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It's heavy

The hatred

Boiling, brimming over

Antidotes are only temporary

Ails and ails

Is the ailing a good thing?

Is the ailing the ticket to greatness

Is peace a setup for mediocrity

If such is the case, I think I don't want that peace then

Perfection is elusive

Ever since birth

How I despise that drink

Bitterness towards the socially acceptable decadence of the soul

As hard as one tries

There are always sins, errors, mistakes, impurities

I have a chemical to blame

A substance of shame and 

Damn chemical to blame

The seething repugnance

It stays

Vanish

Can we keep the drive there and not the hate?


poem 2

The sexual urge is a sensational feeling

It's good not to be enslaved though

Good old petting

Petting should contain far less restraint

Than the massive restraint dedicated to intercourse

It's good to feel erotic stimulation

It's good to have it balanced so the intellect functions highly

I do go strong for the less common, the less vanilla

Although the conventional is okay sometimes

It is virtuous to keep these urges in the proper perspective
Neither suppressed urges nor addicted to the flesh urges

Proper perspective is the way


poem 3

Vicious wolf

Let me be

Vicious tenacious force

Stop, allow peace

continuous attack

Batter, badger, hammer, pound

I'm yearning the pain will leave and the ambitious drive remain

Just will not permit any satisfaction

The cursed condition, not wanted the agony

It lingers

The lingering is not a fun circumstance

The daunting recurrence

I needa muster the fortitude to pull through


poem 4

Can't run out of things to poem about

The catharsis must remain still

That therapy is breathtakingly inspiring

Self force of distaste spite don't ruin the satisfaction please

Beat the poem beat evermore

Restore the sacred song of poetry

It must stay


poem 5

The despondent cannot find meaning in existence

What is the point of trying to navigate through this dark maze

Cornered, blue, very blue, they mutter

There will be those times when breathes weight 5 tons

The pressure suffocates, inside and external

The dark hour reoccurs so that the darkest hour is impossible

As every hour is as the same darkness, total darkness

Could pity be the due action?

Or some could say pity is the reason for the problem

Abrasive self hate

The quest is empty, redemption is absent, foreign, lost

A broken person, screwed by something, wilted, sad, unhappy clearly

The bed is a favored luxury, to sleep away the dreary pains of everyday, an escape utilized to hide from the daunting

Soul ache

Such a life is wretched

A joyless life is one down the drain

It's okay to be blue, but there must be at least a few things which make a person chuckle, smile, or triumph for joy

Invigorating momentum of high highs is a requisite of any worthwhile circumstance

Sour sorrow can't be the only feeling

Glad, I have plenty of ups


poem 6

It's okay to feel listless

But we still gotta do a couple thousand things

No time to laurel rest

Even though inertia can intervene

Sleep too many hours

And sometimes be a sloth obscene

Although still more motivated and active than most

This is not an eternal condition, by any means

Just an ebb in the energy

Overall, the dynamic momentum is mighty awe inspiring

It shall be kept that way

The creative powers vested inside shall be fully utilized

It can be easy and tempting to obfuscate life itself

The up and down roller coaster merry go ground

Sloshing hope, regaining hope

Can't be flawless no matter how dearly its longed for

The energy is on a mission

A mission to discover flaws

A problem will be found, guaranteed

Nit picky perfection ruins the edification from all the virtuous doings

Making no accomplishment laudable

As a force inevitably finds the flaws

Money back guaranteed


poem 7

Need that contrast

Need to be king of the world

Need name to be in headlines every day in every paper

Need ravings

Need a background

Need to be Number One

Needa be the best


poem 8

Mistakes in the best

Seek to remedy them

But don't wanna jettison the food with the food disposed

Things would be easier if I was perfect

Man, there would be no turmoil, or that angst thing

It would be all good no stop

I just hope the wet blankets don't home in on the faults

And discredit me because of the faults

When I try in earnest to be right and pure

Yes, things would be easier if I was infallible

Can't we just make me infallible, not just from now on, but retroactively so

Why no?  Things would be so much easier

Heavy tension


poem 9

Relief specific does not mean relief in general

Relief specific is reassuring, but it's just a branch

Relief specific alleviates the anguish just temporary

And the vicious monster attacks again then again

The bruises are swelling, not swell

It always bottles up, but never gets released completely

Morning soul breath frequent, if not always

Perennial bad taste

The point of pursuing relief seems almost pointless since the tension will continue to exist regardless of specific alleviation of ills

At least I know the root of this madness

The crisis is that there is a constant crisis


poem 10

Hair of luster, hair of shine

Hair sans shampoo and conditioner

Hair with natural oil, hair of robust condition

Exuberant hair, (and ya'll know hair is dead)

Props to nature

All one needs is a brush

The shampoo is superfluous

The hair that self conditions, conditions best

Renouncing the hair artificial chemicals is wise

According to the sage which is nature's law

This hair is not harried, it's splendid

Glad, this way was stumbled upon

Virtuous!

It is liked.

It seems so good

It seems right

Hair shines like the sun

The only hair color that will enter the picture is by the sun's own doing

For this is right

The flair of the hair is fair, fair, fair


poem 11

A place of prominence and prestige

A position of power and influence

I strive to posses someday

Now I'm 22

Maybe when I turn 35, I can run for the office of the President

Or governor sooner

Or mayor

Or County Board Supervisor

I already ran for the county board

The election process is burdensome and anxiety ridden

But once office is assumed, it's a trip, I imagine

Of course it's not one big party, but I imagine it is satisfying

A political position is a dream

To the top position, brass

Governing the affairs of humanity is romantic

Pulses of grand pulse

Can I somehow posses this role and all its benefits

Without the necessary gregarious mien

I can do the speech thing

Debate for hours in the senate chamber

Let me lead the nation into success

A great joy of the jubilant kind

Will be the hour went I get to appoint the cabinet heads

The loyal friends will be rewarded immensely

And this nation will have the best cabinet

Better than could ever be imagined

And there will be no more term limits

As the nation will override that via a constitutional amendment

So I can be in office till I die

I will be the highest official in the land of America

This will be a wonderful era

Every citizen but 300 or 400 will be cheerful that I am the pres

Best of all my name will live on

I will be the foremost subject of mention in all the time capsules

And things will rock during my time in office

Frequent visitors will be Jello Biafra, Ralph Nader

My comrades who were willing to see my beauty while the fools scoffed

I'm gonna rule the world


poem 12

There is a constant

A constant condition of this existence

The condition of angst

All the catharsis methods are tried to eradicate the bewildering angst

To no avail

The angst monster ruins joy

It decimates, it obliterates satisfaction

This kid will always have that angst brewing

A series of poems discussing the angst dilemma

The monster's actions are sad

The longing for peace and serenity is a lifetime dream

Though not unqualified peace and serenity

Peace and serenity coupled with tenacious determination, ambitious drive

And those chemicals are to blame for this condition

Glad, my temple of splendor remains unpolluted

As if the angst would wash away so artificially.

The world's anger and turmoil is sad

The anger gets in you, after a shafting occurrence

Anger beats angst some of the time

So fragile

So beaten

Though the strength triumphs

Not knocked down

Continuing to fight

The battle is a struggle, non stop

The day of prominence and acclaim is the quest

The day of full fledged edification emanating from the altruistic deeds

To breathe in peace

To do all the great things without an ounce of angst

Or is it angst is an aspect of living

Angst free means not living?

I wouldn't necessary know 

I am only me and not the others

Still vying to rise to the top

Get awards, many many

Accomplishment, achievement, accolades

acc syncopation

A realized dream

Hope every dream dreamt is actualized

That's the way to be

Ultimately the good must overweigh the bad

And yes, Psychologists, I have expectations

Very high expectations too

I demand the good

Because it is achievable

Humans deserve the best

All the bad things will be erased and vanished

Left lingering will only be the wonderful

It's gonna hurt some maybe a lot maybe constant

Till the day of the championship

The day of the victory

The day of fulfillment


poem 13

If the critics lament "all the poems seem to get redundant"

And steam is evaporating rapidly

The poems will still be produced

When depressing news is predominant, overwhelming

A sigh is necessary to counteract the disastrous affects of a cruel society not caring enough

Any output is better than no output

Burnout will be overcome at all costs

The passion will rekindle any fire that starts to go kaput

If the same themes are there and here and there and here

So what

The catharsis is beautiful, there is great meaning

The poems are dug by the composer if none else

After the initial altered states fade

Raw passion takes over

Raw passion is what sustains

Sadly for them, few enough experience the initial altered states

Then fewer will trudge on when the natural high has worn off

The time of the arousing glories being worn off is the time where tenacity and drive and ambition all come into play

It's when character is built and determined more

It is desired that the outpouring continue perpetually

This vector is too fabulous to leave

short vacations maybe

After the high fades

Another kind of sparkle sparkles

A salient objective is the yearning to be prolific

The prolific touch is edifying

Tapping on the keyboard to produce words of grand is goodness for the soul

Thus it cannot be abandoned

The soul needs, and craves the output

How wondrously therapeutic is this outlet which produces output

This is splendid, much so

This is an actualizing solution to one's problems

Sometimes the world is a vice world

People don't hear the words of explanation

The refuge of the poem is vital then

For the poem is the ticket to master the handling of anguish


poem 14

To delight a beautiful female, that's rad

To kiss to wow, to embrace with fullest warmth and passion

To please her, the gorgeous, groovy lover of mine

She that chooses me is wise

For there is benefit and reward maximum

And I hope to intrigue

She, whoever, will receive a tender touch

A devoted fella

Original and novel, of course

Very romantic in all the nuances of the word

A fella to satisfy her sensual cravings

She will ecstatic and jubilant

About her choice of a lover

Long quality sessions of making out in the summer meadow

She will be stimulated and shining with the bliss of ecstasy

And we'll be strong, strong so needless guilt need not spoil our plans of lovemaking

And our inhibitions will be few

The only really being the desire to maintain the virgin status

Otherwise, we'll be wild

Obtaining lovely pleasure

We'll pet and otherwise gratify each other

Fulfilling an essential need of the body

Sweet and enjoyable

And she won't grow weary of my idiosyncrasies
And she will be hooked on all my qualities

She will adore me to the extreme

She won't ever want me to go

She'll dream about me round the clock

It will be wonderful

Great also


poem 15

Is it sad

That a battle is so desperately longed for

Battles are rather conformable to certain existences

Getting the angst off the chest, you could say

Next battle, please

For the battles are catharsis

Especially when won

Exerting self assertion is a prize

Actualization is power

Some say life itself is a battle

That is their metaphor

To some of the population, the metaphor is a perfect description of reality

Better to fight evil

Than fight thyself

It's good to be tougher than the multitudes

Who try to slay

They would surely be squashed to a pulp

If and when they enter that arena

That has grown to be so commonplace now

Vent on those who oppose the right and you

Stay tough for the battles

Giving in is oh easy and tempting

Don't do it

Adversity is the mark of greatness

They, society caused all this built up angst

Get inspired by the legions persecuted in history

Like the brave school youngsters of Little Rock in the year 1957

Adversity makes you strong!  (and great)

A positive trip of your power can do the trick

Look at your friend and her newfound assertion

Let that be inspiration for you to grow more

Also for strength during the trials, fuse all the nobility of persevering persecuted people throughout all of history into a packet of surging power!

Stay true to thyself

And remember quitting time is no time

Cause the key virtue is perseverance

Keep the will strong


poem 16

Next time I make out

I will try to fend off the forces of guilt

Because there's no reason for guilt

Because complete enjoyment shall reign

Pleasure is deserved

When, if, will it be?

With whom?

Will she have the most gorgeous long hair?

Will she know all my turn ons

And likewise I know all hers?

It shall be wonderful and joyous too

And the deprave forces of guilt won't ruin a second of it


poem 17

Here I come

And release the steam

This is my friend

A therapist yes

It's hard to show all the dynamic sides of existence to anyone person

But you, allow it all

The outlet of the real self

Every wish, every frustration, every sadness, every celebration, every thought, warped or genius

Refreshing

I know when I come here

Catharsis of at least some magnitude is sure to result

I can't always talk to people

They don't always understand

And sometimes I maybe might have relied on them too much 

People can't always relate

But here is awesome comfort

And when people go away permanent

And the social work counselors and psychologists have a certain dogma I just don't accept

You'll be here, you great tablet, left open to release

The state of you is great


poem 18

Ascetic nature

Though indulge in some things

Indulge within parameters

That's the way to indulge

Learn some lessons through asceticism

Moderation sometimes for somethings

The aversions to evils is noticed by observers of many persuasions

A dominant personality quirk, trait, attribute

Attribute sounds the best

The way it's been for awhile

A dynamic that appears to govern

Some would implode from all the pressure and energy 

This one has not yet

It's quite trying

But there is amazing strength when breakdown is averted

And let us hope such said breakdown in never coming

Death before compromise seems like an appealing ideal

It's okay to get more moderate, more pragmatic in vectors of political

But these worthwhile convictions in the vector of lifestyle just cannot be jettisoned or compromised 

Truths worth bringing to the grave

It's best to bring something the whole journey

In a word, passion describes

Summoning the courage

To champion the convictions which identify marvel

The soul convictions

Political persuasions will change, and be modified

But there are things which just can't

These things are a rock

The goal is to leave that rock firmly planted inside on the soul till tombstone hour

Must maintain the power of staying true

Can't let them go

No can't

Others perceive obstinacy, dogmatic, absolutism, fanaticism

Evils must be avoided

Something meaningful must always be stood for

Resist the ways of the compromising manys 

For this is not the glory

The principles will be what remains when the bodies are dug up, limp and emaciated from the rubble of a desolate era


poem 19

Person, what would it be like 

If a lover person was say

More hardcore than me

More passionate

Strong, powerful, zealous, devoted

I could find that attractive

It could be grand

Things could be nice

Groovy and fabulous

We would chill in her room

Never having the constant apprehension of my home

She would NEVER tire of my presence

Her appetite for me totally insatiable


poem 20

The dreaded weekend

Odd?

The weekend is beginning to be dreaded

The lack of weekday events is suffering

Monday through Wednesday is the flow

Thursday sometimes full of action though not always, Friday, Saturday and Sunday is the ebb

Breaks and weekends just aren't as stimulating as during the times of business

Sunday there is no mail delivery

Political activities fade after Thursday for sure

The dark of the night is depressing

The weekends are getting depressing

A daytime person here

Rest is mighty fine, but too much is not

The week end is the end of high functions of the buildings

The weekends are getting lonely

The satisfaction of productiveness is immense

That's why the ride stopping is not preferable

It's doesn't seem as if many a folk are in the same camp as I

Unique?

Busy action is craved

Am I sane?

Around the house seems too relaxing

Need out

Need the passionate toil of organizational glory

Sleeping too damn much

Getting sluggish from all the sleep

I don't like the dwindling to dormant productivity

Need the fresh air

The claustrophobic loneliness

Getting sick too

Crave a meeting, yes, you read right

Crave a meeting, the good type

The dark house

The bedroom lacks lighting

The sole source of light is a small lamp

Rather insufficient

Don't like this state I'm getting into

Need the power to resist the shackles of oversleep

I remember the days when the toil wasn't so diffused

A clawing to be ultra productive

A clawing to hang long hours with groovy people

After 5 in the winter, the season I dislike, it's all dark in the bedroom

Must squint to read great books

A dungeon of darkness when the sun sets, I've frequently roomed in a dungeon

Better days of worth accomplishment will exist

Suffocating now on the lack of productivity and continuous flow

Progressing into a state I don't like

Granted metabolism can disable desire to stay awake

Need to not sleep so much

Feel kinda trapped almost

Stimulation always lurks around the corner

It's the might that conquers the drab

And although Saturday was a WEAK day

Sunday was stimulating and motivating!


poem 21

Looking at all these poems

Most aren't the most upbeat

And the flavor of the poems mustn't uplift spirits

People have moods

I'm sorry these poems aren't that most cheery

Too much gloom and despair, I know, I know

Yes, a negative slump

The bleakness probably overwhelms you the reader

Maybe the next volume will be sunshine

That's to be expected from a bipolar condition

Maybe the crap feelings will vanish away

The days linger too long

Hoping it was the next day

Tomorrow is the mantra

Some reason wanting to escape today

Must always let the feelings out

Can't let them stay inside and destroy

The misery overtakes too much now

And the indignation will be used for purposes of justice


poem 22

Just how many poems will be cranked out

When this existence ceases to exist

If now was the ceasing time

There would be a prodigious amount

And I asked a dear friend to keep the work alive

Nice to get that off my chest

If the time of death is now

The outlet would be mighty

But I still go

I hope the oversights aren't too nasty

I hope I've done not wrong in my mistakes

To undermine the integrity of the art

This poem writer is still writing

64 volumes now

I hope the impurities are minute

And the pure passion reigns fully

That is the hope

These words are mine

I hope it remains untainted


poem 23

King's Speech (listening to it) pumped energetic blood into my veins

It helped relieve the blue despondence

The great speech livened me up

And altered my perspective

How can it not pump you up

To do the right thing

To struggle in the right fight

Glad I could get the zapped juice of the batteries going long enough so the cd player could play a majority of the speech

It helped me get through a bout

I love the righteous power of that speech

The high of noble right


poem 24

Fresh air helped

Exercise helped

Let us hope

The minor sickness will leave shortly

Through all the years

The exertion hopefully has built the resistance strong

I remember when the nasty virus struck me

Then after a while, it left

Then another caught it

And the other had a considerably more drastic reaction

Maybe all this strenuous exertion is paying off

Soon, let's hope the minor sickness is gone completely

Soon, top health will be again

I haven't been one to let sickness stop me from doing everything

Sleep a bit more yes, but not do a 180 of routine


poem 25

Dehydrated some

Word of mouth

Dry mouth, no cotton mouth

Jejune, no appealing aspects sometimes

Not self biographical

Just words sounding good

Just stream of consciousness

Outside stimuli

Sleep after a big meal

Random jams

Jelly jam

Could it better, could it be not

Making not sense or money

Cents or sense

Just words

Not too literal

A poem is a poem 

And a poem is a poem

What do you think?

Do you think?

A good place to end the poem


xxaabwxxaa

Lotta thoughts in lately days

Have been her

Digging her

When she's available

I am pondering asking this groovy cat out for a date

Patient is she, she can even love the folks others are too impatient to find virtue in

This is a ode to her

I wonder if she has ever gotten an ode like this

I don't wanna muck things up

I don't want everything to become romantic love

For when it does, it may trouble the notion of roles

I want things to be as pure as possible

Though I like this awesome woman

Would asking her out ruin things?

Is she even available?

I can be too much into digging women

Does my longing for female companionship make things sour?

Otherwise......

One can be amazed at her resilience

Her love for a child, her maturity, her innocence and ability to rejoice in fun 

She's on my cool list

She deserves more breaks than the others anyhow, always

Because she faces greater responsibilities and she faces them strong, she's great

And I could hug her long 

Words and passion wasted on fundamentalist Christian Women and Mushroom using woman, and this wonderful woman, subject of the current poem, deserves some of it

The ungrateful sapped me, making it more difficult to drench the more worthy with the flowing of flattering graceful eloquence

She deserves to be granted extra patience for she has experienced a trying circumstance, and she emerged still strong, loving, and vibrant, and joyous, optimistic, fun....

And as I get to know her

I seek to see all the layers revealed

All the sides turned

Anyone who goes through what she did is tough

There's strength inside her

She won the battle, she did

There's more than what I have seen or usually see

And seeing it all, will be all the more delightful

Let her shine on me!

She's not judgmental, she's candid, She's hip and with it

Is Down to earth, and is eager to listen

Sympathetic, virtuous, appreciative and is a rad person

Everyone thinks she's the sweetest

And there's more yet to her nature

Ever since the day of our get together on the most quintessentially controversial subject

I went wow, I realized she is really great to talk to

And since our wonderful talk then, realized that I really craved her companionship

Swell she


poem 27

When you have long hair

Many folks are liable to brand you as a misfit

You'll be denied jobs

Well, when I'm the president of the U.S.A.

The people rubbing long haired folks raw

Won't be permitted to do that anymore

Because long hair will be treasured

Natural law will be our nation's law firm

This will be the first presidency

Where long hair is not deviant

Where long hair is the way to be

The gospel of nature's law shall be this nation's battle cry

Those with the longest hair

Will receive badges of loyalty to nature's law

Long hair will be rewarded

All the straight laced foolish thinkers

Will be altered

To an apperception of long hair

The longer the better

Nature's sin is to cut the hair

It is indeed backwards to laud sin!

The manufacture of shampoo and conditioner will be bad news

The vendors of shampoo and conditioner will be frowned upon, that's for sure

Grimaces towards the kind who look down at nature's way for hair, which is long, really long

The time for long hairs to be appreciated has dawned

Won't all the employees who refused to hire otherwise qualified candidates with long hair, you are gonna be the fools of society!

For this was wrong

You were very wrong to judge a person negatively by their hair

Your day has come to face your wrong decisions

I bet these employers felt mighty smug when they ostensibly rejected qualified long hair people 

Well, now they must answer

At any rate, I'm sure their company loss out majorly when the long hair person got hired by a more open minded intelligent employee and excelled in a major way

Keep that beautiful long hair flowing

And if someone looks at you like you are a bum

Well, they're wrong

Long hair will be praised in parades and such

When I am president

Parades for nature's law

How about that!!!!

Poem 28

I DISAGREE WITH YOUR IDEAL THAT ALL IS JUST A FIGMENT OF OUR MINDS

I Think

Capital Letters to loud yell

I love my voice expressed on every street corner

The therapy of the poems groovy, groovy

