The Nondisclosure Disclosure Closure, or “This Emperor also has no clothesure”
 

Well I have to, I must, it’s a part of my contract 
if I want to continue to meet folks that I contact. 

My signature’s needed on forms to comply. 
I don’t have to think clearly; I don’t have to ask why.  

It’s the age where we live, astrologically speaking; 
there’s this sand for our heads, while we grope around sneaking.  

Whom we trust now depends on this certification, 
it’s the rage in this cage we call progress damnation. 

It’s so natural and factual these terms of endearment, 
it’s expected, infected, I’ll become an informant: 

Exposing my thoughts and my feelings so hidden, 
regardless, if heartless, I’ll expose what’s now bidden. 

If I sign it’s OK, for realities don’t matter, 
I can lie and be truthful like a tea- party Mad Hatter. 

It’s all mandatory, it’s a part of life’s story, 
and not predatory, in this field’s laboratory. 

But now where to begin? If I share all details, 
I must weigh decades worth of my sordid travails. 

I can’t leave out my actions and thoughts and my feelings, 
exposing mistakes, in past wheelings and dealings; 

Affecting my loyalty, actions, position, 
I must now regard perfectly this company’s mission. 

What the hell am I thinking, regarding causation, 
I’m a cog in this network there’s no room for sensation. 

My “John Hancock” has meaning and license and purpose; 
there’s no time for rejection in this all-purpose circus. 

I’m a Hindu for starters, with what’s reincarnation, 
bringing past karmic actions to my current creation. 

I may say and do things of a ridiculous nature, not so legal or regal in this weird 
nomenclature.  

By the way I’m autistic inherited really, 
I am liable, reliable, to do things clearly silly. 

I’ve a penchant for impulse due to my best spirit guides 
who direct all my motions, my up and down sides. 

I’ve got no clear distinctions of right or wrong actions 
or what’s best for myself in all peer interactions. 

I can’t see all my future, my purpose responsible; 
that’s not possible, plausible, or even unstoppable. 

I can’t ever tell truthfully the things I may say,
or do, or conjecture every day after day. 

I admit I’m an oddball and have never fit in. Shall I try to start over, find a way to begin? 

Change my ways to be normal, find new ways not to be? 
Blend in with all crowds so no one will then see, 

that my crazy has vanished, I seem like all the rest, 
if I try really hard if I give it my best, 

I won’t seem so darned awkward and weird and just nuts, 
I can smile and bow and not be such a putz. 

I will never complain, or refuse to comply, 
I could dress up real nice even wear a neck tie. 

I could get a crew cut, I could begin not to swear, 
I could manage myself and pretend that I care 

for all that I’m not. I could turn a new leaf, 
I would never be noticed, it would be such relief, 

with no worries or distress or fussing or fighting, I could answer “yes” always with my speaking and writing. 

Yes, I’ll learn to behave, that’s the ticket for sure, 
I can change for the better follow rules as my cure. 

I will cease to dissent, follow orderly means; 
I can be far less human, more like zombie machines 

robotic in thought, deed, and speech interaction, 
and pleasing, appeasing, without malefaction. 

So in signing I’ll say I am rife to admit, 
I’ll continue as is as I’m clearly unfit, 

to continue as always, being clear as paned glass, 
an intolerant jerk and a pain in the ass.
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