
A few thoughts about human nature

Men are dickheads –
or buddhas perhaps

waiting to awaken instead.

Dust covers human hearts,
yet we also have capacities to learn

& make fresh starts.

Humans have crap in their brains,
yet we also have seeds of greatness

that shouldn't be disdained.

Humans can be seen
in multiple ways:
fools – savants,

heroes – villains,
daredevils – cowards . . .

what use is labeling?

Can we transcend such nonsense
& return to our original simplicity?

Can we transform our consciousness
from a boisterous "I" –

into a more beautiful "we?"

Wan-Sze : (sighing) I feel confused. Is this poem is saying something profound or simply   
                           bullshitting around?
Will : (scratching his nose) Perhaps a bit of both? Humans often contain 
                           contradictions that seem inexplicable.
Nadia : (coughing) Regardless of what the author is saying, there's the question of the 
                           audience. Most poets write for extremely limited audiences, and how many 
                            readers give poems their full attention?
Kasim :        (yawning) . . . Essentially, authors write for themselves. Poetry is simply 
                           mental masturbation and mere wordplay. The only "real" poetry is 
                           silence – all else is noise.
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