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It was cool to talk and ramble some and philosophize and listen

Though I wonder did I listen enough

I hope I wasn't projecting dullness

Damn, she posses charms which are dear as qualities to I

Wishing the impression I left made her impressed

Question is how much does she like me?

Should I be questioning myself now, the motives and feelings, actions done right or not

I am gravitating towards her some

That I do know some

I wonder what should be the mode of progression

I crave the bond and she now is somewhat a bet

I dig it, folks that she seems to really love to be in the audience during the times I perform, that is a sure ticket to my liking

Maybe, I still have some fab poems left in the my mind's poem cranking mechanism for her

And if she really gravitates my way

Then I couldn't try to muster the pizzazz to compose poems 

already numbered past infinity for this woman

A natural living soul

Thrilled she is fond of the intellectual oratory productions

That's terrific

Thanks great goodness there is a profound soul who gives props to the passionate passion

I did not wanna go when I hadda end the conversation

But I hadda

I desire more conversations, in person preferably

Even more desirable would be her initiation of such

Initiation the stepping stone to beautiful mutuality

Can't stop

Drive inside influencing

Poetry is on top of the list of things to do

Cannot rest easy if insufficient creation 

The goal is to be perpetually prolific

To satisfy the heart craving

To satiate the inner demand for production

Becoming an instinctual reflex

For all the ailments and pestilence, there is an answer

Before us

And I know others are astonished with the copious output

It does not ease me

More and more and some more and some more yet

It must be a constant flux

All the vehicles to ride full throttle

Entirely posed to produce expressive statements

Rewards are writing in print

Name mentioned in a prodigious number of literature

The work are deemed masterpieces by every member of the masses

That's my kind of day

It is imbedded in my mainframe

Create, continue the outpouring of keen keen stuff

That's my way

To improve thyself for justice

I go

It is magnificent to change for justice

To alter one's behavior to better the world by bettering thyself

To refine the word usage and action to something better

Growth is vital

As long as it doesn't overwhelm

It is very nice to purify the being

I get optimistic when it's improving for liberation

I won't view this effort as a drag

This effort shall be deemed superb

The liberation demands it

hair some is going away

don't go away hair

I have no stake in the fate of the protein follicles any longer

Yet I feel attached still

Downer I get blue contemplating

Maybe those rascal psychologists like not the romantic life

Because there is sorrow times, dark bouts

Romantic means attachment

Attachment becomes the blues

Still, there is something much I like about the romantic life

To feel passionate about everything perhaps isn't healthy the psychologist way

I never wanna see the hair go

I love for it to grow and grow

so there is Rapunzel

I also earnestly hope

That she with the jet black hair

Never puts scissors to hair

The beautiful hair of all really has gotta be preserved

Abolish all sheers

There is something I entirely dig about long breathtaking hair

Why, I am a romanticist

Psychologist would vilify me for being so attached

Why yes, folks, I am surely a romanticist, you know

Fondness of fine hair

Hair my own head would never grow

My own head gets way too curly

Fabulous hair, I am attached too, 

Not much significance the sophisticated say the hair should get

I cannot give up my abiding veneration of longest hair

Hair like smooth synthetic silk

the very dark shade hair

Please never trim the length

I fully admire the healthy hair

In Spring bloom in autumn, summer, winter and spring

Hair romanticists adore

I decided that I must do the same

I must keep the hair a growing

Not as beautiful as theirs

A new conviction, ratified by the natural way demands it

If I seek to adore never-ending hair

I must make my head's hair never-ending

And now an observer has observed how healthy this unshampooed unconditioned hair for 2 months is

Hair was made to grow

Now I follow this Tao

The body grows hair for a reason

I love their hair long

So I shall return and stay in the camp of long hair

Long hair on the head of females will dazzle me

Hair grown long is my kind of song

I am attached to hair in the romantic type of life way

I rave about this hair sported

Pristine hair is the hair I am now growing

The bubbling spring of nature will endow me with divine luster

I think beautiful long hair of females will continue to allure me

I hope she with the flowing breathtaking black hair will grow her hair continuously to eternity

It seems as if everyone eventually cuts beautiful hair sooner or later

Granted some will brand me petty for lamenting about the saga of cut hair

Mrs. with the jet black is one of remaining few with gorgeously healthy long hair

She knows the beauty of following nature and letting that hair grow

Please Mrs. with the jet black, never cut that splendid hair, you are one of the few left

Options open 

I am hoping some will be enchanted by my soul and persona

It would be cool to make out 

Cool indeed

Is it wise to desire an end to single

Affectionate doings is craved, no doubt

There are advantages and disadvantages in many things

Maybe now I can just let things happen

I should not vilify myself

I am quality, so maybe they should seek me out

When will the grooviest pretty perceptive women come out of the woodwork and pursue I?

If it happens or not, I should be content all the same

Advantages and disadvantages

There's a big part of me which really craves the opposite sex

Advantages and disadvantages, my dear

And when she comes if she comes she will understand me and never leave me

-------------------------------------------------------------------

Glazed eyes

Intoxicated by Utopian reveries

Not a streak of pragmatism, not one single streak at all

This is a youthful indiscretion

The Left wing communists religiously recite dogma

They spout out simplistic answers to dynamic dilemmas

Their brain eats M & M's, Marx and Mao

Damn, why do these radical leftists venerate the evil doers of leftism

Like Stalin, Lenin, Trotsky, Mao, Castro

Something tells me some critical thinking is gone

Sure, capitalism is flawed alright

But is a Communist regime the answer?

I am thankful, somehow idealistic romance did not overtake my cranium

Your brotherhood and sisterhood is dandy, not a doubt in the world

Just you're too idealistic

And a peacenik cat like myself cannot dig your violent tendencies

Let us learn to embrace at least some eclecticism

Accept the analysis, although insufficient prognosis of Marx, and leave alone the revolutionary demanded violence

I cannot swallow your gospel

The proselytizing just ain't suiting me

The fervor of the dogma ain't doing tricks for my psyche

I'm sorry, I can sometimes say the offer sounds tempting, but today I am not your convert

I must pass up your secular faith religion for now

We cannot justify the bloodshed, resist Machiavellian ethics for they are immoral

I do not see a feasible or too pleasing vision in hand

Your love for fraternity is powerful

I appeal to you to reexamine your dogmatic theology

With such a loving heart of yours, we can build great bridges

Now, just because I do not join your crusade, with sprinklings of pogroms in the past, does not mean your position is completely without validity

For there is definitely something to learn from you

From most all

And hopefully my interactions with thou will be impetus for edification and growth

Quintessential manic depressive paradigm archetype

yeah

indeed

Real serious as of late

Not too many chuckles or guffaws

Cynicism is erecting a barrier of sorts

Expectations for other folks are too high

Sadly, such is the case

Sadly

Asking for not much is often asking for too much

Could the forecasts foretold by Psychologists be true to the book?

Reserved state more frequently

Reservation saves discomfort

Love it

When I get the motivation

To produce bliss and tranquility

Never hysteria

Cause it's all good

Impetus for the inspiring craft, I adore that impetus

Oodles and galore of pages, that's jolly keen

Rhetorical inventions

Aspiration for the novel hall of fame someday down the road

Yup, that's a goal

If that goal is not fully reached

I can nonetheless gratify myself by self reliant means

I can gratify my soul for many score

This is a meaning of joy

Alluring calling of the art

A little bit more peace in the aura

It is my duty to create without end

Creation is a key to my deep satisfaction

Satisfaction that is long not fleeing

Satisfaction to satisfy the higher spirit

It will penetrate every layer of my tissue

Genuine creativity is an earth shattering force of epic ennobling proportions

It is that great 

It feels nice

I do not ever wanna forsake this dazzling stream of soul soothing

relieving the ache of hardened years

It replenishes the devitalized portions of the soul cavity

Yeah!

The savior is thyself

Now, that's real salvation

Decrying the foul

It's bemoaned when they see the moribund light

An afterward before the foreword

When will the madness cease to offend?

Blinded by one conception of wisdom

Blinded blind by misconceptions

Is the folly so many prone to, the way of Tao?

Overcoming the molding forces

Gotta endure, just gotta

Within the test of time

The principles will mold

Not a static life form

But a dynamic and also remarkably defined for years

Some character trait of principles must last long

A lesson or two about expediency is learned

The drive is not relent on the vital

What the vital is, is part of the growing process

The real principles of wisdom are the absolutely unshakeable

The core beliefs that define one's essence

Peripheries will come, go and modify and alter

I still think a genius of utmost strength is mustered by someone

Who discovered a sagacious gem early on, and tenaciously hung on till ever after

Again, a dynamic growth mindset must be maintained

And these principles are not to be compromised, only changed for the better

Because it means they will be long lasting

The astute will actualize and mature and ripen far earlier on than most and far more complete than most

These values will be the rock of security in an insecure world

And a mark of sanity and realness in a similarly unreal phony sell out type of world

Years of living the life of ethics and principles are victories, great victories

More years = greater victories

Yes, indeed is much about longevity

An eclectic spirit determines the noble values, which are walked

Triumph is answering the longing of the soul

And not cracking under the prevalent pervasive pressure

Persevere!  

You see the slogans of this perseverance ethic plastered on posters of inspiration, and guess what folks, the sentiment is right on

The soul knows what is right, follow it as best you can

Scorned the virtues of timelessness

Shunned the brilliant lines of edification

Unfulfilled, who can you trust to never let the convictions of significance never take back seat?

The masses so often do not understand or cannot make the commitment 

That's why the true character is determined by expressing the passion of commitment

By maturing yes, but staying real

Vital "but" there

It is quite the skill to be a dynamic person yet still keep those conviction roots

When you uphold the highest ethical convictions for the duration of long, you are not being robbed

If you want a spine, you must doggedly persist at something valuable

And I want a spine, flexible enough to accommodate some growth

But rigid so the soul don't cave in

I never wanna be a deadened corpse, bound only for the moribund

A conviction less life is a life doomed

And my humble hope is that I have the stamina to endure society's assault on powerful convictions

It's important to learn and at the same time stay real

Stay driven and focus, holders of value

Do not become another statistic, fuel for the fodder file of the corrupted

Hang on to the rightness of your own heart

And I humbly yearn that I have this power

Now, going in the direction that I just about do want the romantic thing

It is a hassle

And the old cliché about being single, the freedom and all, has a ring of truth to it

I've got my things to do 

And these aspirations are most essential

Now, I'm finally getting empowered not to be dragged down by the inadequacy of lacking the romantic element

The passion can be saved for all life wholly

I'm finally evolving where my detachment to a significant other is vanishing, there are indeed enticements about that type of thing

But now I'm more at ease and patient

Posed to live nobly, without the energy draining worries of romantic love

I have a mission for this life

I must remain steadfast in my dedication to it

I have an honor to uphold

This adventure is gonna be grand

The day of many days awaited

Published

In any capacity is jubilee correctly

I don't need profit

Profit demeans the craft

For let us hope I have enough character to disparage profit

To maintain the purity of doing art for art's sake

A life aim has been achieved

When I hold that bound masterpiece in my palm

Bearing the name of author Andrew Bushard

The spirit of accomplishment should exceed the pleasure of the profit motive

This spirit is the ennobling spirit of one's soul

A masterpiece bearing my name, wow

Soon approaching the day of my glory

Even if the only consumer of this book is I

I am published!

Every word, every poem published rocks in rockin way

A copyright, so the folks with malevolent intentions can not defame the artist's struggle

Published day is one of the most special days of life

World out, publish all my words

In your zines, newsletters and more

And this is a call to you book publishers:

Especially in books!

Writing is my soul

Writer is a key attribute of my existence

Merry days are the days of published works

I am enthused and empathetic each time I see my name in print for publishing.

With the advent of computers

The trend is going towards a paperless society

All written communication will be on monitors some day they say

Although perhaps environmentally sound

We cannot allow this

I am a Romanist, yesteryear has some traditions which must be continued

Our world will be degraded if all books vanish and the computer takes over

And it's just not a matter of it being bad for the eyes or not as physically comfortable, there's an issue of romance

Technophiles tell me I'm wrong

I ain't no primitivist, it's just some relics of the past are too romantic and joyously marvelous to ever lose

It is indeed sad to approach a new era, when components of splendor of the old era may soon go extinct, 

Let's think

Technology is not all good

Books have a realness, electronic text lacks

Make book publishing free, expand the use of hemp paper

So trees don't hafta bulldozed down

Then we can publish books non stop

I vow for a time when I can posses a high tech printing press, so all my books can be published again and again some more

Don't get me wrong, I do love my email

Sometimes I verge on addiction

But folks, a genuine letter sent via the post office

Is way better than electronic mail

E mail is quick and easy, it can trivialize communication, too informal, the format is good for some things, but letter writing is a wondrous beautiful thing that should not be forgotten

Letter writing is romantic to the max, ultimate glory of life here

Zest of living is embodied in a soulful letter

The internet is fantastic invention, don't ever doubt that

Stimulating writing is found there galore

Somehow though it's not nearly as satisfying to read a radical newsletter or hard hitting leaflet online as it is to have such in the palms of your hands, in the flesh

I will regret the day with all zines are electronic, and the bountiful marvel of paper leaflets is purely defunct

Hang on to the defining grace of all our eras

I will lament with impassioned vigor when a core essence of our times goes permanently obsolete

This fine legacy cannot be abolished

The heritage of many things great cannot be ushered out

Society needs books, rustling with papers, leaflets distributed on street corners, zines sent in the mail, personal letters delivered by the post office delivery person

It will be a sad day when the post office hasta close up shop

Because our technology has went so extreme the services are no longer needed

Folks, it will be a travesty if one of the greatest institutions of our day obfuscates

We must strive to keep the post office in tact

One of my most favorite things about life is getting mail

And who do we have to thank for this treasure?

The United States Post Office, May they always be going full force

Am emptiness a lack of spark and spunk, intellectual languor will be predominant if the institution of the U.S. Post Office ceases to be

I am greatly misunderstood

Thank you people who understand some chunks of my soul

You are to be repaid for this kind dear favor

The uncritical masses by and large cannot grasp my inner enigmas

Is it because so many absorbed in their jockish crowd dogma bastions of bastards

I do think they would be enriched, if they took the care to look at he or she who is different

Massive stacks of wisdom they will not learn because they must erect a mask and be all fake because, they are scared to be themselves

The candid honesty is egregiously forsaken

All for the banal perk of popular appeal

The Joker with no backbone or moral fiber to sustain the organism is the persona assumed by the cowardly minds who can't stand up for right in the face of turmoil

That boat cannot be rocked because being true to the soul is way too way challenging to uphold

It's ignominiously a bad idea to live life this way

The false gratification will someday peter out

And the only thing left is a pile of rubble

To be a success, sometime, one has gotta say "Fuck the errors of the crowd" for this mindset leads to depravity

Your soul will regret all the times, you failed to support the insightful messenger critiquing society's flawed ways

Your soul will disparage the memories of your so called fun times when you acted like a silly loon and dissed a dissenting voice to all the omnipresent nonsense

Someday, maybe you will realize the cowardice of yourself for not having the guts to defend the odd one out

Have you ever been the one, who can never obtain support for yourself?

It sure the hell sucks to never find a fellow human who will stick to your guns and back you up when a crowd is attacking your integrity

Let us hope these folks admire characters who stay themselves with corrupting in the midst of massive pressures of a backwards crowd to conform to dissatisfactory elements of decadence

And guess what, there is no edification to be found in the crowd which is so content spiting on the vestiges of truth

It's a serious weakness to not stick to one's guns, to lose all one's gun for the sake of ephemeral favored position of the crazed crowd

A key aversion to the crowd way is they are not confronting something vital

These environments are the epitome of sick occurrence

These environments lead to pent up angst in the souls of the distinct, having to combat all the shit

The team up in the jock ass manner

Down with the jock ass manner

It is vile and it produces devolution
The harsh reality of the youth crowds is a thorny issue no doubt

Let us hope that, the brilliant brave souls survive and then thrive with glory, having defeated the force of depravity and inanity

It takes character to oppose the waves of the crowd and stand true for principle and conviction

Popularity is a farce, a veneer of weakness, spoiling the ripe fruits of promise

I don't like these crowds

Phony baloney, people acting like fools

The damn crowd needs a target to shoot the bulls eyes at

Weak folks never ever dare to go against the grain because it might hurt a little

Well, guess what, attaining a greater good requires hurt

Dissing the sophisticated because the crowd is too unenlightened and unaware is a dominant motif going on

It wears thin to always be the one the crowd harasses

Thus sometimes one retreats

Attempting to minimize conflict

Guess what, though

All the wounds are still there, gasping to release the pent up discord, endured for years

The crowd, the horrendous operations thereof, instilled this spite

The damn crowd can't stand those who are different, and that's simply wrong, their moronic ways are crippling humanity's constitution

Faith in the race of human will be much restored when I see someone with enough courage to stand up for the sages, for the real, who are so defined, they didn't give into the crap of the crowd

The crowd is ruled by the mores of the petty breed

Straw people mindsets are walking all over the place

Unwilling to take a stand for anything valuable

C'mon take a stand for something valuable

Your venomous patterns have made life hell for the dissidents of brilliance

When will society okay dissent, and stop obliterating anything that dares to be a bit unique

Band together, pilgrims of right!

C'mon fellow pilgrim of right, sometime, stick up for me!

Fuck off crowd, all this bullshit has been internalized

It's a dire shame, folks rest on the laurels and lack the sparkle to stand by the righteous

Anger towards the crowd way

Cause anger is just recourse

The bottled up distaste

Let us see it, once

The geniuses are backed up despite negative repercussions of a bonehead acting crowd

So the lovers of the just can rejoice

And proclaim tear flowing relief

Cynical that such will occur

Help restore faith in humanity

Wanted:

A vocation with an immense potential to make a difference

Wanted:

An occupation which is noble, requiring many a good deeds

Wanted a profession to feel good about because the profession is helping a hell of a lot more than it is hurting

If one has enough privilege to advance to a favored career, it is only right that one uses the position to endlessly pay back society

Shameful is the case if such does not occur

A coveted career is not good for personal profit

The legitimacy in a cherished profession is the potential to be altruistic and to change the world for the best

The job will be rewarding

The rewards will be the perpetual thanks for being privileged

Privilege used for solely selfish ends is a disservice travesty

The point of privilege is to raise everyone up, not just yourself

Word out now

-------------------------------------------------------------------

Ceaseless storms a brewing

It's not life threatening, of course

Although it is a great nuisance

Can it be gone, be conquered?

Aggravating circumstances

Mitigating relief, ameliorating is only ephemeral

The affliction refuses to exit

The sorrow of brutal angst never relenting

A lifelong trauma.  

An ache resides in the pit of stomach

It will not go away

How much better could things be if the throbbing pulse did not exist?

The fangs sink teeth in and release never

Maybe it is a good thing for it demands that idleness never reigns

Attempting to subdue the agony is the dominant drive

It doesn't feel too nice, to never have long-lasting relief

Battered to a pulp, still keep going in, outside is nothing when inside is endless war

Can’t ever please the force of slander, doubt and maiming

The energy does not allow rest from hammering

Assault is a constant

Vanish this self hate and insecurity, while maintaining the positive productive drive and high standards that don’t rob please.

Glad, glad

Made it to production again

Needa crank with never ceasing drive to achieve any sort of harmony in the soul

The sensations get corked up

It does seem that popping the cork is not often enough done

To toil this way is fruit and virtue

Fruitful and virtuous

Redeeming the soul, that is output

The pluses of this toil are legion and legion

Another invention means lots more joy

Hurray

Edification, sublime

Not appeals to the prurience of visceral wantings

Oh no, not that! Purifying cleansing is what's going on.

You'll get some euphoria, that is for sure

Blissful satisfaction results when you pursue this toil

It won't let you down

It doesn't let me down

It is my retreat of splendor

Ah, magnificence.

I hope the org succeeds

The horizon is crying for its alternative

It could define our culture

An intellectual adventure to experience the life

It has started to grow

Branches go everywhere I urge

A niche to do mighty fine things

There's justice and there's intellectual stimulation

And that's why the ride is so fab

The presence carves itself

Let us hope that society appropriately embraces this sanctifying vision

Ideas that are absolutely marvelous actualized

The masses aren't hopping on quickly right away

I envision that the multitudes will dig it eventually

The struggle of coolness demands pressing on

And that's what will be done

Stamina will sustain, and the relished doings will be offered and offered

The persevering endurance will take the groovy vehicle far

The emancipating voyage is keen

Realness sparkles, shines

The essence of soul is the fuel

Enlightenment is the tricky trick that will be received along the way

All the featured shows, attend, you will be thrilled, fans

The exciting excitement is here, partake, stimulation will grab you

Immerse yourself in the superb opportunities to broaden horizons

The glory is alive, way alive!

Shoulda seen it coming

It has a dire need in a certain cranny

One could almost say, it is logical necessity for the affairs of society today

And let us hope it grows like a beanstalk, never to falter in the wind

Only when all the perspectives are seen in full light, can we begin to experience wisdom

Some bellow with disease "Why give the cranks a soapbox?"

Well, draggin downers, I have a response

The so called cranks can all teach us something

Every persuasion has at least some valid legitimacy which we can learn from

We cannot be afraid of the intellectual dissidents

Some of the truths we hold dear, and some of the truths we take for granted, were one day held by an intellectual dissident

Analyzing and presenting diverse viewpoints is one sure way to grow

This sure beats the box we are trying to undermine because that box is limiting, regressive, and shallow

Constructing a liberating program

So much wondrous on the menu, it sad when folks don't dine

Some thought escaping certain paradigm types would be never-ending liberating

But some say the alternative was confining too

The trick is to break free from all the common junk

With adroit, one must handle the affairs of humanity, and mold a better reality

The altruistic compassion and the actualization was the liberating part

Maybe the mistake was thinking this way would entirely lead to pure edification

Action without philosophy, some consider empty and void

Knee jerk stimulus response to perceived injustices, some say is shallow if the appropriate analysis of social contexts is not given due consideration

Some reacting folks obtain themselves a rut as shallow as the rut they were hoping to emancipate themselves from

It is rather interesting, don't you think, how people can almost unquestionably laud those perhaps reacting to wound within their own self

Maybe it could be said, this is perplexing

There's a problem when these always acting folks give ya a chagrined stare when you discuss the pluses of another side, or even support the idea of discussing another side at all

Righteous, oh too righteous sometimes

Gotta escape this trap of becoming all action and no thought

Think, always think

Man, we have really gotta analyze all the things, even those we hold most dear, perhaps, especially those we hold most dear

Indeed, there is a problem when folks demand obedience unquestionably to even the most noble of ideas

This is why it is vital to have a philosopher in your soul

That's why we need forums of intercourse between a vast slue of ideas

Some diehard dogmatists demonstrate contempt for the virtue of philosophy

Just think, when you start to analyze enough, soon you can consistent patterns, reliable, then you make predictions, and man, is it far out when these predications of prognosis occur

Maybe, it could be said the analysis processes take steps

One way is to question the veracity of the dominant paradigm

Another way is to question the efficacy of the resistance efforts

Another way is to question one's own motives and psychology

I've always strongly admired utter passionate dedication to a cause

The passion should be dynamic, always learning

Yeah, always learning, growing

Fierce resistance to a mighty foe

The beauty is being free

Tis A genuinely good decision to stay free

The hedonist debacles tend to injure

The epicure celebrations stave off wisdom

Asceticism is a reaction against a culture of encompassing hedonism

Let discipline reign, and you will rock

With discipline, you will be certain to flourish

Without, rot, decay from within

Lasting long than so many in this endurance struggle

Humbly hope I can always maintain the power to uphold this cherished conviction

Pressures of external and internal attempt to unsurp you

So glad, I made it this far, untouched by decadence

Every night, ya don't cave into the misery, ya experience another small milestone

Relish, this proclamation of your soulful purity!

I like this style of mine

It's hard, but worth it all the way

I'm a going to keep on fighting 

The prize will redeem one for all the sacrifice of momentarily pleasure along the way

I choose the route of freedom and purity

Supporter of Communism

Hell yeah, communism rocks

I want totalitarianism, because it is so liberating

Democracy and freedom suck anyhow

Let us build a world where we have one leader

And that leader is completely fallible

But we venerate the leader as a god

The leader is wrong

But we're suppose to abide by every policy regardless

Remember the pithy, right on book "Animal Farm" by George Orwell

But latter day Communists are not learning

These communists, today, some neo communists certainly, don't like America

And their idea of a solution is an authoritarian dictatorship

Now folks, I'm not dissin democratic socialism

I'm dissin the egregious system of rule which seems to always result from Communist regimes

Don't revere Trotsky, or Lenin, or Mao or Castro to high heaven

Because they will bring shackles

Remember Stalin was a jerk

Stalin is not someone I would like to piss off

Castro is a iron fisted ruler of bad

When I was younger

I was stringently opposed to the doctrine and practice of communism

Then I listened some more to the advocates of communism

And now I oppose totalitarian communism

Though a well planned socialistic system is alright, as long as enough checks and balances against the government exist

Why do folks wave the flag of communism?

The communism usually has meant encroachment of the most basic liberties

Personally, I like my liberties, thank you

Refer back to my earlier days

When I wore anti communist buttons, wrote anti communist poems

I was inflammatory, and I guess inhumanity provokes strong reaction

If people like the political savvy to be wary of communism, then I say, yes, let's have a communist government where the leftists are not the vanguard of society, but on the bottom of the barrel, so they know what it's like to have dictatorship run amok

To these communist revolutionaries, dictatorship is just fine

Well, I wonder if they would change their view if they were at the brunt of the oppressors

Most of the communist governments are scary

Now, some of the sentiments are worthwhile, let's just temper them a bit in a social democratic system or a progressive type government

Balance is the key

Why is it that some folks with impassioned disgust disparage the capitalist system, yet embrace repressive regimes

That's screwed up

I guess you could say this is a diatribe of sorts against the errors of communist mentality

Alot of the rhetoric spouted seems to be bunky bunk

That's why I have not pledged the Communist pledge

Communism would probably not be too good for America

Mao is mean

Lenin is violence prone

Marx is grungy and prescribes the wrong prescription I think

Castro hasta run the show all the time

A revolution that leads to repression and oppression

Is not revolution for me

On my walls I won't hang portraits of communist revolutionaries

Like Mao, Stalin, Lenin, Trotsky, and Gorbachev

No Lenin shrines for me my friends

Those communists are mean

They are brutal bullies

Pseudo rebellious kids be communists

Authoritarian Communism is not cool

Be wary and be ware of those who propose we serve Communists Masters

Mao is foul, I will not serve him or Trosky or Lenin, or Castro or Ho Chi Minh or Kruschev

I read a book about the Soviet Union of old and did not like what I read

The government was crummy

The vile tendencies of communism frighten me, and dumbfound me because I wonder why anyone would want a Stalin government

America, with its many flaws of injustice and despair and disparity has benefits, ya know

Many benefits Stalinist Russia did not have

Take down the Stalin and Lenin monuments everywhere in your head

And we can start something noble and enriching where justice reigns

Again I shout loud, no communist will rule me, I see the flaws

And communism very often leads to hard totalitarianism and that sucks bad

Stalin made the world a far worse place

So did Mao, Ho Chi Minh and Castro

Where would any average soul like me wanna live in a Communist regime?

Brutality is bad

Not enough people really get it

That communism is romanticized

Somehow these communists always forget the misanthropic doings

Why the hell is this forgotten so often?

I am no Marxist Leninist

Aggressive violence makes me sick

In my young age, I identified and isolated the repulsive component of communism

In all fairness the communists have a lot to teach us.  

And also there’s a lot in there which we must renounce

December 5th, 2000 was a good day

Lotsa stimulating action activities

We held an interesting presentation

And a very sizable crowd attended

That's joy!

It's mirth when toil is rewarded!

A breathe of amazing satisfaction

Reinforcement for the struggling of motivating folks

A triumphant jubilee moment, those are fab

Motivation to keep pressin on in the stimulation revolution

Worked for a good cause, helping to sell consumables

Had some nice talking with a fellow doer of things

Ate lotsa darn good chunky peanut butter on great old bread

Exercised in the cold

Did the student thing

Spoke inspiring rhetoric to uplifting spirits at a rally, gotta love rallies

A damn good day, I must say

A damn good day

Merry bliss galore, yes!

Heartfelt marvel of hard work paying off at least for once

Success achieved, occasion for a celebration

-------------------------------------------------------------------

Craving the opposite gender

Is it wise?

Who, who do I adore?

I ponder and wax stimulated about many

Divided between the pragmatics of it, and my soulful and also more visceral longings

She or she or she?

Being unclaimed I can fantasize about so many

All the pleasures of both more animal instincts and higher functions

Sometimes, the hedonistic thrill of wanting to sensually interact with dozens tempts

Though I could not do such a thing, rationally

It is nice to contemplate the would be novelties of hooking up with various females

In some alternative universe where hedonism is morally praiseworthy

I shall go crazy with them all

But here, I could hook up with only one

If I would hook up at all

When you're stimulated full boar, I got one word: Man!

The cost of reckless hedonistic orgies are too great 

One could hafta face the dangerous dilemma of murdering the unborn

Or infectious diseases

Not pleasant

Dreams of making out, pleasure

I can't decide if it would be best for these dreams to come true

And a further question is with who?

Could I hook up with any number of women?

It could be her or her or her or her

Various attributes and features entice

She with the long long hair who also reminds me of me

Or She with the fighting spirit

Or she with neato perm and niceness

Or any others I can not think of now

Hope the day of stopping the poetry is no day

With that being said, this poem shall be finished

Sleek black hair, long and fine, modified synthetically, although perfect aesthetically
It flows and dances in the wind

Has she hooked up?, things make me wonder

And I have mostly seen one side of this remarkable women, the driven focused, caring, achieving side, which is swell on its own 

And guess you what, there is another side, one of fabulous fun

Dynamic both sides together

Beautiful physically and soulfully

Since my forte isn't fun

I suppose this is why I haven't stimulated the other side

I see a bit of myself in her

Could this be partially why I gravitate in her direction?

I think so

And she's worn a stunning dress

I desire to know what makes her tick some more

And the hair's without flaw, never ever cut I plead

A very kind selfless compassionate person

When her eyes light up with excitement, she emanates grooviness

What fun things, she must do, 

a keen marvelous personality!

It would be and is enjoyable to socialize with her

She would be a rad one to know more

Hmm, has she hooked up?

A reverie, an ode because cool people who are too hard on themselves really deserve these motions

Passions for her

And I imagine I could dig her more yet

If I would be honored with kickin times hangin with this women who I see me in

I hope to uncover the extra side, of play galore, of long telephone talks, of pleasing frolic

And she cares so very much about bettering the world, her spirit is one of compassion

And it does appear that she lacks some of the baser motivations that unfortunately I sometimes exude

When she lets that beautiful hair down, one of the most beautiful crowns of follicles I have ever seen down, I imagine she radiates the most swell good times

Breathtaking hair, absolutely, superb hands, graceful eyes

And she is cool enough not to ruin things by smearing her face with makeup, cause makeup is yuck!

And I like what I see in her

A merry essence shines from within

Determined, vision and self defined, ya don't see that a whole lot

And a slightly hidden attribute of playful exuberance

The mannerisms of joy and fun which she exudes is wonderfully dandy

And folks, when that's added to the driven passionate, man, you got yourselves a cool person

The luscious locks I shall forever adore

Pretty eyes, adorned with splendid eye glass frames

A hidden vibrancy, a subtle glowing light 

I crave more laid back socializing with this superb woman.

Since, we're both so posed to achieve and achieve, always in motion

We would be good for ourselves to get together and have some jolly merry fun

But does someone else love her in a romantic context?  I wonder now.  I am rather curious.  

Has anyone noticed her ways?  I have.
