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Canon
Samuel Johnson

Introduction:
I have little

Or nothing

To do

Though there is much

I wish to undo.
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 Genesis


I.

To know all is to know nothing

To know that nothing is what we all

Amount to be.

Really...


III.

A wise man once told me;

To desire nothing.

I killed him with a knife.

Though he understood that I did too.


IV.

Do not ask what you can do;

Today.

Do not think of what you will be doing;

Tomorrow.

The past is a dream, to be thought of as;

Yesterday.

But live and act as you will;

In this

Moment.


V. 

All objects are,

Are just

Thoughts.

Constructions,

And words

In our minds.

To be associated

And related with

Other objects.

How tiresome!

 Memento


I.

Infinity, in all its uselessness

Can have meaning;

When one understands that

The human mind is

Limitless

Like an endless pit.

Memories and knowledge

Are simple binary to be

Stored in the hard drive

Of our brains.


II.

With all thoughts come

Association.

With all knowledge comes

Connection.

Though with the exemption

Of one.

Comes "few."

This is understanding.


III.

A wise man once knew

but he was not exactly sure

What it was

he knew.

He would look out the window,

and see heaven and hell

in its manifestations.

But still.

He knew that he was born blind.

As all of us are. 


IV.

The sky is turning dark.

Smoke rises from

a source.

Why must we bicker and fight

about where the smoke

came from?


V.

Do not treat people

like you treat yourself

Treat them better.

Do not treat yourself

as would you other people.

For your closest friend

is in your mind.

Confide in him.

Treat them better.


VI.

I am just a voice.

I have no feeling.

I am just a construction

of words in a sentence.

To portray a thought.

To live on!

So, live on!
Tolerance.


I.

The mask that clouds our understanding

is the very desire

to understand.


II.

This moment

right now.

Where are you?

What are you doing?

The circumstances that

bring us together and make us

fall apart.

Why?

III.

The birds

they sing outside

What lives they must live!

To have to deal with

all of us.

Why do you think

People like to live 

in small groups?


IV.

I will miss these nights

spent

awake

I have never been so awake!

At a time when

The world around me 

sleeps.


V.

We need a drink

We need some drugs

Though what we all really need

is just someone.

To talk to.

To help us clarify what it is we think.

Because the mind

can be so dark

and obscure!

 Manifesto

I.

Once when the world was one

we became better people.

We knew not of

this thing 

we call

vanity.

The knowledge we gain

makes us 

insane.

II.

The bitter inhibitions 

that this flesh can be.

How it holds us back!

What we see is subjective

Reality is what we do not.

How it holds us back!

III.

If we were to join together

who would live

and who would die?

What would happen to all

of our material possessions

What good are they?

The youth will just sell them

for drugs.

IV.

I have lived

so many lives.

My soul may stay the same

but the circumstances change.

And once they do

All I can do is

Say "goodbye"

And move on.

To find another!

V.

The information

We are addicted to!

We must collect

and buy, 

and obtain,
everything! 
The more we own

The more we feel secure

Because once we can say,
with confidence,
“We are safe”
So are the things

We own.

VI.

Why hold grudge against a neighbor?

A fellow human being.

Are you scared or perhaps

we are all scared simultaneously.

Too bad you will not give

To those who are simply asking.

 Objects

I. 

The earth was made

with the stars

And some were set on fire

To become suns.

To become more then just

a natural light.

They were to become the skies

that are portrayed

as images

in a computer 

Sent to our minds.

II.

How dark and mysterious 

the Heavens can be!

If we desire nothing

then let desire take us

From this hell.

III.

A new dawn of dead

Walking amongst the earth

As it spins! As it spins!

These new creatures,

How they live each day alone

In a room

Sleeping. Eating. Fornicating.

Killing the earth

As it spins! As it spins!

IV.

In some other life

I dreamed I was a butterfly

So happy! So free!
And then

You might ask

What happened?

I Died.

V.

First there was everything.

It all happened at once.

But oh, how boring!

Now we must watch

our lives play

Through a television

In our mind.

VI.

Now, there is nothing. No feeling.

No hope. No real kindness, except

The scorn of those who

just want you

To leave.

VII.

Objects at play

Objects at rest

Though none of us

Are really there.

 Dreams

I.

I dreamt I was a dragonfly.

So free! So free!

I dreamt I was a stray cat

I dreamt I was a telemarketer

A worker at a fast food restaurant.

A man in a tuxedo with a cumber bun
Taking your tickets as you walk through

To see a movie.

II.

Nothing sums us up quite as well

As vanity.

Nothing steals our souls and hearts

As well our closest friends.

Lovers! Partners! 

Promiscuity can become so fun

But like all things they carry such burden

And trite.

III.

Wherever you go

Bite your tongue!
Because you may be 
Dreaming.

IV.

Rain, Rain

Don't leave!

Please.

I enjoy sitting in a warm

summer day.

Smoking a cigarette,

Enjoying the rain.

V.

When we all die

Every last human

The moments will still happen

Regardless of who is here

To write it down.

VI.

What my life may be

Though the days fall

like drapes.

Watching a world

That I never prayed to see.

Consuming my mind…
I wish to be there.

VII.

The unification

of all that is good

will be the 

Alliance of

two sides

Into one.

VIII.

A stray cat once told a man

Not to fear

Anything

but himself.

Himself in the moment

was holding a knife

because the cat looked

Tasty to eat.

IX.

Humanity;
Slipping.
Sliding.
Falling.

Away from our hands!

Why not just agree

that we all want to eat

sleep

and look healthy.

X

A dream once told

Of a dreamy way

Far to the edges

of pure galaxy.

Once inside

one saw

the master of all.

The master

saw us

as we see it.
Subsiding, nurturing,

Complacent and 

Humble
Love!

XI

Outside 

I go

To breathe fresh air

from a cigarette

and the night sky.

They are better entertainment

than the people

Inside.

XII

Behind that smile

lay nothing but

A killer.

XIII

To the angels gates

we die

To live 

Or at least tell ourselves

That we will be

Okay.

XIV

Unsure as we are

I stand

Alone.
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