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An Introduction

One day a boy smiled and felt love and was then shown happiness, or was it the other way around? Did he feel happiness and was shown love? Or maybe he felt that he was really alive because he was happy because he loved and was loved?

A Trinity of insanity & a Trinity of our universe that shows us three-in-one the most important aspect(s) of our realm is to experience through complement so to know this beauty. To strive and fight and die for the concept of art to know your soul, my soul, and our soul, so that to be recorded in the annals of the angels and to be remembered as a saint and martyr of the universe of (hu)man.

Delusions 1-13

Why, then,

O brawling love,

O loving hate,

O anything of nothing first create.

Heavy lightness,

Serious vanity,

Misshapen chaos of well-seeming forms.





—Will Shakespeare 

Delusion 1

Calamity sounds. 

Trust lies sweetly in a phantom of recognition.

Wayward souls & death-house tolls,

lost innocence out of control.

Bastards name the hopes of game, 

leaving nameless faces to place the blame.

Wander still & be happy, ‘cause spring is different than winter, & a corner holds your dream,

& dangles your hope to fall & splinter.

Don’t care & waste space,

but take happiness, love, bliss & beatitude,

& wrap them into soft beds

& lie in luxury.

Pimerreals, bustomens, words that don’t exist.

The print of life that binds you

dried up in the mist.

Faintful accuracy aimed at the good guys of the universe.

Another humorous anecdote disguised as a housewarming mitten.

Delusion 2

now jazz interrupts


with lightening tones 

of happiful dormant voices

sadness becomes washed away

sunbeams bounce to your brain

with lifting decisions of choices

Delusion 3

ah-ba-dop, bop-bop-bop

ba-da-bop, ba-da-ba-ba-bop
the music stops but the song remains

the same beat rhythm of fool’s gold paradise

scooping cherished dandies 

from their wealth fantasize

ah-da-ba, ah-da-ba

ba-ah-da, ba-da-ah

ba-da-ba-da

ba-da-ba-da

ba-da-ba-da

choking notes hold their refrain

the same beat rhythms of old school exercise

Delusion 4

chorus after chorus

the label burns

instinctively wading

through miles & music

trading, cheating

an apple falls down

wandering, wondering

when the rains fall up

perform masterpieces for scavengers

& the money in the cup

becomes wasted thefts

brought shame to

art

wind up

try again

raise voice

& finish this time

Delusion 5

walking through the park

everybody stares

why do they look at me

ah-no inside turns out

& stares back at you

for ever but some are blind to feel the guilt

& in response places blame on the victor

craziness trades off like a solo playing jazz

old time

we

all wonder

I 

won’t stop

you

should not

care what any mother fucking

any body spits nothing don’t

spare attention

just stare back

Delusion 6

I walk through stars

& film the light

& keep the people knowing

the world will never die

we may think life

has no meaning

but life it in it’s self

possess life

& if a doubt

possesses your soul

just don’t forget to know

your star is safe

we all are gone

Fanfare

intermissions come & go

stories left untold

sickening prose make

wondering eyes

question the truth

to know

& to realize

the eve of fanfare

is upon us

Delusion 7

wish a great day & morrow

& after years

no pain nor sorrow

lest shed three tears

& with each minute

of day each worth

then, right then

celebrate your birth

Delusion 8

if a tree is treated as a human

it slowly will transform

into something more resembling

a human

it’s soul emulates the being of the human

a rock grows moss because then he’s alive

we have scientific proof

that blows his existence “out of the water”

who do we think we are?

the makers or giants of the universal scheme 

laughs at the cancers 

feeding from cancers over & again

we shall become natural again

slowly, things must transvolve back to normal

we’re so off base from the world 

& how it has evolved

egos or egoes destroy maniacs

maniacs make other maniacs

other maniacs write poetry 

to revel in their existence

while the ego-maniac strives to be 

more like others

Delusion 9

appreciators of time

our time you borrow

robbing beatific thoughts

& glimpses of tomorrow

deftly defying

grating graciously

offering nonsense

abusive opinions

that continue to poison an idea

until after all who were there

& lied that it was beautiful

Delusion 10

O

great O

written slow

with two t’s

of English

dash slash

label it what you want

as the hand takes over under

mind of praise

not listening to reason

stop thinking

why

all

fuck

never want substance

just persistence

of greatness

again

slash slash slash

stop writing what you think it is

that others want you to write

instead

the beauty within your head

& shed 

the indifference of the fools that judge

Delusion 11

Definition: Don’t make a grown man cry.

Why all the wondering? Why the fuss?

Dream & be happy & accept the difference

in your weakest hour & rejoice

that you still feel.

Wallow in your blanket of existence

& curse the existor

for the game of life

A note – & then a rest.

Delusion 12

in love a stain

live inside rain

to feign

true merit exists inside the soul

crane your head

a brain think instead

but don’t ever think that something exists because you think it so

Delusion 13

Sling it around, & make it speak.

Obfuscate & confuse the weak.

When a word jumps out at you & scares you

to the point of miserance & chaos rules

(your brain prevents (pure thoughts) inspire insanity)

[pause]

wait

syntax

rues

mind

to a full circle

dark, deep, heavy

massive & awesome

like a heart beat

strange & unsure

beating surely?

surely not ——— !

Penetrating

filling your mind’s tank

of nothing to understanding

misery to the fullest

Now, slowly, drifting & waiver

sunder & blossom

Why must darkness invade

beauty

Say it! Say that it’s psychological

& that it’s technical

only because you don’t understand beatitude

O Wonderful Savior Poets, help all the lost souls!!!

A book of belief 

“In our short time here, we should listen to our hearts…Why follow other people’s rules and live to please others? When something enjoyable comes your way, you should enjoy it fully…Why spend your life letting other people manipulate you just to get a name and reputation? Why not let your life be guided by your own heart…”

—Leih Tzu, Part Seven: Yang-chu

Red (Love) 1st of the trinity
A poem about love exists only to convince us that love will, one day, end. Accept LOVE for what it is, to appreciate it for what it always will be, to believe that it conquers all, and to never let it pass you by.

Love Comes Full Circle

one day you will love me

love me like a wind loves a mountain

a rush of elements

mingling senses

against the façade of humanity

when you can take my hand

& move it to insanity

& your pleasure

become uncoupled with

your expectations

my hand becomes yours when I’m not there

but your beautiful soul

still entwined with mine

can guide our hands together

to a climax of a lust

for life

one day you loved me

Wounds

What can I do to hurt you?

I wonder, but cry.

I wait as you wander,

& mourn as you laugh.

Biding time, as gold 

passes from hand to hand 

because your ignorance judges lightly.

All that is left is a 

memory 

ashes 

a residue

You fail to receive 

& make everyone, the party, 

miserable & poor & dumb

The tape is now rewound 

Love purely & make time stand still

You could have had everything


—imagine that for a moment


—everything that you ever wanted & more


—laughing because you were happy


—happy because you were content

But you wanted a second & more

The hands moved slowly, but you made them move faster

& lost, by fractions at a time,



all that was love

& all that was yours





& all that made sense

The tape is rewound again


love purely & make time



stand still 

The Rapture

sometimes suffering goes unnoticed

& weaknesses are hidden

absurdity measures fear in an

overwhelming sense of brilliance

but fear, ignorance, intelligence

are all purposely set out for the taking

to make us more human & that so

we can chastise our inferiors

sadness linger accompanied by unspoken thoughts

to make me more insane

but you lay still

unknowing

unbroken

because I am your savior

but, I still need you, to survive

kiss me

adore me

continue my senses

Steal My Thunder

allowing & forgiving

sharing & honest

our love is exchanged

there is a mystery about us

that we never perceive

normality is a front

there’s a façade that others want

our love still remains

& is set like a rock

while others take leave

feeling & understanding

loving & stealing

desperation’s the key

to make others as me

Scales of a Personal Belief

love, like ten stories against an inch

invades destruction to hide the loneliness

that convinces us that hope is lost

& life is meaningless

love, unbeautified, unclassified & uncommercialized

love, unpopularized, unspecified

like death is pure & justified

leaves us with a feeling, but leaves me

with an emotion that wishes a life

unsatisfied in a perfect solitude

away from surly ideals

to exist in a blissful existence

away from your ideals

to experience “balance”

The Dance

The story goes like this:

The dance started,

the couple smiling, loving, apart from noneother.
Entranced, they fell into each other’s loving gazes

then came the twirl

sarcastic & mocking

the twirl

love became novelty

but luckily they fell

into bed & death smiled

Love’s Rule

love doesn’t come easy

or ready or willing

sometimes it sets high in the air

wondering when you’ll have it

or why love’s not fair

destroys a soul, to wit

to exercise the soul & suffer

to cry one’s self to sleep

only makes a kind heart strong

it’s meant to show another way

but was never meant a foul or wrong

just to show tomorrow’s another day

rest weary & sleep tonight

don’t wonder if it’s wrong or right

& never mistake love for trite

Loved, then Lost

hopes & dreams get washed away

but tomorrow never dies

with promises of new hopes & new dreams

& better, new realities

realities lost of yesteryear

promised but never received

wished for but never given

wide eyes in the winter

& sporting brow in the summer

once & again until that last dust settles to rest

live & experience

so to know better, then best

& follow your soul

it knows you best

Real Medicine

sad love songs that are the scars on my soul

they don’t take away pain

or grant another day

to make things right

but like a heavy rain that erodes a landscape

tears must also fall

I look for a sunny day to erase

the imprint of the insignificant,

but painful tears of my soul

the warm apology, sincere & caring,

that assures me of no more raining days

& no more stormy nights

only the necessary gentle rains

to make a couple grow

but seems miniscule to the warm sunshine

that will make my soul shine bright

To Diane (because it already is)

love can hurt

love can torment

love may turn cold

love may grow old

love, sometimes, seems painful

may walk your heart

but nothing feels better

than when love is just love

a day may pass

when love’s not there

you can knock, you can call

& it may not be fair

wallow in pity

& cry in your bed

conjure up images

that make you go out of your head

but follow your conscience

whether guilty or free

& in the morning you’ll wake up

right next to me

Clouds

when a sky is obscured by clouds of doubt,

& worry’s left to run free

look deep inside a mystery’s tree

to find and feel your soul

heavy rains wash away a memory

the beauty of the night

that made the wrong so right

to wonder who you are

feel my soul and I’ll feel yours

wish your imagination away

& know that your future starts today

yesterday was illusion

yesterday wasn’t real because today is

amazingly, the clouds are gone

Sentenced for Life

what is the pain kneading deep inside of me?

heartbreak? no such thing.

my soul is lonely when you’re away

& only when our souls play,

am I again satisfied

I long to see you, touch you,

taste you, to become one with you

I wait impatiently & count the minutes

on the clock as it laughs at me,

“time is expiring fool, do something”

the wind whispers your name to my soul

to keep me sane while you’re gone

but no thing can impose 

to caress my soul when you’re away 

Illusory Components

happiness is an illusion

for the desperate & lonely

searching for a fix

to ease their pain

sadness is the medicine of hope

whispering beneath the wind

that most do not hear

because of the cries

that drown out the message

love is what people talk of when they’re insecure to live

accepting blind compromise

to live happily ever after

What can you label a feeling or emotion that you can’t quite comprehend?

Do you call it “I don’t know” or “I don’t understand”?

Or do you submerge your SELF to experience the verity of your feelings & emotions?

What’s the difference between a bus and veritable love?

The Search

the guitar will play a sweet tune

but without your voice

it sounds ordinary

love is the same in every sense & situation

but when accompanied by your voice

it becomes real

when blessed with the look of your eyes

it becomes secure

sadness only clings to me when you’re away

& pain chases me through every city

because my soul has refused 

to understand that you’re ordinary

& even though my mind knows that, 

my soul stubbornly persists

& every place I go

it looks for you

& every minute that passes

it waits for you

my soul commands me & I’m wise enough

to listen

to decide

to become one

to allow my heart to break

to be free

to wait for you, whoever you are

just stop hiding

stop pretending

stop lurking around in disguise

take my hand & let our energy flow together

let our souls entwine, bond, and be happy

This Time, Love Left

Wow, what a terrible world.

Dependability is highly overrated.

In others, myself, everything.

Why are others so happy?

Why must the good die young?

Why does nothing really good ever seem to work out for me?

It wouldn’t be so bad if it just happened.

But there always seems to be a sense of irony to all my losses.

Such a great setup.

It’s like being on top of Mt. Everest & then plummeting to the ground at the speed of light. Devastating.

The moment of loss. Again, then again.

(Then, the poet mourned his loss, and the pain that most people experience over a month, he sensed all in one moment, died, was again born, and continued his search for love, life, and happiness.)

Fuurther

Once there was a boy who looked up & smiled


& everything began a dance of harmony

He was writing a song for a star in the sky


& while admiring her beauty, 

fell in love with the universe

Irony leapt instantly off from the cliff

Replaced by happiness, the song became a symphony,

composed in an alien key that only the boy 

& the universe could understand

Contentment became desire

Beauty smiled

Death wept

& adoration became love

The boy inspired all who wanted to understand 

how souls must bond if love’s not to end

how it’s better to laugh last

& to live long

& every other star in the world 

who once inspired a boy to write a song

Questions (Sorry, it was Expected)

Another soul, a lost soul, 

appears one day to comfort, 

but is lost, lost.

Isn’t that something we all have in common?

Lost minds, lost souls, lost ideals?

Is it possible to embrace? Kiss? Feel?

Do you understand or do you just want something?

Do you want to get high or ordinary?

Can 2 souls, lost souls, 

find their way in this world, 

or are they just lost, lost?

They Win

where does your heart grow?

how much love does it need to hurt?

now is the best time to love somebody

tomorrow promises love gone 

or gone love

which in turn inspires grateful thanks 

& immeasurable respect

The Worn Road

we choose the roads we travel

& our companions, for whom the game is played

when the road is rough, we suffer

then we learn

much more than on the yellow brick road 

or with a pot of gold

pain + agony x defeat

I’d rather stay on the road

where my feet stand in my heart

worn, but very loving 

& seasoned for a cause or purpose, 

lost of innocence

so, cry to learn

& laugh to please

& walk away to keep your sanity

The Organist and the Soulcatcher

when a heart breaks

why’s it so hard to mend

when a heart breaks

how does it love again

when you feel like going far, far away

& never want to return

I’m going to fix my broken heart

to hold up this time

why does the heart seem to work harder

than before the damage was done

it seems to work overtime, day & night

it seems to wish & want & will to fight

but most of all, 

why does the heart wait to be broken 

again & again

& why does 

savage sadness scheme 

to bust in

is it part of the game to help you win

or a disastrous angle to send back start again

Life’s Little Lies

soaring, through life as told

lucky, your life’s well rolled

choosing the right road

she’s with you, but not with him

fretting about the downs

don’t bring you ‘round

it’s the highs that get us by

but we, oh, I mean they, or you

ask why & constantly cry

until we die

Kindred

a still figure

away from time & life

lonely & waiting & asleep from all

beneath the mire & beyond the wall

a beautiful body

akin to electric pleasure

sensual feelings & sacred passion

time the illusion just right

a lonely soul

among the stranger kind

flying low & away from home

find your day, the one & only

my long-lost friend

awake your lust desire

let’s find a home & scene

& finally we watch the sun set

Omit

Pop Art is a killer.

Radio: I said that I’d never cry

Even knowing then that it was a lie

A promise more to myself

But now the pain in my brain

Seems to make me insane

I wish that I had a heart of stone

& I wish that I never came home

no broken hearts to mend

no angry words in life & love

I don’t ask for much, never did

Maybe that’s why you’re so unhappy

I don’t know—
The click of the radio turning off that sad, pathetic lovesong echoes a deafening silence. 

Catcher in the Why

why do I wish pain inside my soul?

why do I keep hurt beside my heart?

realities always win

while hopes & wishes are pushed aside

ignored by those who want most

a saint is thanked properly for being a martyr 

when life’s existence seems trivial

my soul is scarred

my soul is bruised & battered

my soul still has wishes

longing to be fulfilled

but continues, even now

to go unnoticed

fun, love, lust, desire, fulfillment

are the perfect complements

of their opposites

it’s the lies that separate them

to make them contrast

it’s truth binds them to create virtue

so that the vice of them are exposed, at last

The Dedication

Desire is as a child viewing his ecstasy through a pane window 

Love is as the agreement the shore has with the sea 

Beauty is as a rainbow after a bad day 

Desire makes sense of a theatrical show 

Love makes the price so that it's never free 

Beauty is your face on a typical spring day 

I love you and always will 

& the pleasures that I feel 

when I'm with you 

I am King of all of the world 

& you're my Queen, first to all, 

and all you possess my heart 

An Exit
never doubting, never caring

never sensing wrong

but death’s frustrations

& life’s flirtations

take to feel for long

& love’s misery sentence

of time of weary travel

to just the day to curse

& wait the kind of love

to brave whole

to make awe

& tempt the fire to see

deathly, deftly, daftly

life becomes a dream

I’d rather clutch to my pathetic dream
than feel a silent scream

Bastogne

not wanting

nor wishing

no hopes or dreams

not any love

or feeling good about feeling bad

so no more passion

no more greed

nor any ownership of lust for life

I’m not falling in love with anything

and that worries my mind to the point

of a bayonet wanting tragedy

and wishing a defeat

no more waiting around here for

someone to take me…

Blue (Life) 2nd of the trinity
Within the contemplation of death is the ultimate will to live. Celebrate LIFE by dreading death. Live by not dying, emotionally, as well as physically.

Sexes

I have a beautiful soul

that’s graceful & high

amazingly, vibes can destroy

wonder’s capacity

love, blissfully, feeds the soul

so that life can be what can be

imagined, but not stopped dreamt

two souls in harmony can

destroy any evil it meets

I can be full of multitude because I complements I

The Universal Address

complicated prose emulates

life & love

& best represents

the soul

in it’s innocent

& Zen form

all bodies in relationships search

life & love

to couple, to divide

the soul

in it’s blissful

& beautiful realm

let all feel in the infiniteness

‘til death do it’s part

break consciousness & social ideals

of love in the heart

feel in your soul 

& take control

so that true life & love can start

Inside the Abyss

A beautiful, mystical figure once sat up 

& said “I love you.”

She said to forget about everyone

& to sound my voice so that all would hear the truth.

The truth of poetry is to forget about everyone – even your self – & to let your voice sound loudly, stubbornly, to drown out every other wanting to share their lies of mortality with the worshipers of ignorance.

A cat crawling on the floor is a lie in itself, but if he is wise enough to recognize the stupidity of human ideals, then he gawks & wonders, also.

Don’t forget. We are only wonderers in a sea of passion.

Absurdinonimy

I will keep repeating these words

until everyone understands that a 

selected-best of-um-what did you say-

Fine. 

I won’t sleep anymore. 

Listless words remind us 

that life is beautiful 

& death is bleak.

Atmospheres, 

influences, 

& mostafistical layences, 

grate mistimums, jah.

If a patient survives…




…but it doesn’t.

The Beautiful People (part one)

image sets consciousness on a

plane of existence

until all become wry

weary of dedication to

a worthless & futile cause

because the masks we wear

hide who we are

but only delude ourselves

to who we want to be

in a perfect world

trying…

our message lies 

in the hands of ego-trippers 

& beasts of magnitude

we comprehend & compromise our immortality

so that our egos 

are also stuffed with

nutritional acceptance

a, b, c, d, e…what’s the use but

to play scrabble with our beautiful minds, 

beautiful people

The Beautiful People (part two)

I respect you enough to forget about you so that my message is carried untainted.

I forget about you so that you can criticize beauty.

I allow you to criticize beauty to show your ugliness to the world.

I watch & listen & digest everything & the only thing you have is a shallowness of evil that shouts, 

“I’m without beauty, & I wish I were like you, but I am a coward, & until I am like you or until I die, I will continue to be without bloodstains & be clean.”

I die so you can live with clean hands.

The Beautiful People (part three)

Shwoom, shwoom, shoom.

We’d better than to fuck off & die.

Fuck authority speaks louder than the words 

that shout extremities 

to demand respect for independence.

Lost it? You wish. 

Labels only add strength 

while they placate the opposing ideals.

Censoring my words only make them louder 

for those who wish to hear the truth.

Some hide messages in their music 

to disguise the realities set in hearts 

of beautiful people, 

but I will stand on a hilltop 

& shout that

I am a lord.

I AM A KING.

I AM A GOD!

Distraction

what makes idleness the one & only sin?

is your idiocy the life you know?

life is like background music

an atmosphere

a stage to set your play

distractions grace our realm & form our existence

to make an individual reality for everyone

an existential dream when connected with distraction

become a subjective reality

objectiveness is a lie, such disbelief,

& makes the population only one

A Rag

new discovery is everything

a copy seems to be worth less in times

but the beauty contained in the original is still there

listen

hear

beauty

don’t judge

but hear beauty 

Paper Bag Poem

When leaves fall down to the ground, 

aren’t we to be reminded of the laughter of ghosts 

& the cries of warriors from autumns ago?

Each leaf that floats to the ground represents, 

like a piece of sand at the shore, 

a birth & rebirth, different, but the same,

that outlasts all woes & weary looks 

from wrong & deceit that we can possibly fathom.
A.M.

a light wind rises up afar

traveling through the rays of the sun

I feel something new

laughter carries across the beach

bouncing through beachcombers

I remember something old

A beautiful soul steps into the light

revealing her self around expectations

I live my life today

Aneurysm

love is what we’re sellin’


so much that it hurts

we’re making movies


& singin’ songs

it’s to make you cry, not really

to make you feel bad inside


& want to cry

a beautiful face says, “I love you”


& nothing’s to do but stare



& feel bad




feel bad





aneurysm

Christmastime in the City

ignorance 

sets in for a season

people pushing & shoving

arguing & fighting for a place in line

an apple waits on a tree

& then is savagely molested by the masses

futility gains a new higher definition

to prove hope is lost & not to know that a paradise

in disguise to represent boring nights & working days

our excuse is that it’s for the children

so that they, too,

can grow up ignorant, also

Pome 1367-245

there’s more to can or may

to open up your eyes to see

to show another way

I cannot tell you what to be

there’s no more reason to look at me

I have nothing more to say

except for what today

some say you’re a fool

don’t feel to stand up for your rights

some say, not cool

don’t get caught up to fight the fights

for along the way you’ll miss the sights

your mind’s like a tool

a catholic rule

Through the Looking Glass

a fantastical  journey in my youth


set 200 years back in time



my world is excited




‘cause of lack of values

dust represents essence


& rustic, the soul



carries a notion




of life & love

lying down, I recognize myself


inside-out & upside-down



but mostly from the outside




looking out


looking out

A Perfect Life

Why does a lie exist? 

Representing a manipulated truth until time tells all

Then the truth disappears; pain replaces satisfaction,

& disassociation suffices to feel

A blanket that can be warm will also asphyxiate a complete system

When a system depends on the threads of comfort 

it all disappears when a skeleton is shown.

Why must a lie exist?

Why must the truth?

Raze the Assassination

I want to drive today

I want to remember yesterday

& I want to live tomorrow

some will tell me that it can’t be done

that we’re stuck in a rut

we don’t know what could have been

no

I could have been a butler

I could have been a lover, living in Paris, so it goes

I am today

I am yesterday

& I am tomorrow

some will tell me that it can’t be done

that we are what we are

& not who we are

A Single Solitary Separation

lie & be happy

truth & be sad

no wonder ever has been ‘prised

to ‘member late the value sad, mad, bad

all rhyme emotionally so

trick to trick for trick with trick

& ‘come ‘fused more than ever

list hope last for never

never know who or what

less why or when

take hold of falacies ‘gain to spin

‘neath the wind, heart that mend

but ‘blivious from that dimension

less to spend

wade thru those waters & still come out dry

how do you do that?

Kerouac’s Vision

I’m wrapped up in my life,

I’m absorbed & mesmerized

I’m praying to a goddess for my demise

Make a century quick so there’s no more swallow 

of false hopes tomorrow

So I’ll graze patiently 

but don’t forget to remind me 

if the time has come

But does anyone really understand 

& does anyone ever want to feel 

just to have someone next to you saying 

“I understand” 

“I feel your grief” 

“I want to be with you” 

That’s the world

Will you walk thru rain, play in snow 

& take the train even though 

it’s not going anywhere?

Just to feel, embrace life in it’s most purest form, 

sharing a world together with another soul 

who wants to share the world 

with another soul

I keep hearing sounds of the past 

haunting images, lost to remember 

that will never know 

what effect was placed on my soul 

yearning & crying out

Unrequited love sacrificed on mine

The more I feel, the stronger I’ll grow 

& the more others will realize 

the sense of pure emotion

Experiencing Time

I’m once again making my journey 

of sometimes forget

Stalled, now cleared, the hounds chase me 

for a promise of a bone

Never hidden, I’m found

Always giving, I’m captured

Thinking differently, I’m tortured

Then killed & released 

or 

escaping

& once again, I’m making my journey

Hostile Takeover

O Lord of Lords

Where ever you may realm

Martyr’d in kingdom

We all cry out

Forsaken lamentations

Long gone unnoticed

Death wakes & gawks, wry & assured

Underwater laughter haunts my senses

Anger invades my shell

Listlessness swarms my spirit

Thoughts leap out of my mind

Sanity seeps in & slowly takes over

[Track One]

a ripped page torn from time

flown from fame

unexpected but required

slowly, the soft trumpet’s fanfare

convinces a relaxed pulse

(sigh)

again, again, again

I see, all over again, the same scene

with different actors

portraying different roles

to a point that sickens

a new beautiful world

exciting & invigorating

crazy

electric

unquestion the savior

to adore the muse

with fey understanding

& complete surrender

lift the feeling to apprise the wonder

to achieve the…what?

America

I am the native

that has stood

fallen & cried

forced to watch the greatest show on earth

watched brought alien evils & gods

buildings built

innocent’s death worshiped

I’ve sat & not complained

but instead, enjoyed the great gig

of life’s illusion in my own backyard

watched a foolish man become wise

to fight foolish men & his lies

so that one day we might remember his cries

ancients, O rest easy

& future, practice patience

what’s going to happen has happened

remain time’s complement

& again experience

Concorde

when a bird flies high above the trees,

looking down at us so gravity bound,

does it feel free?

or does it’s cursive cynicism create clouds that shroud,

the throes of a beautiful soul 

to attain nirvana lest one day become beaten

& is only known by an effete mind

& an ordinary finale

when a bird dies & breathes out it’s last breath,

watching light become night

does it feel free?

does it matter if it’s the bird or me?

An Appeal For Destiny

O lovely desire

Full of emptiness

& void of everything

Lend approach

& keep the demons beyond my wake

Lie & be merciful

To the dreamers

To the wonderers

Gather my tears

& paint my life story

Smother my heart, still beating

Fueled by my soul, by your grace

So, accept thanks,

& hear my praise

& receive my essence to complement

The Procession of Saints, Timothy & Michael (x)

quest the truth

to reside in a lie

move forward, not in a room of dark void

but to rip souls from unwilling patrons

bastards who steal the essence from our love, 

sleeping short deaths 

& accepting their inevitable demise 

as a past or memory

mass genocide one day rains down a wrath & a gift 

to please a beggar’s soul

monumental & gray, 

society’s rule stands high, wavering

deciding the fate of passers-by

& only the beautiful ones can be bold enough to tower 

& stamp out the pale reasoning 

that binds us to this horrific game

The Procession of Saints, Timothy & Michael (y)

What happened?

The game’s over. You lose.

What game?

Exactly. Please join the procession.

What does that mean?
Why are you so confused? This is the place where you are. Is that so hard? Why do you create so much distraction?

I must be dreaming. This can’t be real.
Starting again so soon? Please…join the procession once again old friend. Stop making up life.

the world makes sense like a leader makes peace

—it’s all make-believe

get a life & go directly to idiocy

do not pass nirvana

do not collect enlightenment

The Procession of Saints, Timothy & Michael (z)

Out again so soon?

Rolled doubles.

That’s lucky

All skill.

Exactly. I hope you win.

What’s your angle?

Insanity. That’s a new approach.

does a tree make a noise?

do lies entertain?

is humanity attainable?

quest the lie


to reside in a truth

One Day

waiting in loneliness, want something

a dream or a hope

ablazed in the soul of an innocent

leaving home one day for the city

for the arms of a woman

she’s the one

to give her self all

to understand

if only for a moment

or a night

leaving home always seems lonely

but hope always holds our hands

and destiny will push us along

and the future will wait

Ode to Mr. Jones

I was sitting on an old guitar case

sitting alongside the proverbial route of self-destruction

not to participate, but to observe

to think & remember

skyscapes & green fields

jazz & that old bluegrass revival

the smell of hay & the silence of sky

where a girl catches your eye

she’s Mrs. Jones now

& the wheat & corn grows fine

From San Francisco to New York

traveling west, traveling east

with the sunshine, in loneliness,

wishing to break through the clouds

to make you sing, “everything’s gonna be alright”

on one hand, a mythical being

searching for a soulmate

but the other holds the supporting cast,

molding your life as it is

two lovers gazing into each other’s eyes

an unknown dancer, out of time—out of mind

to tell a story or telling a story,

imaginary or real, there or here

my spirit is everywhere; full of multitude

Hiking Thru

a body, a mind, & a desecrated soul

a feeling of lust

a way of trust

attracting nature

& exposing lies

& a way of mind

to deal with spies

don’t ask to understand

but just to see

see the truth

see your troubles

see my wonders

walk any path & take any turn

& where you’ll end up will be the place you are

right now

reading this

& asking more from the past

Hymn 1

I, O Mystical I,

O greievous sum of soul

Wake reasoning to state desire

& raise the future high

ones to feed…

I want something tonite

A feeling or sensation

Sufficient & alive

May fools, wishing & wanting

Again & again & again

The fastfood men speaks louder than logic

& the TV screams obscenities

over paradise’s lounge ultra

SCREAM! SHOUT! IN ExTASY

LIVE! EXPRESS! & IMPRESS!

Ride down…

& I’ll let it be…

on my back

—so the song played on.

“Love child, love child.”

I Just Can’t Help From Dying (Once Again)
The winds change

& feelings lean

towards love & life & death & keep

where do we live one moment

to the next

& how can we want the solitude

that we fight

questions & poses

seeking answers & solutions

drives us mad

mad like me

& mad like you

as the music plays

& I write

& you read

& we breathe

& they fight

& graze

& die & lie

& ask for right

until nothingless swallows us into the might
Lotus
the beauty splendor

in caste’s desire

dancing souls rain to unsludge the mire

that surround the boundaries

of the point of no return

lifting the doubt, our tyranning minds

train us to use, through our empirical lives

the existence of our beauty

the blissful paradise

in heart’s charity

deafening music to drown out

the silent placitude

of the rationale of humanity

waiting the thought until moments come

to wipe away the beautiful thoughts

the existence of our reality

3X3
wishful, sinful

making a scene

hopeful, beautiful

aching, tired

waking a fiend

loving, there

worrying, listening

so pristine

laughing, mine

A Gregorian Lie
what heeds and what waits for a great occasion

& who lurks in the shadows

wanting & wishing

with demons not yet confronted

social minions will harbour beauty

in disguise of sin

& will stomp on the sanity of simplicity

a new year equals a new person

but only circular patterns yield

circular people

& time will wait for no one

A Ghost in Fashion

she stood against the world

because that’s the way it should have been
she pushed away the world
because they were against her

you wouldn’t talk to me

you wouldn’t listen

& you couldn’t cry

because I was one of them

so, now that you’re strong

& now that you’re wrong

you want someone to hold

someone to care

a feeling to share

& listen to song

as you silently stare

but I’ll have my doubt

within

& want & wish 

& wait & hope

into an eternal, oblivious, surreality

only to chase time to fate

Another Poem of Regret

sinister & hollow

her heart remained

shackled & chained

within the abyss

spinstered & shallowed

hating the world

ignorant & angry

shaking her fist

words became a revolution

the day after death

when she breathed

her first breath

White (Happiness) 3rd of the trinity
Happiness lives about a half block past misery. Loneliness is lost & looking for a home. Careful not to throw trash away that others find and treasure for a lifetime.

Untitled

a fool sits on a deserted island

wishing that he can influence

the masses

but a wise man wishes

to escape the bondage

of society’s lying rule

one in a million, good & bad

brings suffering to the surface

& shows that only

our expectations are

our enemies

a desolate, wandering approach

to what we think is what

we want because the

innocence is destroyed

The Trip Down South

pulse

weave

decisions

craze

the meter is set

& is funky

crazy like a tambourine

a difference of opinion is set

a nominal fee must be charged

am I a fool or a luster

a wall may set you free

by redirecting you to feel another way

a song can make you sing

& dance

& pray

laaaaaaaaaaaaa, laaaaaaaaaaaaaa

still, still travelin’

changin’ the station

won’t they please play something good

There. There. Ah. That’s it. Groove.

Chaos has no definition, only a groove,

& either you feel it or don’t.

The Burning Bush

The weak lay in gallow trenches.

They’re seeking bits of dreams amplified into a grand reality.

The God plunders marrow from oblivious beautiful people & laughs while his subjects continue to breed.

“If you want me to stop, then just die!”

(moving closer)

“Can you point to your ego? That’s because it’s been manufactured. You’ve created a psychosis so that you can cure yourself & be happy. The sooner you realize that…I’ll be gone.”

A Fantasy

Coming through. Coming through.

Excuse me. I have a scribe.

I have something to say.


The sound of traffic.

There’s a really, really great band that you like, & I like them, too.


The sound of romance.

Animals scatter at the sound of a big noise & will freeze at small ones.


The sound of fear.

Interesting.

Stagnant.

Sport.

1.

2.

3…or a half.

A Typical Situation

Sitting on a bench, the breeze through your hair
reminds you of a smell that


reminds you of a place that



reminds you of a breeze

It all comes back to—


The smile


The laughter


The happiness


The comfort


The security

Nothing can take that away from you; not even death 

Institutionalized with the Sane

Tap, tap, tap

What’s that noise?

I don’t know. The drum?

It’s a song. Hear the music? The voices? The words?

How does music sound foreign, 

but depression seem familiar?

Routine. Anger. Graves.

Tap, tap, tap times 7.

Faster & more jubilant.

Lift up a voice & shout!

But, but, but saaaay—


Aren’t you from my world?


Didn’t we go to the same school?


Ah, that’s right, we used to fish together 

& I don’t fish.

Craziness beats unhappiness to par.

Karat of Contentment

ride like the wind, never unsatisfied

feeling like a child, always optimistic

grasp onto a thought or feeling

even as a displeasing thought enters my mind & realizing that I must remove, my soul must destroy

embrace life for what it is

an experience, ideal & universal, most paramount, 

more than ambition, more noble, more satisfying

laugh/smile/laugh/smile/laugh

compare it to:

what? sadness, pain? get real

contrast instead so to find a balance of harmony, 

an experience, so not to resent or regret, to hate or envy

take your happiness in the morning to start the day out right

Ride (but not A ride)

the best place you can be for amusement, 

it can take you far

but for how much will it cost to take you all night, 

all week

seriously considered, among distractions, it can be free, 

but it may cost more, 

depending to whom carries your heart

is it heavy with thought, love, and desire

or as light as the summer breeze that’s yet to come

imagine a carnival ride that you want to ride forever, 

& when you finally get off, 

your head is reeling

and which way’s up 

& which way’s home

it really doesn’t matter 

‘cause tomorrow you’ll be back here, 

the best place you can be

In the Heart of Madness

Lying

Still

Caressing

Feeling

Hoping

Going mad, mad

Whispers in the dark 

& promises in the night

Late visits of fortune & tell

The emotions have been hyped

Desire has been charged

The games begin now with a certain advantage 

lingering in fate’s corner, coaching him

The saying has always been “may the best man win” 

& while ignorance walks around the streets, 

lurking in the alleys & breezeways, infiniteness plays the game by different rules, ancient rules, platonic rules, universal & ideal

Virtue follows natural laws

Vice lusts for the irony in man

Verity is the voice hidden away, not even a whisper, 

hampered by society rules & vegetable laws

The outcome is always the same: 

Two souls holding on to each other, sharing experiences, lusting life or loving life, for if any souls dispair, climb up, out of the heart of madness, look the beast in the eye and defeat, and love, and live, and be happy.

Sensory Input

I feel, breathe in,

& I feel out of sorts

something’s not right

perhaps I’m in the wrong mode 

under a spell of out-of-sync

Should I stop, or wait, 

bide my time so that you can spend yours?

I will, I’m a savior, personally

Forgive me, I know what I do

& I think that you should too

‘cause every time I look at you, 

my words fall short

Help me out if you know what I’m saying

Come with me if you feel like playing

But that’s your game, not mine

It is okay, you’ll see

that your meant for me

Meaning has a way with coupling with fate

Sensory Output

I give, breathe out

I exude loyalty and truth

I want to please

I WILL give you a world

I care

I adore

I worship

I await my goddess

I want to feel you

I need to sense

I hear no other music but your voice

I see no beauty except what you represent

I have missed you—until now

You’re the One

Why did you look at me?

Why did you stay?

Why did you laugh?

Why did you wait & come back?

Why did the world stop for a few hours to allow us to embrace?

Why did fate create obstacles so easy to overcome?

Why did destiny make life so easy for us? So easy to achieve bliss?

Are you the one?

Impossible. You’re my muse, sent to me to make me create beauty in your image.

A Brief History of Time

I’m spiraling out of control until now

Yesterpast teaches


& tomorrow inspires



but now changes

The transition between experience & hope 

where everything beautiful 

is magically happening

Transcendence

a breeze blows through this city

& passes by everyone’s walkway

it brings joy & misfortune

the news is delivered to your freeze-box 

in the sign of a bluejay

the bluejay serves as a messenger, 

free & safe, 

to leave unharmed

turn on & switch off

log in & tune out

computers gripping by the eyes, fingers, & minds

& leave sweet ideas behind

lost innocence, wide eyes

electric high, wet thighs

erotica, terror, grief, freedom

which of these make us wise

perhaps one day I will grow up

Willie Says

the sun brazer

most superior creature of all

exposing your soul

bust still unknown to you

Susan, Janet, et al

Names to know but still recognize

a market trivial pursuit

that lessens the wrong to make wise

I can wish to make 

but fail to succeed
Substance seems overrated

When wants and wishes are simplistic
That’s why you won’t catch me crying over you

‘cause feeling bad about feeling bad

only encouages the blues

in it’s most fabricated form

Awakening Goddess

you are annointed with love 

so that to have the strength to carry on

no sorrows will rule you

no tears can control

the goddesses hold your hands 

so that your dreams can come true 

but first you must choose your dreams 

& wake the night for what she truly is 

insanely might

walk through the arches into the kingdom

The Arts of Endai

the sun that shines so bright

grants the first wish ‘o might

at day & night & hooded slight

but a nearer star of heart

shines through the thickest dark

warm sunshine surrounding 

& parting mire of discontentment

to promise a better time

of loss so left behind

in sadness & sorrow

of past & morrow

& a future to borrow

lifts my heart high into the clouds

of love, life, & happiness

gawking still are the strangers:

wondering, wishing, wanting
a minor part, at least

in a play for the beast

& partake in the feast

An Outroduction

The Poet’s upside is the amount of emotion he can feel at one time. Of course it works out to be a downside because of the complement theory. For the amount of happiness that the Poet can sense in one moment, he is also capable of sensing the same amount of sadness, and because of the Poet’s commitment to everything universal and ideal, he embraces life without hesitation.

The Poet’s downside is the amount of pain he feels at one time. Loss can be devasting because the pain is gathered and experienced instantly, mostly, so the Poet can once again, get back on track, and immediately continue his journey.

The irony here is that a person can always lower his sense of pain, if he can lower his expectations for happiness. The Poet knows this, accepts this, and lives by this until his dying breath. The only thing he knows is his soul and is thus expressed through art.

Creation in art is the psychic unfolding of the personality, which is rooted in the nothing. Its effect is a deepening of the personal dimension of the soul. An artist’s expression is his soul made apparent. Behind every word, the music of his soul is made visible. 
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