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SYNOPSIS

Pneumonia, Flu, Malaria, Black Plague and Covid-19 would have been better to proceed on without a vaccine

IN HONOR OF AN UNDERRATED UNIQUE PERSON

IN RESONANCE OF MR., MS., OR MRS ANYONE

a brief transversal poem that many ain’t gonna be for it, let it be to the ones who shall one day relate

“Runnin’ out of patience ‘cause I can’t believe what I’m still goin’ through

And talking of tells I cannot be able to smell when will it be a soo well

I loved many to that brim, all my affection creamed, until adore overflowed

Too good for ‘em worse on me when I can’t find another tow to sail across

My more loss joy for ‘em while I get lessened happiness a boost each time...

If I try to reach out for assistance, all I find is unsaturated limes all the days...

As if I am just an alien of a sort not a must ever to find a true ally every AM

Can’t forget when I wailed alone walking ‘from Los Gatos to Auckland’

With my sole energy being drained even when I met some clergies

‘Em only prodding hey lad, ‘dial expand those exposures’

By the loose goose you be nodding I wish for prose non-closures

Nice ladies rarely take-in Bethany not slow until a hop into Jerusalem

Then awesome men of Salem hope on rare flakes like a price for crows

... Won’t you need another glow leaf to wave aside any hound mis-closure

When they knead other briefs too cosigned around many disclosures?

Good-priced ladies also leave in Islamabad not low till a hope to Bethlehem

Then loyal men of TelAviv hop on glare-lakes like a thrice for fucking bows

I ain’t gonna try, nor even fry, ‘cause both genders surely got my head aching

And we was not the ones zooming but many left friendship locked into a zoo.” 

“Let us correlate ‘ursulas’ by correcting that homogenous bone 

‘Em morons gonna be the whisks a ‘rom-com’ flap on any zone

They will not be too late a promise I cannot miss to only clairvoyance

Maybe Clairre Surreal had a chance being a busy-be lady in May

And HoSsea had real able opportunities there to tune best the life possible

Though 0012-pride made everything suddenly not ascend or something

‘August Cheese’ could’ve been right whether it would’ve transpired 2100

‘Lower the finger’ don’t be coming at me with those condescending powers

We all probably do fathom some ‘weighed’ humans ain’t ‘head-swayed’

What’s worse many cruel beings can’t have the nerves when they lie-sorry you

Nor neither never dare worry if you’ll be all-okay with more snares

How they can only look at thyselves without ever seeing us well or a better you

They be jealous and selfish when they unleash modes of diminishing a good life

It is not funny when all they desire is somebody perish more into a gurney

Then they be soo freaking ready to bore that six-feet hole at no cost

They’re never wrong... and you’re ever not right... 

Then they win all the rounds... when you always battle the fight...

Their selfishness subtle with smiles ... as you crash and pain far countless miles

That’s why they can’t lock another day without blocking your way ...

They keep forever following you like a prey ...

Just to see you weep even when you pray - as if it’s a must a distance be obtained

... Truly that carnivorous selfishness can snap much disastrous

... While the more jealousy it can lead a no delirious life if it does progress

You may un-know an enemy-being-friend, but they definitely know who you are

They shall not mind to play me-kind on you dear all-year-month

Hold on, they don’t look familiar? Wait until they pick a plate and spoon you off

If you got a minute, lemme buy you a drink, I have open issues we discuss

Before you realize it soon...

They gonna devour you...

Use you...

Abuse you...

Misuse you...

Then gossip of you in sips of sweet Snanth

Across streets you gonna hear ridicules you weak as you cross paths to Leak

It ain’t the first time they’ve done so they’ve been doing that soo many times

And it’s hard to finally pound the genuine truth around in-within Ruthe’ Town.”

“Just one more thing before me and MigsTucky go, we wasn’t here to lie you low

But your fuckin’ friends don’ somehow love you, that’s a sure fact 

From evening till dawn you being seen a fool,” she looks at the tall fountain 

peeps to the pool, then she glances again at YuU, “until a fall bows the mountain

Our dear ally we’ve seen ‘em friends everywhere only to hear you end every hour

They’re holdin your arm in the grasp of their palms and it’s breakin us each time

We can’t condone to view you being ‘mistreated’ by more passing seconds

‘Cause you ain’t a fool to be always undermined by freaking humans...

Who are daily making you be seen as a ‘tool’ everyday

Someone better pull me back they’re so luck they know how to act-.”

“Soo soo lucky we cannot attack now.”

“I’m only breezed and calmed, but believe you me

It’s taking alot of breathes to leave you entangled

... ‘Mantled’ ...

... ‘Intermingled’ ...

Just ‘cause you’re a gentle praying from a-hunnid-to-one

With all your hopes being popped off you-not-the-only-one

Like when will you be able to shield on to that composure?

While everything around you is pounds in every exposure??

That hypocrite clergy who wanted me I heal slow many things gonna be okay

Lemme make it right here I’ll unseal that deceive ‘cause this life ain’t hockey

It’s said unfolds often do get old praying and wishing for Above love with a dove

Affections from 777 ‘freeze-snows’ 888, though ease my dear 10001 friend

Can’t wait till you’re officially buried in Alley, then I be like I was your true ally

‘Cause I’ll just be lying ‘bout us

Prior sometimes ago I was assured ‘The Mistletoe’ won’t shun me away

That I am forever surrounded wherever I might go every AM

Eventually I was engulfed in intense agony as you are and 777 did not sense it

Only subjecting me on life calamities as if I’m in a gaddamn mathematics lecture

Knowing my personal weakness I was just being ‘forced’ trust 777’s ‘white snow’

When I did ‘The Mistletoe’ showed contempt ‘tempting’ me on life perseverance

Bringing more sufferings unto me and the ‘white snow’ going silent on me a buff

‘Em who had betrayed me were showered blesses a test that I change my heart

Those who misused me again favored that I use it as an endurance on more trust

I really doubted that so-called-equality of The Wonderful 777

. . .

...Many were the moments I opted oughta space I have a face-to-face converzey

And that was when I ultimately fathomed others have been hurt soo most also

That they plan to locate The Residence up there and completely blast it into flames

Indeed – this’s cruel game 777 always plays on not making humans equal...

Allowing all forms of evil deeds to take over all over...

Favoring others lots and lots more like if they don’ ever repent from any sin

...Then sacrificing others be a forever source of embarrassment and life’s lessons

. . .

I was unable to entrust-on this praised 777 and I winged on 888 the best embrace

That is why ‘entire Christmas season’ I only love 888’s day, you know, like 25th 

Every 52 weeks for me were intense tortures by 777 full of much contempt

Distress here-and-there from Christians and ‘The Mistletoe’ letting it all happen

So my dear ally, please don’ say you feel as giving all up

I can confess I’m falling in friendship with you

And I must not cold that day you break ‘cause honestly I’ll just be lying ‘bout us

We don’ need to be in Seattle with hunk MigsTucky here...

Or Tasmania with Tanniah hearing ‘of seeds’ 

...To settle ‘a-thin-thing’ in a coffee flask

You’ve tasted the worst aroma of inhumane humans being like ‘kings-n-queens’

They assume to be reigning an empire to consume you until they quench

Well, tell you what my dearest ally, I’ll now unrest every heinous do they do

Since I’ve another hierarchy which shall humble their un-good empire for good

N-when conspiracy fails, other options are a plan-Z

The world with ten-thousand wonderful people . . .

Is a perfect universe full of true affection  

It’s now time to embark-on a genocide to spark out ‘em fucking morons.”

“I second pretty Lynn Sloy in friendship-love matrimony

Don’t give us money

We only wonna make your life safe Monday to Monday...

...Protect your heart Tuesday to Tuesday...

...Solder your soul Wednesdays to Wednesdays...

All the days through weeks until every weekending months

Part of our job making you feel heartily-safe around true humanity

Surrounded just by kinder awesome-humble-loyal-humans  

If you can want being part of us, feel most welcome YuU

We can eliminate all ‘em life wreckers.”

A man wearing a hat ‘staired’ in astound. “Guys, wait-wait-wait-wait

Are you from that future un-jeopardy on the harmonic century? I’m in.”

“I can tick that also.” YoU sighs.

Lynn smiles. “Precisely.”
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This ‘ugly’ Earth will only be more appealing with fewest people perfect to each other walking on it.

THEM who have not encountered 777’s misdemeanors will forever prod the world is Great, but there are those who have heavily experienced its other side without their will

IN MEMORY OF EVERY HUMAN WHOSE LIFE ENDED DUE TO PRIDE IN OTHERS

HUWANGA KUNAO WENGI TWAJITAHIDI SANA HUENDA TUSIJE HATIMAYE ZAMA MLE ‘LAITI NADRA’, ILA KINACHOCHANGANYA, KADHAA ADINASI HAWATUELEZI UBAGALA KABLA KUWA DHAMINI KWA DHATI HAWANA. SUDI ANAMPA SASHA KIDINI USTAARABU AMPELEKEE JULIANA, MWENZAKE NAYE WACEERA KAJA TENA MCHANA KUMTANIA JULIANA NA FEDHURI AMWELEKEZEA SUDI KWENYE JUA WAZI. DUA MIGUELLA ALIPOMWOMBA MUUMBA BARAKA TELE AMLETEE, KUMBE ADUI SIAFU WALIKUWA ASTE ASTE WAMWONELEA GERE. TUNA ‘MAGAZETI’ CHUMBANI KWA KUKUSTAABANI, WANAFAHAMU ZAIDI, MWISHOE UTAJASKIA HADHARANI AMANDA AMEMUAGA SHANEEZ...IVANOVIC KWAKE MPENDWA ALEJANDRO...ADELAIDE KWAKE MPENZI SHU JING PIN. 

KWA YALE YOTE ‘MAPENGO’ NI KAMA KIOO RAFIKI YAKO ATAYAONA, NA CHOCHOTE UTAKACHOKIFANYA LEO, KESHO, MTONDO, AMA ULICHOKIFANYA JANA NA JUZI MWENZAKO LABDA SITAJAKUONA. LAKINI MWENZANGU, NATUMAI YAUMU MOSI TUTAJIBU SWADAKTA KIAMA MBELE YAKE YESU CHRISTO MWENYE HEKIMA TELE.

translated from Swahili

THERE ARE MANY OF US WHO WE BRAVE OURSELVES SO AS WE DON’T PERISH IN ‘REGRET NEVER’, THOUGH WHAT CONFUSES IS HOW SOME PEOPLE PRIOR DON’T TRULY LET US FATHOM THEY DO NOT HAVE ABUNDANT VALUE FOR US. SUDI OFFERS CULTURE IN RESPECT TO SASHA TO ISSUE HUMBLY TO JULIANA, JULIANA’S ALLY – WACEERA, HERE AGAIN COMES IN THE AFTERNOON TO ‘NEGATIVELY TEASE
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