
  
    
      
    
  


  
    BOOK TITLE:


    “WHY I F*CKING HATE POETRY”


    



    AUTHOR:


    KEVIN KLIX


    



    PUBLISHER:


    Klix Artwork Ltd.


    



    GENRE:


    Poetry (2011–2018 Poems)


    



    COPYRIGHT:


    Copyright (c) 2018 by Kevin Klix. All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission from the author. For information about permission to reproduce sections from this book, email to Permissions, Kevin Klix, at kevinklix@yahoo.com.


    



    DESIGNED BY:


    Kevin Klix


    



    DEDICATED TO:


    [unknown]


    



    DOC. WORD COUNT:


    22,000 (+ The Feels)


    



    ISBN:


    (paperback) 978-1-9838414-2-2


    



    AUTHOR’S NOTE:


    No idea why I’m releasing this collection, because most of this is all bad and shouldn’t be read by anyone. But poetry I think showcases substance of some kind within the psyche of the author in question (though that’s friggin’ pretentious of me to say, don’t you reckon?), and for that, if I have any readers out there that give a hoot, it’s out there (and at the lowest bearable price possible). Hope you enjoy.
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    NOVELS


    biflocka
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    NON-FICTION


    stop unreality 


    beautiful nihilism
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    skateboarding


    I will always, always



    skateboard


    because it makes the


    days go by


    smoother... though,


    ironically, I have quit the skateboard


    and all its movements, physical or in the bottom or middle of Thrasher magazines.


    



    I will release the


    tension, see the tension,


    of skaters I once knew.


    I will see them making it and being it,


    and I will see that I am 


    a hack, hacking away at


    beers


    and going into bars,


    into skateparks,


    and crying out:


    “I’m here!”


    all.


    here.


    all!


    



    and she will be there --


    right there,


    by the bleachers


    to kiss me,


    and I will know what


    true love is


    next to my skateboard


    and her.


    



    she is my queen,


    my soul,


    she is my skateboard.


    



    but what about the skaters I knew,


    that watched me,


    and realized in 5 years,


    that they were has-beens,


    just like I realized it,


    and they will see my lips and her lips


    come together


    as I teach her how to properly


    stand and balance


    on top of my previous girlfriend,


    the one that plagues them,


    too.

  


  
    my face


    I look down at the bowl of my sink



    and turn on the faucet.


    



    I splash water on my face;


    it drips down, the beads drop, drop, drop


    splat


    splat


    splat.


    and I see a bit of old, crusty, white toothpaste


    chippings on the side


    from past hygienes sessions


    to improve my face. is that real?


    



    I look up: I’m me.


    



    what is this?


    



    what is my face?


    



    two eyes, a mouth,


    tears in the way...


    what... is... this?


    



    I’m starting to sound like


    Jack Skeleton, like a singsong master,


    like an ugly, withered pumpkin king,


    washed out and thinking


    about my face and its feats and beasts of burden.


    



    and I’m starting to


    look like him too: Jack.


    



    that’s just how it goes.


    



    I cannot do a damn thing about it.


    



    what am I?


    



    a human?


    



    or just a shell of a skeleton?

  


  
    brain


    inside my brain,



    you can’t imagine the terror it brings.


    day-after-day I'm confused


    if this all is real


    or just nothing at all;


    and it


    truly


    frightens me to the point


    of


    a vicious, f*cked panic attack.


    



    sometimes I watch movies, watch pornography,


    write sh*tty poems,


    eat sh*tty kool-aid packets,


    work at a sh*tty


    job,


    pretend that


    I’m a happy person,


    just so other people can feel safe & sound, just so I can escape the mind.


    is that not selfish? or is that fake?


    who knows! I just want to


    sit here


    and vent, and sit here and


    find God,


    and find my soul and


    find ways to finally


    go to sleep and wake


    up with a smile on,


    so I don’t have to


    sigh anymore, and


    watch the hands of


    the clock tick on by...


    and watch people win.


    I want to win,


    



    just once,


    that’s it.

  


  
    adventures #1


    at a bar.



    



    “Carl?”


    



    “sup?”


    



    “I/m such a better writer than you.”


    



    I sip my beer. “cool.


    glad you are.”


    



    “I/m more vivid, more famous.”


    



    “yeah? but I/ll bet I have a bigger d*ck than you.”


    



    “bullsh*t!”


    



    I stand up, unzip, show the world.


    



    “holy sh*t...” dude-friend coos, “you/re f*ckin’ hung like an elephant.”


    



    I smile.


    



    “so what were you saying about being a better writer?”


    



    “uh, um, f*ck...”


    



    “being a good writer is pointless,


    that/s what.”


    



    I put my d*ck in my pants,


    walk away with my beer,


    hit on four [hot] chicks,


    take two [of them] home,


    f*ck them,


    and grin to myself:


    



    MmmmmmMmmmmMm!

  


  
    working at coffee shops/re poop


    I work at Dunkin’ Donuts,



    where the convicts hang,


    and the nice customers with


    snaggle-tooths play nice-nice.


    



    I go in the back to get the creamer


    and see my coworker rolling


    a fat blunt, right out


    in the open.


    



    “that’s hardcore,”


    I say.


    



    and she laughs.


    



    later, as she’s walking,


    I take a look at that big, big


    round plump a$$ of hers


    and think about asking her out


    eventually.


    



    who knows?


    



    maybe she has a boyfriend.


    



    only time will tell,


    as they say.


    



    I make stupid minimum


    wage...


    I hope I stay,


    but at the same time,


    maybe I shouldn’t.


    



    a job is a job is a job...

  


  
    virtual reality


    my greatest fear is that once we create



    technology that surpasses actual reality


    we will enjoy the virtual reality over


    the actual reality -- and that’s a sad thing.


    



    it’s my fear that this is already happening.


    with the cell-phones in front of our faces


    longer than experiencing our actual lives.


    



    the way you can look at a YouTube video


    and not have to go to the very place


    it is filmed out of to get the picture.


    



    the picture is in front of us but nobody


    realizes the evil behind it.


    maybe I’m just paranoid,


    maybe I’m just scared of what


    I don’t understand... maybe.


    



    technology is the start and end of us


    as a civilization, not a renewal.


    



    I wish I could stress this more, but that’s


    just not the case.


    



    nobody listens


    when you call them


    what they don’t


    want to hear.


    



    imagine literally anything,


    and it can happen just as fast


    as you want it to.


    



    it becomes easy to escape what you want


    to escape: work, chores, life.


    and these things build a person,


    though it has to be done with small doses.


    



    escape is futile.


    it is needed.


    but if you exceed


    that need


    and hop, stop, pop into


    to escapist oblivion


    that is full of flowers, rainbows,


    and pleasant fragrances,


    along with hopping unicorns,


    your life then becomes


    obsolete.

  


  
    GFs. relationships. TVs.: ‘11 blog post


    The idea of having a girlfriend (or boyfriend) is great and lovely and awesome and the best thing in the world, right? I mean, everywhere you see advertisements that show how great getting married is, having kids, a home, the works, everything. Products know they we all want to be liked and loved, so they make things that make us think we can gain some security and love and be desired by all. I call this “Acceptance Advertisement.” Even food. Beauty very obviously. But even food has some underlying presence of Acceptance Advertisement. Coffee: drink it, stay up, make money, buy more things you don’t need, have things that people think make you cool, work, work, work hard to gain security for your future lover. But I think people are sick of it. And I think people secretly are embarrassed to be vulnerable with others about their faults. I think we all try and keep our minds busy with false confidence. Like flashy clothes, flashy cars, money, beauty, blah blah blah blah blah. The point I bring to you now is the fact that I see all of this going on and I see no progress, no success, no love, and no real lives. I just see false lives and false people. Lately I see couples that meet each other (like friends, family, et cetera) and I see them in courtship-mode. (That’s also another sub-topic with Acceptance Advertisement.) I see the two people putting such a best foot forward, and they should—don’t get it twisted—but it’s to the point where they almost have to change who they are to put that best foot forward. Then they start dating, kissing, having sex, yada yada, blah blah blah, right? Great! Grand! Wonderful! But they think they found love. They think just because they saw this cute piece of a$$ flaunting around, they have found the all-powerful, all-seeing love that their heart’s desire. Am I right? Eh, somewhat. Not all relationships end badly, and you should always plan for the best that you get out of them, but lately I’ve been seeing people just treading f*cking water. Seriously. Yes, they will see each other, yes, they will talk, yes, they hope they are the one, yes, yes, yes, but they weren’t ever real with each other. It’s this little thing in the air when I see them talking. This little ulterior motive floating above their heads: “What’s in it for me?” And that’s what consumers are. We buy ourselves into a person almost quite literally. Have you ever bought something and, after buying it, you feel so damn guilty for doing it? Neil Strauss (writer of The Game) calls this “Buyer’s Remorse,” and this is what I’m seeing. You go up to the TV, the display, and you try it out, you flirt with it, you have the sales people tell you how great they are, just to hyped you up, and how much you need it, how much it will make your life easier, happier, and then you buy it, and then after all of this honeymoon sh*t, you find out it doesn’t work right, it doesn’t power on when you want it to, its wires are broken, it’s used, it”s helpless, it’s a wreck, it’s lame, and that’s what I’ve been seeing. Now, after explaining all of this to you, you’re probably asking yourself, Kev, why are you telling me this? Why is this even cool or relevant to me? It’s not, Mr. or Miss. Consumer. It’s normal. It’s humans. It’s observation. But I will use me as an example to this. For one, I really can’t stand the idea of a girlfriend. It’s weird as hell. Every time I think about a girlfriend, I think about a person who is not my ideal, because for some odd reason, I feel like this is settling. I look at the TV and I notice the flaws about it right away before buying it, then I move onto the next TV and find more flaws, then the next, then the next, then the next, next, next. Finally, no more TVs are left and I still have my money. What does this tell you about me as a “buyer”? Maybe I have commitment issues. Maybe. Possibly. Or maybe it’s something bigger, maybe I want a fantasy, a perfect girl, a perfect body in front of me, a doll (not literally), a cooker, a cleaner, a person not ever mad, a person that can handle things, a person worthy enough to brag about. But then I think about me, Kevin Klix, and I think about if Kevin even deserves this “ideal”. I think about my flaws and my mistakes and my laziness and my anger and my destruction and my depression and my everything negative, and I think about this ideal girl, and I think she deserves better, because she’s the ideal girl. Now, every time I see a hot girl from afar, I always think that she can do better. I don’t want to be another Buyer’s Remorse to her. I don’t want to be fake for her. I don’t want to let myself buy flashy things and flashy cars and have big truck-loads of money because it’s just not me, and she deserves better. But I don’t even know what “better” is. If “better” is the flashy clothes, the flashy cars, the big truck-loads of money, and I hate that “better,” I will probably be single for the rest of my life, caught in this little fantasy life of better and worse. This girl—whom deserves better—is getting the “better” that I hate. Maybe there’s just no such thing as love or marriage or happiness for me. Maybe happiness is just something fake that we created. Maybe it’s all sh*tty. I don’t know. Maybe I’m a complete bullsh*tter who needs to get over his egotistical self and go out and bag a fresh piece of a$$ like all my male friends in my life do. Maybe I should find sluts and ease the pain. Maybe I should continue to act like I care about a girl when I really don’t. Maybe I should continue to be selfish. But whatever this is, it isn’t good and it isn’t right. This life is impossible to live in. I hate everything about our social structures and social gatherings and social value. I hate it all! But this one women, this one thing, this one fantasy, swarms my f*cking mind every damn day. I’ll bet that one day, when I do find a wife, I’ll probably make her so insane, so insecure, so lost, so angry, that she will be forced to go into Buyer’s Remorse because I’m the most broken TV on the display, and every salesmen in the world is trying to sell me off because they don’t want me in their store. Maybe I should go back to my distributor and be written-off. I don’t know. Or maybe she should move onto the next TV. Clearly that’s what is happening, considering my screen won’t even turn on.

  


  
    why can’t I laugh anymore?


    I used to spend my days in the backroads


    of downtown, City Place,


    roaming the streets like a little


    sea urchin.


    



    but now I just stay inside,


    hibernating,


    wishing that I could be more.


    



    is there more? I ask.


    



    simply.


    



    I want to be the best writer that I


    can be.


    



    “but Carl, you already are,”


    you say.


    



    “no,” I say back; “I’m


    not even close.”


    



    I want to be better than I was


    yesterday.


    



    that’s the true definition


    of success.


    



    being true to yourself


    and never giving up,


    regardless of the odds.


    



    but it’s


    bad


    because I can’t seem


    to laugh anymore


    when I have this


    looming hatred for


    myself


    and my work:


    I think I’m getting worser


    and worser


    the more I write my garbage,


    my poetry,


    my “transgressive” fiction,


    as I [or GoodReads genres] would call it.


    



    but I’m not there yet.


    not even in the slightest bit.


    



    I go into my bathroom,


    look in the mirror,


    splash


    my face,


    and try to be


    myself. again.


    the toothpaste.


    



    but I don’t recognize myself


    in the mirror


    there.


    



    I’m just a ghost


    flying aimlessly


    through the hallways.

  


  
    the bar


    I spend my nights going inside



    of bars and thinking,


    what do I do here?


    drink? talk? be?


    I think so-o-oooOooo!


    



    I push aside the stool and sit.


    the tender looks me square in the eye and asks,


    “what do’ya want?”


    and I say,


    “nothing.”


    



    “I’m afraid you’ll have to leave if you’re not


    going to buy


    anything,


    sir.”


    



    “okay,” I say, and


    git.


    



    I stroll down the street


    on my skateboard


    and hope for a better day


    when I can fly away.


    



    but I know


    I should have gotten that beer.


    



    Blue Moon sounds good


    right about


    now.


    funk soul brothers.
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