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Dabbling

One can dabble here

With thrusts of thoughts

Not yet certified as embraced by the dabbler

Folks, such dabbling, is welcome

Ambivalence with the territory

Fluctuation also

Also supporting opposites

Also hailing something then withdrawing support

Also flip-flopping back and swaying forth

Also

It’s okay and it can be emancipating to articulate polar opposite vantages

One who does such sees clearest

Understandth most

Dig the points

Whether connected by underlying there or not

An aura wisdom flows from each articulation

Each articulation can and may reveal the relevance of clashing sides

Encouraging and encouraged is the pursuit of glory located

Within the dabbler’s articulation

Virtues of everyday needa be extrapolated

To an all-encompassing specter

The creature who is the dabbler of ideas

Does not think the usual way

He does not express the usual

There is mystery in his ways

Dabbling is a journey towards fulfillment

Nuff said

Ya get the gist – right?

Destiny is Achievable
In your own hands lies the opportunity and capacity

To carve your own destiny

We the species of man

Are more powerful when

This astute fact is actualized

Best I feel, man in and of himself

Concentrate all energy into thee
None outward into nebulous abstracts

The lesson I did learn

Through experience was

Ourselves are the source of creating exuberance

Deeds, deeds

Stimulation is found in the depths of self

You can’t get more heroic than this

I know few things more romantic

Than man carving and chiseling a spectacular destiny

Mankind is a romantic creature

It’s up to you and me to make our journey incredibly exciting

Trust me

Passion produces romantic existence

Life galvanizes our passionate actions galvanize life

This way of life is noble

Always carve and build

The romantic life is all of ours

If we look inside and utilize the raw passion

A Passion Poem

I hope my elegant passion

Isn’t dying out

It a better be a blooming still

Not a ever decreasing to nil

Other aspects important

This important too

The magnificence shall be the passions working in conjunction with each other

Hey – reinforcement stay strong

My soul adores

I cannot really ever abandon my mirth
At least not any day soon

The cool cool rad rad flow

Buoyancy, brilliant ever fresh, flickering intensely

I suppose I am reflecting myself

I am conditioned for it to be a dominant characteristic

For at least quite awhile

How to be an Iconoclast

Contrast to an iconoclast is pleasure

Conviction to an iconoclast is satisfaction

The latter is more just

And less egotistical
The ways of an iconoclast changes things

A looming presence is a force

For a radical reexamination

Novel – Iconoclasm

If you are true to the heart

Iconoclasm is well, very noble

Stand up for ya cause!

Stay real; stay true to principle

If I do this, I have triumphed!

Easy and hard way to win!

Loyalty to ethics, never caving

Pick choose, resist, avec might

Define and refine

So ya are the best iconoclast

Till drastic revolution

Follow the Tao of Iconoclasm

Don’t Stop This

Events of excitement

That makes life

I will bolt out with exuberance

Dig my teeth in, sinking, seeping all tenacious

Elegance and the composite of all romantic actualizers

A vision, a breath

Thrill, fun, joy

Enormous motivation

Don’t stop this!

Yeah don’t stop this!

I love this flow

The true irreplaceable trophy is the justice of ambitious passion

I will dig all supporters

Also fellow travelers
Don’t stop this!

One is not wise to cut off the rush, blood, or the beat of breath

Dig these ways

And don’t stop this!

The drive, man, dig it!

Yo bro gotta adore the groovy momentum

Where are we, people?

If we are not passionate?

Energy, yeah, energy

Energy utilized in vast

Dogged, it’s rad to be!

The Euphoria of Sublimation

To get some of the energy gone

Restless and unsettled

Energy burns the interior at the present moment

Times before it burned more

Now though it does burn

Catharsis is the answer and joy

Flames come in

Expel them with catharsis
A crazy mess

Overall good and fine and alright

Just some pitfalls, currently

Treadmill wheel, they run

Awaiting microcosm liberation

This is the feeling of the moment

It is captivated here

Did you like it?

Was it therapy for myself?

Did it accomplish?

Rigors of the current plight

Hoping to hang on till that undeniable time

For what this is worth in subduing turmoil

I exalt it

It’s Just…
It’s just a bottle of depravity

Another bad brew commercial

As sister and brother sat dumbfounded

“America culture ain’t sacred”

Could it be the television box?

Could it be our drug it mindset?

If it ails, drug it

“Advanced American Society”

That’s a fucking fluke

A society addicted to ethnocentrism

And we grow up in this vile place

Brain waves flash across the screen zine

The dogma of racism flashes across neuro pathways
Because it is ingrained

It can seem overwhelming

But the soul of mine won’t tolerate the sick in

My soul smashes the sin

(Or at least attempts to with vigorous might)

The audience in the auditorium traded blank stares

Astounded they were

The performed admitted America’s flaws

And ridiculed its imperialistic culture

The single revolutionary in the audience gave him a standing O

Long ago it was decided in my head to shut off American media pestilence

Slowly mercifully, the life in the country gained composure
Twas when the revolutionaries gained control

Brother asked mother, “And why is this fungus infested ideas of a culture so adamant about imposing fascist will?”

“Nature of the beast”

Enuff said

I repudiate what your fascistic society stands for

Amerika

Propaganda media

Serves the establishment and not you

Racism, sexism, classism

Materialistic things

They instill patriotic pride
I am not proud of our imperialistic abyss

Distrustful of the elitists

I struggle in my own way

To resist Amerika’s crises

These crises are perpetuated by the corporate bosses who drive your allegiance to the system

The leaders are not you friends

This Eurocentric mess

I despise, it seems, most everything white rule Amerika stands for

Salvation and truth is not in white rule and not in our Amerkia

Fucks the racists

White Amerika

Fuck that shit

Fuck the racist paradigm an infinite number of ties

White rule has saved no one

Racism haunts and lurks

Oh fuck, I fucking hate the racist germ gloom

Amerika stands so much racist vulgar gutter rubbish

If you listen enough

Soon you’ll realize the radicals know what they are talking about

Damn!  This Amerika is dark and perverse!

I am cursed to be immersed

By white backed oppression

This White Amerika is not glory

It is a troubled hellhole of pestilence

We are fucking gonna banish the evil sick pill of racism

White Amerika, I hate your oppressive ethics!

Real Blahs or Not

Enjoyment moment

Ever get that run down not fatigued just blah

Like everything is unenjoyable
Zigzag unjust fresh
It will change

In a day or so

One is liable to be super stimulated

Just gotta remember the underlying motivations

Is a disdain type rhetoric

The type of rhetoric you want exhibited
It’s real

If the principles demand suffering and a bland sensation

It is worth blessing

Principles are dominant!

I will browbeat this elegance

In my head if need be

Till all that remains is an unstoppable march in the moral stand direction

Rest oh yea rest may be the brain is overworked

Revived, it’s so joyous oh so again

Aversion

Where do you get your protein?

Where do you get your morals?

Where would you get incentive to work hard?

Where do you get your news plus entertainment?

Would everyone just bulldoze everyone else?

From what source do you obtain stimulation?

Why can you not totally dig the ways of the status quo?

Without the formal violent establishment, how are we ever to defend ourselves?

Aren’t we ordained to exploit those unlike ourselves?

Isn’t life 100% depressing?

The major experiment, the major huge colony failed, so ain’t the ideology doomed to fail?

You live in a cave; that’s really gotta suck

Rules are intrinsically good, right?

Are not get togethers very dull and static your natural way?

Deviating from the middle morality can’t ever be good, ever

Mankind is inherently wicked; we really always need protection from aggression

Your nourishment has gotta be revolting disgusting gruel, huh? And you are wrong in your morality

Purpose is only possible in eternity and infinity, not finite existence, right?

That system is theft, hmm?

That other system is theft, hey?

It’s lame to prohibit altering toxins from entering one’s soul – true?

Disobeying codes is backwards, sick and never ever morally justifiable, ever, yes?

The valiant institution is the most murdering institution – that’s correct!

These are the aversions
We, the mainstream will throw piecemeal, platitude, rote, and clichéd questions your way

Sometimes, the intentions are benign

We seek to expand knowledge

Sometimes, the intentions are scorn

We seek to claw

We cannot understand your quirks, your ways

Explain, we may never know how you live

We may never conceptualize your existence

It may never register in your souls, maybe never

The Big Computer

Scientist operates big computer

Input massive

Input complex

Output combinations of input

Not spontaneous generation – sir

Circumstance programs big computer

External factors create mainframe

Computer process input

Then generates output

It’s inescapable
Your volition is remarkably similar

It need not be depressing

But that’s that

It is undefinable

You are not entirely that different

Patch input up correctly

Do not paste a label on the big computing saying “free volition inside”

That would be fraud

Don’t be petrified by the truth

The big computer operates according to programming

And so do you

That’s not necessarily bad, ya know!

One can’t examine it or rationalize it in altogether opposing ways

The conclusion is

Input determines activity and not some magical agents

Way Mine

Ultra groovy and ultra-gorgeous
Ultra wise

By all means

Introduce her to me

Then we will become an item

Living a perpetually rad life together

Ultra-cool and ultra-beautiful
Ultra exuberant

Have that wonder girl go wild for me

Then we will be eternal lovers
The intensity never withering

Make this wish a concrete tangible

Regretted Years

My measly 9 months is pale to

Her 6 years

I was a coward for 3 years

Ignorant for 18

I thought I was cool

Comparing is depressing

I survived most of life off the backs of my brothers

I want time to go so I know the joy of multiple years of self-liberation
She is handsomely cool for her 6 years

I am pale

I am ashamed I was coward

I regret cowardice

Her loving acts of 6 years humbles me

Compared I am small

At least now, I’m free

Lousy Situation

When I asked her for romantic acceptance

She told me she wanted no lover

Later I found this to be untrue

It was me she did not want

For sure, she’s no prissy preppy

Strong!

Am I supposed to fell like trash does?

It could be that I need not a lover
Prettier and spunkier and bright more

As time elapses
It’s way hard to be denied

The beautiful rad, mostly

When one’s never loved

Personality charm

Distinct

If only I could rub my exuberance off

If she kissed me, everything would be all good

Now it’s just most everything

Readers you may ask the reasons why I adore this vibrant beauty
She ain’t rubber

She’s, like…, so much more real than my “supermodel” crush

The important announcement is

I needa girl

Oratory Glory

Oratory glory

Oratory glory

Not the TV

Getting up and using the English language for eloquence

Performance is the way of glory

Programs of live action

Art in action, live action
Rhetoric does rule!

The Greeks knew the glory of rhetoric

Performance speech rules!

To perform before an audience is exhilarating
Art too is exhilarating

These dramatics are an essential mirth passion

Highest sublime

Rhetorical dramatics reign

Me

Monk mediate

Me invent

Me mediate on things

But no mediate like monk mediate

Labor is ugly when not joyous

Loving life is adoring one’s toil

Me create

Me analyze

Me love analyze

Me fond invent

Me galvanized by causes of noble

Me enjoys the gift when opportunities embarked passionately promote full romance

Me is me

Let me be the total me

(All is great then)

Don’t restrict my grace

Life is rad when me steers
Forging a shiny wilderness of nothing other than heart and spirit romance

Me, me being is fused with luscious romanticism, intrinsic
If ya try to hamper me ambition me respond

Let me be

Let me me

Me only me

Me is passion

Me strive for glory

Me genuinely adore noble romantic life

Me hope me makes lotsa difference

Me dig rad endeavors

Me down with narly folk

Me only me

Me will be known

Beam

Ray of light beaming down

That’s what freedom is

No system, just breaths

Dynamic process, isolating

Release from the grips of modernism is enticing
After seceding thyself

Things can be grueling and grievous

Anti-system parts of existence

Are whole grain bread, bona fide nourishment for the souls of ours

Not white bread like that system

Entertaining notions of rebuking the system

Detachment from corruption back to pristine minds

Such would require sacrifice

Bet it would be worth it!

How I Dig Chillin

Chillin

Don’t get me wrong there’s nothing wrong with chillin

There is however more to life

Chillin is a good way to rest

Between one revolutionary activity and the next

I dig to chill

Not 24-7 though

If one chills too much, one becomes a vegetable
Chillin is a lovely aspect of a fulfilling life

It’s not life itself

I will dig your chillin

If you more than chill in all your life

Every waking hour ain’t suitable for chillin alone

Remember: chillin and also revolution, art, philosophy

Deeds

Do Do Do Do

Do Do Do Do

Do Do Do Do

Do Do Do Do

Umm, this is my motivation

My main guise isn’t relaxin
Having fun isn’t number 1

Motion momentum frequent

Moments of non-do don’t do it for me

Achieving accomplishments

I’m into that

In sync with the Tao of action

That is me, my friends

The Tao of inertia

Not the Tao of the inert

I completely understand the underlying theme of my deeds – tis striving

My canvas here is example of motivating factor

Do Do Do Do

In Vain

How many deeds do I wanna do in vain?

Zero?  Right?

Wasting wasting time

Slumbering mind

Perpetually inert

Accomplished nothing

Loitered in the land of foolish tons

Life in vain is no good

I exhausted a prose scheme

This deed of mine is not in vain

I’m mad set against

Practicing a practice that is in vain

Less than a century to exist

I cannot, thus chase the trivial

I prefer action hardcore

A Pensive Thinking Scene

Bored kids chillin on the patio

Their only refreshment was artificial lemonade

No information processed

Trotting trot trotting

Came a pomp and discipline man

Gauging by his garb

One could deduce his prominent stance in the economic community

“Boys, I’m here to teach you about conservatism’s past”

In few cultures, conservatism is healthy

Bored kids found some stimulation

This stimulation is conforming to the reactionary’s way

“Preserve the elitism

Trickle down not”

The boys found meaning in their commonplace conformity

Status quo is elevated as glory flag

The kids nodded

“Hey, Mr. Reactionary

Our culture is made great by you

Your analysis is so good

We need not analyze on our own”

Twas a not marginal error

Grave defeat of the spirit

In our society

The surface is sparkling clean

And grime pervades the soul

That ain’t justice

Alas Saga of a Road Violator

Zoom on the lonely heart

Cruising at law breaking speed

Very excessive speed

This outlaws hats traffic regulations

He’ll go to court and shout rude shit

In the honorable justice’s ear

The justice firmly enforces the traffic laws of the land

Schmoozing and brownnosing aren’t the tickets to reducing the fine of a ticket

One can drive fast

But if one does, one will pay

The justice decided the right sentence of this flagrant lawbreaker

So arrogant to drive away

From the courthouse full throttle

And guess what

He got tickets

Compound tickets for his rotten conduct

Bad bad non-pedestrian
Eventually his vehicle was impounded for life

He was of course deeply sad

He was forced to resort to a non-motorized bicycle as a primary means of transportation
He did not like this much

His law violating days were not over

Oh, they just begun

Since car-less, prominent regulations he could not break

Now, the obscure regulations he had to break

He racked up bicycle felonies
Thinking signaling is for wusses sent him to the pen for a couple years

This happens all the time in up states

This is very typical county law enforcement

Better Than Therapy

What’s this for?

This is for this?

Anger anguish built up

Happiness mirth also pent

Some days unbelievable disgruntling

Confined in a state

Unable to actualize

The day the confinement state ends is a victory

This is a microcosm of dismay

Waxed frustrated

Partially immobile

And this is definitely a watered down version

The circumstance is not desirable

If permanent

Despair will stick like a leech to the heart

After this, which is for this

Feel better

Oh, what a panacea

Pleasure will ensure completely when imposing confinement ceases

Till then

Days are counted

This is for this relieves boiling triggers

The Night Gig

Returning from a half assed school ball

Of the costume sort

My mind ran out of ink

This situation was not great

By grand, epic, or monstrous means

I could feel the fallacy of the wicked gardener’s character

And Cinderella’s despair

An optimal opportunity flashed across my mental screen

The wilderness was abandoned

So I greatly rode the carriage into darkness

My hallowed heart rotted

The remorse of generations swaggered in apparition form

No arrogance was left to attack the bad children

The penned man disagreed with contentment with the person I’ve become

I can’t condemn myself with silly shit

I stumble upon a bard’s broken parchment inscribed with archaic songs

These archaic songs are the last word

Monster Man

The monster man has a good heart

But no emotions

No thoughts

He was self-decimated
He could be the cleverest man on earth

The most original man on earth

The most amazing giant ever been
But the evil electricity is running through his veins

Peace

Peace was nice

I loved peace

It was cool seeing the peace sign balloons flying about

All the flower children couples embracing

The government officials just said no to the neutron, atom bombs
Protest signs waved high

All the marches led to something, man

It was the keenest of times

The militarism was dead
Dead, dead, dead

No generals were menacing their pinochle noses in imperialistic affairs

The anti-nuke, full time protesting woman who’s been so valiantly sitting on the park

Lawn across the white house for many years, went home

I was glad

The draft was out of question

And it was declared never to be reinstated

Peace was omnipotent

Jack and Joe robber barons

Are dead BROKE

No war to keep their pockets padded

They’ll just have to thrive off peaceful equities

Like the rest of us

Sure, profit is much lower

But overall the world is much better

It seemed the whole earth was in sync

The mantra of the love Tao, dominant

Everyone seemed to let out a deep sigh of relief

Simultaneously

It will last forever more

We ain’t ever going back

We all have seen the giant benefits of nuclear cease fire

No more nukes ever again

Relentless pacifist can relax

The conscientious objectors have won

Smiles, smiles, smiles

Ceased anguish

Vegan candlesticks flamed in good company

Exploitation

Modern society demands we live our lives by the exploitation of others

That is just way I choose to break free from this vile

It’s not simple

Peace leads to nirvana

First, distress occurs from emancipating oneself from the shackles
Duress is inevitable in all change

Glory and peace are the ends of these shackles

For me and for my brethren of all stripes and breeds

They Might Be Giants and Reznor Are Right Again

That short exchange

May continue to echo

In my cranium

For ages more days to come

A micro step

To a great thing

The most zealous greeting

I have received

From a particular female

A little awe and celebration

Is in order

Whatever it’s worth

In a tiny delicate sense

That was cool

Wow, at last, not alas

A brief very brief encounter

Consisting only of greetings basically

Importantly

She initiated it

Refreshing miniscule hope

Our paths don’t cross open enough
My yearning is to be blessed

By her initiation of discourse

Man, she prompted me!

Fuck the Paradigm
Someone some force

Please erase the paradigm

Attacking my mind
Societal

I could cry

In society, it’s severe

It does any one of us any good

This is sadness!

(It existing)

This god mother fucking paradigm is the fucking epitome of hate
I know it’s so fucking wrong

I muster much resistance to its attack

Brutal people

The humans of all tones and shades are my brothers and sisters

Fight this shit!

It’s so important that it dies

For us to flourish

We have gotta transcend this divisive worthless judgmental paradigm

Fuck the oppression!

That exploits loving beings

Exploitation of one being is linked to exploitation all beings

All of us different flesh will unite and smash this exploitative oppression

A bastard state of mind will not reign

If we lovers of humanity have got anything to do about it

Emotions are strong

Hate and love are demonstrated best

By one’s capacity to treat his brothers and sisters

Right or wrong

According to just their flesh tone

I wanna love

Fucking this evil paradigm is the height of love

I wanna love

This damaging shit will be discarded as we evolve

Loving all of all flesh is the top glory

Chemicals on the flaming fire!

