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Opposition to Capitalism

Ah no, I will not step on my brother’s head to profit

The capitalist exploitation has gotta go

Sooner more than better than later

I fear the chaotic warring faction society –

Capitalism’s the culprit and the fault and the blame

The revolutionaries are agreeing

The capitalist system is the abomination of sinister barons

Let’s do away with it

Art’s sold for profit today

Art is almost innately reactionary

I do know profit ain’t the way for true art

Artists, hark this call to detach thyself from capitalist motivations

I’m tired of the unfair wretched conditions, strongholds of oppression

Where is justice, capitalist monger?

Add: A comment not a tangent digression   related

The longer you keep on living the bigger better difference you can make

And that’s what life’s all about

Not the greed, graft, and grim of capitalism

Away with The Oppression

I’m thinking, huh, hard

How to bring down this government capitalist complex

Do away with the villains – swift moves, elegant motives

This outspoken poet is committed to resistance

The ruling regime mandates a rigorous regimen

Propaganda disguised!

Pure lies!

The profit whores are not your friends

Slowly surely shrewdly

The government capitalist complex will topple

Courageously, craftily, ultimately, we will win

Usurping the current victor’s seat

Pondering a society devoid of capitalist motivations

(All the consequent autonomy)

I’m warm inside

This philosopher is responding to the astute philosopher’s rhetoric, statements, message

Yeah, message is the best

Mr. Karl Marx analyzed the crisis

The bourgeois rule was not good enough for Marx

Or me

Thus I oppose deep powerfully

Society’s salvation is not the capitalist plan

It’s our way

Decimation of all virtue, the capitalist agenda, is too ugly, I dissent

Congratulations leftist activists, you have the scarce blooming spirit

The end of capitalism is justice!

A Negative Address to Mr. Bottle

Hello Mr. Bottle

You’re the one I hate

My wrath is for you

My rage is for you

Damn you to hell, you wretched chemical

Anger’s in my veins

I’ve felt you’re hate all too often

Enticing invitations, I do not reply

RSVP – I reject again and once again

Trapped around you

The user’s soul beat to a pulp

Unfortunate it turns out

Reaction against thee, not insignificant

You are an epidemic of delusion

Men made wild brute

Me, heartbroken, appalled

Mr. Mildewed bottle, you’ve disfigured hearts

Hearts succumbing to the superficiality, innate empire ruins, your cause

I’ll never write you an ode

25 reasons to hate you

You—the antithesis to the romantic

My battle plan is to abstain full force

Because I hate you, Mr. Bottle

I am conditioned not to love

For my only emotion around you is ugly

You, not ever, have generated a positive feeling inside me

I repeat

You, not ever, have generated a positive feeling inside me

In the midst of all my turbulence, it seems as if my only stream of consistency

Is my hate for you, Mr. Bottle

Mumia Abu Jamal’s Homecoming

A revolutionary freed

A dream, they freed our hero Mumia

I’ll paint it gloriously for you

A grand parade of sentimental effusion

Mumia’s victory banner raised

He can live a life now

Now now now free Mumia!

Mumia is everything right and important

A tireless truth seeker, he cannot die

Scoundrels want him dead

Encaged, a captive of principle

The evil empire, his nemesis

When’s he released, finally, villains will cringe

Your voice is a sharp ray upward, penetrating straight to the soul

You maneuver the ship

Reject the system

Inspiration gleaned from Mankind’s least desirable plight

His echoes they bury evil rotten society

We love you Mumia

Mumia is a powerful man

Hear him roar like an elegant lion

Demand freedom for the wise

He is the man

He will be triumph

We the people hope

Mumia, a legend, a martyr

With an emancipation agenda

It is vital that he is free

Mumia deserves the vehicle to broadcast the straight truth

They in their infinite oppressive wisdom, denied

An optimist is one who fights

In the desolate world of today

You will win Mumia

Yours is a soul of fire

Mumia’s homecoming will dawn

Celebrate allies!

Rejoice!

The tunnel ending light is yours, brother!

Tears streaming down compassionate cheeks

Tome hailing the liberation day

Heartwarming rhetoric to glorify the martyr

Victory!

The Power of Flesh

Dislike selves

Hopelessness

Society did not listen

Moans pleas cries loud

An escapade of joyless joy

Paraded alien to the turmoil conflicted

Touch flesh warm soul

Acrid flesh withers

Touch flesh show love warm heart

Despondent broken pale flesh

Never touched

He was a kindly boy, sweet

Girls would not touch his flesh

She was a sweet girl, kindly

Demise scattered brains confused prime

Stark projection death captions

Lift the veil the wool

Shine brightly the ole light of salvation

I understand this generation’s pain

Revive soul touch flesh

Life returns eyes danced merry

Shadow like boulder thrust off

Love you love you love you

You touch flesh give life

Abstraction at present moment

Touch flesh liberate salvation

For the desolate boys, it’s gentle girls

For the desolate girls, it’s gentle boys

Touch flesh renew

This is for Mumia!

Everyday

You write truth

You win some

Society wins some

Your unfair captivity has inspired

Now it’s inspired me

What can I do to save you?

To alter your unjust plight?

The old SOB authority screwed you big

If anyone, your framers deserve your rut, certainly not you!

If I was your governor

I’d pardon you in an instant

And grant you infinite restitution

“Reform the system”

Hope my efforts are meaningful not vain

You suffered like most no other

We never suffer (in relative terms)

You shall see freedom ring!

Then you’ll live forever score!

A more just person couldn’t have undergone

A more unjust travesty

Keep the faith, MAJ, you will be free eventually

Oh how my blood burns for the cruel conspirator’s deeds

We hear your message

So your soul has won

I am joining your fight for right

Suddenly one day, you’ll find yourself in the free world again

You will be triumphant, brother

For none of us knows your pain

It’s not fair

You’re too essential

More Struggles

The struggle for justice is paramount in existence

Best cousins, let’s pledge it to be no other way

Passion poetry, rhetoric against the evil

It supersedes the agenda of materialists

If I overlook it, much is lost

Vengeance for the falsely incarcerated

Literal plus metaphoric

Dangling like a recently severed limb

We trudge to fight misanthropy

Miles away march won’t end soon

Society is conditioned a will contrary to our rational morality

Supermen of the society sector

The causes are awaiting our contribution

Life’s a struggle for independence

Once won, pure glory, glory is pure

To decorate museums with Excalibur fellows

Tales of daring

A new more for a new generation

Cleansed into a reformed value set

Ra Ra Ra

We can make a difference

Crew

I love the doing of the struggle

Invigorate, man!

Struck Psychology

Psychology is about what we call happiness

It’s nice to feel warm and fuzzy

Psychology teaches you to be content with shit

I won’t

That aspect makes psychology a flawed dangerous discipline

Happy no matter what, hell no!

Only happy when there’s justice

I bypass happiness

I demand justice!

Better to be a depressed hero than a blissful commoner

sXe power

sXe power

The power of power!

Hail the X y’all

This I salute!

X for all times

I feel the X intensity creeping up my saved spine

My goosebumps rise to the call

I march for X for X for X

Beat beat, Wave the sXe flag

Courage, vitality, excellence, straight edge

I am not playing with fire

Existence is not for that

Existence is an uplifting sXe poem

sXe is a damn good pledge

Brand it on your home!

Thrill my days, old wonder X

Sincere love for old X

A vile Abstraction

Like a bad memory 

Of an abandoned desert and bad plain adjectives

The onslaught drones

A precursor of vegetable consciousness

Society’s worst, it has become

Ah, the filibuster tactic

It will not work on your oppression

Blaring loudly information fraud

Death to the art

Art’s integrity is suffocated

Lie down, men of merit

Spaceship from Purgatory has flown in

The guise – trash entertainment

No enlightenment

A stormy fiery protest of mine

An epidemic ramifications boycott

I’m abstaining from so much evil, world

Producers, engineers, gave life

To the organ of perversity, perverse

Atrocity

Another vehicle for art and science, I propose

Sternly looking down

Falsifying its grip

I have broken the shackles

No petrifying me!

An unheavenly wake

Tortured by the consequence of mediocre

At this wake of society

Cremation sits next to entertainment

FCC Criticism*
We question the ethics and jurisdiction of

The Federal Communications Commission

Steadfast

The light of the world shines with free radio access

Authoritarian regimes stake claim to our speech

A spade is a spade, the FCC is immoral

We the people, the not so wealthy

Demand power of the press

Only an unfair insecure government

Requires permits for the operation of the press

Air this anti FCC jive, FCC

Dreamland – free radio no federal communications commission

I wonder if….

Those who cannot create – censor to silence their eternal inner violence

Let me broadcast my views

Let us

The commoners control and operate the press

We demand to sever Capitalist’s predator’s grips

This is an Anti FCC manifesto

Love the truth

Your concentration of power is not justice

Your stringent discriminatory practice

Of licensing requirements is not right

Elite ownership damns integrity

Executing creativity

My abdomen beats a sophisticated note

A note freedom haters loathe

Us under represented do not fear

The hierarchy unraveling

Only the top domineers do

I see the current state of communications in our country oh so clearly

The FCC is backwards in its approach

America – no!  Did our founding fathers imagine

Encroachments on our liberty to be this severe?

I am a controversial cause I speak

The non candy coated, bona fide truth

The truth, weaseling government officials deplore

Why do this powerful American government workers get so uptight

When some of us what to express our vantage point via radio!

Our vantage point is certainly not theirs!

The FCC censors squelch the voice of dissidents, 

Truthful dissent they fear

Cause it brings evil down

Liberty is our aspiration

Befuddled, the FCC deletes real information

The Internet is our last refuge

The FCC finds your rights offensive

Now, damnit I want to operate a radio

The truth hating opponents rule, so I can’t legitimately

Regulation of the airwaves is something immoral itself

No way around that earnest truth

Justifications for injustice fall flat on their face, excuse the idiom

We propose a system to promote a diversity of perspectives

And a diversity of arts

An alternative to commercial madness plaguing the airwaves

We seek redress for grievances

For the government’s denial of our most basic liberties

Don’t revoke licenses

Revoke the FCC!

Fear not, the end of suppression is the end of the FCC

End it, and finally give the people a voice!

FCC officials discharge yourself

Let people rule the great waves

Everything has the right to the press

Do not infringe a day longer

I know you will, vile agency!

Certainly in your case, regulation is unnecessary

Bureaucrats have the  final say

To who owns the waves

Now that’s a travesty

We oppose your deeds and the deeds of capitalist press owners

A system which is designed to assure their agenda at our expense

We oppose such a system

Imagine the FCC has vanished

Perhaps, they’ve traveled to Mars

(Hopefully they don’t overregulate Martian communication)

Maybe, the entire agency went to Siberia for a simultaneous vacation

Wow, people control the waves….

Gus Hall, you now operate an entire station

Jello Biafra, a station is yours

Mumia Abu Jamal, I present ye a forum to speak elegantly against evil

Ralph Nader, step up to the mike

Harry Browne, a venue to criticize authority is granted unto thee

American Atheists, your forum for freethought has arrived

Tupac Shakur, welcome to unforgiving widespread media coverage

Ed Asner, spread your views all over

Dissidents, use your newfound freedom well

A Misunderstood Art Form

I think I may have underestimated ya street talkers

Rebellious you

Love rebellion, I

In your own way, you oppose

The capitalist the government shit the racist shit

I’ll think I’ll try better to understand y’all

Validity in your works, there is

I even feel solidarity with y’all

Power street poets

Fight the enemy

There’s a lot in your style

To post as virtue

Times past, it flew right past me

The rage, it’s all good

Fuck the enemies

My, you hate evil too!

Revolutions begin the streets

Sorry, I may have judged ye too hastily

I apologize
As time passes, I relate more

Viva the revolution

Keep it real, raw, wild, and rebellious

Rebel against evil, allies!

Beneath

Beyond the slimy filth nested

Between the folds of discouraging flesh

Settles a ghastly beast bent on decimation

To salvation, the world of pen, goes I

I am here, destination liberation

The world of pen

Gnashing of traps

Sadness – more yet

It wasn’t subverted

Energy to be reversed

Energy for progress no energy for destruction

Glued to the befuddled regions of awry

Confusion, huddled, desolate, dreaming

Caring to matter

A beacon gleaming to counteract evil

A lasting foundation in the ultimate scheme

Acts of charity the noblest altruism

Give me more charity to do

I have begun

The searching is not cut and dried

The more charity, the more purified

Redeem the bastard grime slithering

Left, back, right, forth, operating the greatest impurities

Images of stark

Hope counteracts – actions of glory

Chiseling saws not smothered quite yet

Melancholy strikes in types of streaks

Glory for me for man optimized will be achieved

Unconventional

Sitting down at your crossroads

Jumping for joy at your crossroads

Rebuking your immoral ways

YOU are a collective entity

Zoom I shook your graft foundation

Hiss.. I whispered your bile secrets

Crack.. evil unveiled – world saved a bit

Whether you’re educated formally or informally 

Means not a cotton damn wretched darn thing

Be true to the canvas of all abstractions

Situated in an evil society

One who’s constantly negative is good

Scared of villains now

Before the funeral, a significant struggle

Will be waged to help a beautiful cause

Or many a beautiful cause

You forecasted gloom in your role with a smile

This poet forecasted joyous liberty but with a frown of forlorn

Aimed at your substandard society

The art, my mantra

Melancholy events of your world

Resistance is the spark of the fire of love and freedom

No platitudes, just the straight dope

Some, many, aren’t critical enough

Therefore do not notice

Stranded in a bewildering astounding corn patch cynicism fertilizes the mildew

--Contrasted, a cynic is a moral activist struggling for righteousness

You all forgot the ways of peace

Us critics of existence remember fight change 

Critics of perverse values are messiahs

No false patriots, the leaders of society, I address!

In an all too different world, we’d be the optimists

The glowing optimists

Knowing only the positive emotion

Blending into the façade will only parade the façade further

That’s not our conscience

Our conscience fights for total justice

Movements, heart soul inspired

Are done for the grace of courage

Fortitude, superior ethics

Bozos on the top of our dominant paradigm

Know not ethics at all

sXe for all

I do not care if hard-core is ya thing

This is a value you cannot beat

Marijuana won’t beat this tried and true condition

Resisting what’s harmful is the biggest high

Pleasures denied, the pleasure of avoiding provides the profound high

For all who are willing, the sXe is yours

Not loved yet

I dream

A new breath emerges

She she she

Moral solider, this time I use my head not my gut and adore you

To she the intellectual

Here’s a chance my inner self

As little as it may be

I pledge I adore she

The weathered soul of mine

Longs for my mind approved infatuation

When engaged in the unpleasant

My brain drifts to dream of she, you

And I do not know, how to be a lover

You do assert yourself in a noble fight

Reason, the high virtue, says you are the great

A most well put together woman you are

Would I be good enough?

Oh, won’t you free me and be my first?

The romantic thing is so out of reach

SO foreign so very foreign

I am a stranger, a desolate stranger

Very distraught, broken, unsaved

I think I’m handling this right

Playing it cool

She doesn’t even know

It might work, it just might

I wish

I fear

Just wait till I write the great poem

The day you are mine

Actualize my dream

Join my vision

You’re rare

Questions about Our Hero

Why has too few heard about the ramification of a rhetorical geniuses’ captivity?

It’s the ruling elite press, I tell you

They silence him, me ,you

He’s imprisoned, suffering bleakly

Our ideas ignored

Dominant preservation assured

Engine vehicles for a plight of melancholy

And he now serves eon time in brutal conditions

Write an epic and expose the devious plot

Power mongers, elitist interests – shame on them!

Why aren’t his please broadcasted over the airwaves

Until justice reigns

Your media is one world

Our media is another distinct world

Minority opinions are deleted at expense, allowing a sick agenda to reign

Hero, I don’t relate to your horrid conditions per se

Though I see the oppression at every gate

Why do the powers that be imprison an innocent?

Why they themselves are free?

Crosby and Collins said it best in their said true song

This contribution whatever it means

This poem is for you, MAJ

Engine Primer

The beat is a fuel to the fight

In words in deeds, we will fight

We won’t fold, my comrades

The system’s going down

Liberty’s banner will be raised

We admire you the dogged struggling 

The poets, the civilly disobedient will free us

The message, how grand, it is frank, true, candid, earnest

The struggle is alive

I am excited to assist the struggle

A pen, a paper

Our spirits will resist

We are the ones

Who deplore sick society

We will compose, write, protest, demonstrate, revolt

Our dislike for injustice is engaged

Brothers, shackled, we are 

The altruistic, we came to save the world

Fulfillment will be the world’s 

We fight cause we love justice

You will hear the voice of righteousness

The artists, the activists know the thrill of exciting noble life

Rank and file authority’s way, not!

Community Solidarity

Sisters

Brothers

The struggle is waged

Solidarity, solidarity

Sing the anthem of opposition

Bloated powers are strong

Formidable as it is, so are we

I won’t cease the protest

Or will other righteous ones

We rebel productively

Our bellies are filled with fire and rage

The heart guiding us

Our lives are not lead in vain

Seeking, searching to alter the condition

Molding an existence, so fellow man, can lift the dreaded gloom

We are the resisters of oppression

We will no tolerate evil

Sisters

Brothers

Fellows

Join us slicing wicked!

Is it under socialism

(not aggravating communism)

That only the previous oppressors of capitalism are somehow oppressed?

The noble desire

An all consuming desire

Chaffed brains, the anti establishment fire

It’s a long shot baby

Boom--- we could win

Engine burns loving tears

Sentiments attack the cold

We resist the authority

A life to fight

That’s right

Waving the minority flag

Driving the oppressed revolt machine

The workers, the dissidents

Have decided now and forever to stand up

Meet you in a progressive artistic arena

Or we could assemble a protest

Their fabric is corrupt

Our heart is love

The evil can not be glossed over

We refuse to mimic the violence

The cowardice we won’t mirror

The tooth nail sweet convenience sacrifice

Those who have fought micro or macro

Short term or long term, know the brilliance 

Of which I speak

Beats for Justice

A beat, two beats

The system is evil

Whew – that was said with great audacity!

Take a breath, breathe

The organ of man is vile

He who shouts these words is daring

Even if he only shouts these words

Poetry is the vessel that never halts its elegant action

Battles lost

Broad war is a war until dust reformation

Fall back on the verse

Misanthropy lessens, curmudgeons lose their wicked villain edge

The powerful ruling society is my enemy

I’ve said that many times before

In various ways

Through various vehicles

The disgruntled grinding of the anti machine isn’t stopping

My opponent oppressors, you have ruled in vain

As I grow, I grow better equipped to battle the Satan inspired fiends at the top

C’mon friends write a dangerous word dethroning injustice

Civilization is often the most savage institution

Their Loyalists follow along

Their loyalists go down the wrong path, dude

Rigid organized regulations are fodder for the intellect

Much to my dismay

The system is a monster

Not extinct like the dinosaur

Wild as a weed

As tooth sinking as a saber tiger

A threat, a threat of giant to the powers in power

Great beat, sweet beat

Evil governing is decreasing if only a few notches

The dominant paradigm is my reactionary muse

Am reacting with pride and angst now

The establishment has been too long

This anti establishment agent hollers

Gaud

Gaudy ornaments hung

A right a left, you swung

After my tree with vengeance

I rescued

A rat joint, a sassy mother

Soothe it all away

Illogical, nonsensical

Unintelligible pride

Devastate destiny

Slimy rat of hell

Smooth me over with a broom

Wash my chimney

Forget the Collins and the rum

Shake the hand of those you hate

Smell bad sad smell

Cover it up forget it

You left the bad room

Schmuck not, you’re not

You are not a schmuck

No

Abolished humor

Laughed then went to jail

Debtor’s jail

You are a person

Me a person too

Forgive the trespassers against property only

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

