fucking hard!"
Flames of Rage

Keep racist thoughts to yourself

We don't need them

We want to rehabilitate

We want to build a society without superficial impositions

We don't need bullshit ideology

Become a rational man and avert deranged bigotry

Keep that shit in your own mind

It doesn't need to extend any further

It is sickening

It is an icon for regressive paradigms

Don't infect us with such a horrible viewpoint.

Keep racism in your own mind

I don't need to hear your simplistic generalizations

They are moronic irrational bullshit

Overlook the shallow obstacles and live a great life

Racist ideology is

Rotten, rotten, rotten!

Angry Tirade Over Demon Liquor 

Drunks who act like dipshits

Either in gestures

Or in thought processes

Bother me

I am a logical right going guy, fond of keen conversation

Personally, I disparage the bottle of depravity

The antics of the pixilated are not cute

They are repulsive

A weakness is the requirement to seek refuge in the bottle

Counterproductive haven 

Is all the bottles! 

I especially hate

When those under the influence are in control

Alcohol is a demon

And it's joyous to empty out beer cans and wine and gin

Why do folks cop out and search for the missing puzzle piece in liquor?

Mark this word:

Drinking does not fulfill one

I do not lend my ear to the ramblings of drunks

Basically, any speech spewed from an alcohol filled mouth is not credible

Fickle fools get trashed on a regular basis

An inferior quality of personality demands alcoholic beverages becoming part of their routine

Previously honorable people

Lose all respectability when they imbibe

Every drop is fuel to the fire

The earlier the drinking the worse

I do not count the advice or love from the intoxicated toxic states for much, not much at all

No good comes out of the act of imbibing

The words of drunks self negate themselves intrinsically

Help the world and express disdain for chemical dependence

Prestige and grace is lost when drink is swallowed

The agenda of the drunken has no clout

They suck taps dry as their life sucks away

Drinking produces tears and squashes the quantity and quality of years

Brew is plain out horrible and vile

Too many kill themselves with Bezzlebub's tools

Every god damn day

Let's mourn for all the destruction

As they drown themselves in spirits

Their destructive behavior exacerbated by drug alcohol cannot be tolerated

By upright people

The freedom to get wasted

Shall always be preserved

Along with the freedom to disparage the freedom to get wasted

The bottle is their God

And they are enslaved

Depressions do not go away

But resurface violently

Fierce de facto non violent vigilantism 

Is the best course to take

No authoritarian measures are necessary

Drunks cannot be allowed to make decisions

The eyes and mien of the intoxicated are despicable

People who are tolerable normally

Become hideous when the bottle is touched

Drinking is cowardly

A waste of money

And a waste of time

Drinking is

Drinkers demean themselves when they drink

We cannot tolerate the boisterously inane behavior of drunkards

Alcohol and religion are a deadly mix

Simply, there is no good excuse to drink

Weakness is glued to the bottle

Euphoria is hiding all the wine, and beer from the drunks

They will squirm in agony, like we do when they act deprave

Don't get sloppy, get real, go sXe

THE FOOLS IN US ALLOW THE INTOXICATED TO GET BEHIND THE WHEEL

Or operate anything important

When they have unrestrained access to things

Unlaughable ramifications arise

Religion and alcohol is a deadly mix

The true intelligentsia have no need for the shit

No romantic connotations can be associated with the bruising abused substance

Inhibitions are released

Which open up a wide array of vulgar possibilities

Demon liquor pulls the masses down

The devil opens the door with the bastion of "moderation"

If touched, the tenacious bottle cannot be fended off easily

But if you abstain, it can be resisted and it allows progression of character to occur

There is no love in a shot

It's shit

Sick is those who overdo

The bottle riles up and tears down

Only revolting or superficial behavior is encouraged

Resistance makes me strong

This drug makes monsters out of men

The words of pixilation states are not binding

The substance maims

It is the producer of outrageous comments and motions

There is no love in a beer bottle

A clear mind is an innocent wholesome joy

When ya use booze ya lose big time

Booze doesn't make anything better

Booze is a disease itself

Inebriated persona are not charming

Inebriated persona are obnoxious

Poison in a cup replaces vital nourishment

Low pride and will power copes through a very destructive outlet

Grease your wheels with sublimation instead, for it the honest way to go

Terrible alteration arises

When the bloodstream is inflicted with demon liquor

My moral prescription for our generation is sXe

The bottle fucks good souls over

And makes men into slaves

Submission to a groddy beverage is a massive symbol of pernicious decay

The sight of wretched messes diseased by demon liquor is a revolting display of suffrage

Catharsis another way please

Your soul will be gratefully happy if you are sXe

Good does not arise from a bottle

Good is the result of being REAL

I am enraged by the encroachment of my peace by the drinking drunkards

I am saddened by the perishing they are doing

I only hope I can keep the sXe firm like a tattoo for the soul

If I die with the sXe tattoo I have succeeded

I am a human so I'm prone to imperfection

I just hope I never disown the sXe tattoo

The sXe fixated belt shall stay on me for all my life

I'm frightened by the chemically produced monstrosities before us

I have made the choice to stay real

Stay real, my friends

Stay real and prosper!
No One

No one deserves to burn in hell

No one, father God

Father God, you have the capacity to save us all

So save us all

Our aversion to you is created by you
In your own palm you carved my mind so I would be an atheist

You are to blame!

Sorry I cannot ponder a single crime 

Worthy of the despair of hellfire

I can’t believe you!

This scheme you conceived is sick!

You sit there and watch

Disbeliveers roast forever forever more

How about the real criminal burn in hell?

While us humans inhabit the glorious place of heaven?

Heaven is unfit for an envious irrational power hungry authoritarian like you!

Mankind’s evil is largely due to its belief in virulent strains of pernicious dogma

Father God, your ways are evil

Pondering Reflection

During obvious misery

We frown upon those who smile

But in general

We aren’t insightful to do so

When will we get it

Through our thick skulls

That we are invincible beings?

Our ultimate reward is deep

Mere subconscious rationalization

Visions of happiness will occur

Now, not the far off unreachable later

To be a cynic or to be an optimist?

The Mourning After

Dear, dear comrades

We have gathered here to mourn

The death of a great atheist

Don’t sulk brothers and sisters

This virtuous fellow was so joyful

He had a smile on his face when he died

What a way to go!

He died loving humanity

The scars of religion crushed him

But his optimism prevailed

He looked for the best in all of us

Oh so many lessons we have learned from him

Don’t live life grief stricken

Don’t bow down before an inferior God

Above all be a secular humanist

And a splendid one at that

Don’t march the downtrodden march of hoax faith

We appreciate every noble deed he has ever done

We appreciate his undying exuberance

His body is dead

But his awesome spirit lingers on in all of us

He preached and preached 

“Remove Jesus from your heart

And allow fascinating compassion and love to enter”

Never consider for a second misanthropy

Find hope and joy under every stone

He was quite the embodiment of godless fulfillment

This man was not hindered

Every day, tears of estcasty flowed from his glorious eyelids

And society rendered him impure!

We adore his intention

And the elegant execution of his plans

He erected an enterprising empire loaded with soulful zest grandeur

Time out would always be taken to aid the less fortunate

Preserving tenacity flooded with moral guidance was the dominant drive of his existence

In his breast, palpated a bold heart serving for the betterment of all life on earth

He served to glorify and affirmative life on earth

Glorifying the afterlife was futile and frivolous, he taught

His philosophy jetted Goosebumps in all the secular philosophers

Life was a priority, he romanticized all things

He knew the bounty inherit, he certainly didn’t squander

He dazzled us with his realness

A better man, you could not find anywhere

He was an atheist

He will be remembered long!

He gave so much to this world, the world can never repay

He loved all

Today we have came to exalt his occurrence

We have come to capture his mighty life

If we all embrace his ways

We will optimize our one and one chance

Boy, did he wish his beautiful life went on forever

Flourishing, his invigorating replenishing stigma will flourish for all our days

But he could not lie to his soul by believing in untrue immortality

In all essence, he was a model for living

Authentic?

Authentic?

Synthetic?

The depressing circumstances

Alienating folks

Alienating

Alienated

Depressed

Lonely

Longing for simple stuff

Confusing

Very confusing

Enigma status (no less)

Perplexing every last one of them

Complex

Crazy circumstances

Eventually empowering themes

Ruined attempts, despair!

Battered

Vulnerable

Need cliques

Isolated

Unconnected with other species members

Distraught, somewhat destroyed

Overly harmed

Down some

Shamed a bit

Desperation evident

Identity or not?

Phony?

Contemplation of personal paradoxes

Redundancy

Plagued by the frivolous matters

Contagious to redundancy

Delivery is repetition

Nonetheless monotony reveals insights

The same boring picture

Can be a source of endless wisdom

Is energy the best to be focused on the package or the composition?

The job entails a vigorous supply

Which refuses to be exhausted

And if not fresh enough

Folks are lost in the identical renditions

The same stream can be eternally enticing

But the scenery never changes

Every motion is brilliant commentary

Even if it seems that each motion mimics the last

Intuition won’t back the eye appealing

Intellect attracts intellect

And fluffy ones

Will be left in the forefathers’ dust

Romantic Musings

Days begone and yester year

The massive accumulation of profound wisdom

Produced a grandiose catalog of insights

Gratitude to the enlightened men of history

Is only proper

The fools are discredited

Even dogged fools

The pioneers and the seekers are so admirable

Impulsive original thinkers deserve to be idolized

I hope I posses stepping stones to fill shoes

Enacting a brilliant podium for myself

Scholars of life are great

So many elegant theories have thrusted themselves upon us

And also the reproachable views

It does seem unnatural to solve the puzzle

Based on the advice of just one

Many philosophies fused with intuitive deduction clarify the enigma

A wonderful stream of revelations

Striking as peaceful light bulbs

Ease the psyche

Aiding immensely to the comprehension of the epic

The meaning of the sage

Is either generic or custom fitted

If the saga is generic

The mundane underpinnings dethrone us

And it would be preferable if our race was never created then

A dynamic purpose seems ever so more alluring

Than a static stale one

“Free Will” based creeds generate conformity

If a supreme essence intervenes

To make all individuals homogeneously comply

I state total renouncement

I won’t devote my soul to the unsound principle reason

Your personality is broken generic way

Creed morality is immoral

Castastraphy our humanity bending to the creed of misanthropy

I know there is a richer alternative

Forgotten dwelling amiss

Retrieve it, capture its essential splendor

Anything else is second rate

Redeem yourself now not later

Redeem by seizing the opportunity

Mankind responds poorly to healthy options

In future days, the “greatest” nation on the face of the globe

Shall rectify its pixilated character

Pixilated in many many forms and shapes and ways

Beyond the fabric of today is our obsession

And it is all for decadence

Look to today for your answers

When today’s gone, today’s gone

