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1.) all human beings are artists, and 
2.) all artists are channelers, and ergo 
3.) all human beings are channelers [whether or not we ever choose to realize it or be aware of it]. 

But if you don’t like or agree with this preposterous syllogism, how about this one: 

1.) all human beings are artists, and
2.) all artists are broke, and ergo 
3.) all human beings are broke. 

But that’s not true, because there are some artists who are quite wealthy. 

Well, then, they aren’t artists but business men (or women), or politicians (or maybe just old fashioned Luciferians).

I don’t need ghosts and ghouls at Halloween to scare the fucking shit out of me; I have all of humanity daily following the dictates of those in authority to do that!

I want you to pay very close attention to the lines from this program web site that were shared with me here:

“What is my role as a parent/guardian related to the Reading Improvement and Monitoring Plan?

The plan is an opportunity for you to work together with the school. Your school district is legally required to involve you and your child’s classroom teacher in developing the plan. The plan should list the reading and writing support your child will receive. The support listed in the plan should be based on your child’s reading and writing data, and your ideas about how your child learns best.”

Now for some of my own back story. My problem is that I’m a researcher who doesn’t trust anyone ever.  

Many years ago while investigating the history of the MR/DD field in Relation to the federal Medicaid rules for ICF/MR facilities and how the decision making was set up, I discovered (or uncovered) that the very first scientists to get their feet in the door regarding folks with mental retardation, as it was called in the 40s and 50s were B. F. Skinner behavioral psychologists whose specialties (and notorieties) were providing food incentives and pain reinforcers to rats as they tried to train them through mazes. So, Some one of their incipient yahoos thought that people with mental retardation were actually quite similar to rats in intelligence so why not study them along with the rats at performing simple tasks. So they did, because society didn’t care and never had. But the methods of psychological behavioral conditioning techniques which had been used in the rats was then employed onto the folks with mental retardation, including the data collection techniques of creating goals and objectives and documentation of the test subjects’ every moves. And then as time went on and public outcry was awakened to the horrors of institutionalization (Willow Brook, Apple Creek, etc.) the government defendants in the law suits, to escape the public embarrassment and humiliation and scrutiny, turned to the only profession at the time for help in the establishment of new overall caretaking procedures for folks with intellectual and developmental disabilities: the Skinnerian Psychologists who had gotten their foot in the door first. So it was that the rat behaviorists were chosen to write all of the governmental rules pertaining to home, community, and recreational activities that our folks would be receiving from now on: measuring all input and output daily of all life measures (goals and objectives) and interventions. Now the behaviorists initially did the data collection because they never knew what to expect from the rats they were studying. This carried over to the folks with MR/DD as they weren’t expected to succeed in what was determined for them. And guess what? All of this has slowly bled into our educational system over the last 7 decades. 

Now for some real fun shit. Do you know why I never did any data collection ever in my literacy acquisition process? Because I’m “outcome” driven, not data driven. My students have all demonstrated their willingness to succeed by gradually progressing in their literacy skill acquisition to achieve skills making their lives, dreams, self-confidence, self-esteem, and social interaction skills highly improved and remarkable, let alone attainable. What data would I have needed other than the successes they achieved and demonstrated? …….Duh!!!!

So my awareness of my students abilities and self-motivation and self-determination has shown me that all school systems in this country utilize data collection solely as a means to literally cover their own asses when their entire system expects failure (or at least total unknowing of results), and the data collection will be whatever excuses they require to point the blame at something (anything) other than their own incompetence and/or ignorance of how and what to teach.

Now re-read, please, the above statements from their own website casually mentioning the responsibilities of the impoverished parents/guardians of the students who are failing at reading. 12 years of collected data will “demonstrate conclusively” that schools tried everything in their power and resources to fix the illiteracy problem, but the parents failed to hold up their end of the bargain. And I’ve seen this in my work in the community and in my group home work. In a very sick way it parallels the planned obsolescence in business and manufacturing: an anticipated corruption and failure and devastation, but with human beings, not assembly line household products. I would emphasize that it couldn’t be worse than it is, but knowing the perpetrators I could be very wrong in my perceptions. We have reached the proverbial bottom and continued to dig. 

Chaos is the unobserved conclusion that patterns do not exist in nature.  

Which number is greater: 3/4 or 5/8? 

Escaping blindly into one’s past is the only option of future endeavors. It may be why mystics prefer motionlessness.  

All social service organizations are simply tools of dysfunction and death in the hands of the elite rulers of this lowest level of materialization.

All seeds are no more no less than exacting harbingers of the cycles of death, dismemberment, loss, grief, and decay.

An American Story: Another Triumph
of Manifest Destiny:
 
“Of course we must help them, it’s quite plain that we should, all those poor sots are clueless, we must do what is good. 
 
There are rules we obey, just in case you forget, and our mandate is clear, we shall share no regret. 
 
One gets paid for one’s work, it’s a law, it’s a must; to get cheated by crooks is to short shrift one’s trust 
 
in the system we cherish, all the facts of this case: this sub minimum wage, we just have to erase. 
 
How can work be short changed? How slight efforts be marred? They cannot be held different, with life’s challenges hard.   
 
Well we know we’re not like them, they’re so different, and all; but at least we can help them when life’s chanced them their fall, 
 
from grace, with misfortune, that’s set them apart; they don’t need 14C, they all need a fresh start: 
 
Included! And lifted! to heights not expected, right wage earners all, not one worker rejected; 
 
they’ll be paid just like us; for work output’s no measure 
of skills, or their lack; ‘bottom lines’ we don’t treasure. 
 
Economics don’t justify wage scaling ploys, we know best, when they don’t, so we won’t cease our noise. 
 
Do they hurt us by working sub minimum wages? Of course not, we’re modern, it’s not the dark ages. 
 
But justice needs balance, and it’s long overdue, they’ll never get real work, that’s a laugh through and through;
 
but to cheat them and beat them for underpaid work is a thing we won’t tolerate: unforgivable quirk.
 
To be honest they’ll now spend the rest of their lives watching TV on couches like husbands and wives, 
 
watching re-runs of Happy Days, Gomer, and Cheers, wondering where their work’s gone, through the years, through the tears;
 
but at least they’ll have learned that their bosses were ended, from cheating them out of their wages suspended. 
 
Our ethics? Important! and better than best: we’ll corral the unfortunate, and all of the rest. 
 
We’re the lords of the know-how, the wisest of wise, we can choose best for others, when they don’t realize 
 
That their voices and choices are best left up to us, why it’s just special privilege we choose not to discuss; 
 
Our agenda are ours; their agenda, who cares? Their failed work at sub wages is just splitting hairs. 
 
They all need to awaken and join our just ranks, working strong for just wages, working hard for all banks 
 
for deposited funds when their jobs are secured: all those high paying jobs for lame folks are assured!
 
Jobs? Available always; applications are fun. Can’t sign your own name? Are your references none? 

Education was nil? You need changing, and pills? Have behaviors aplenty? Epilepsy that kills? 
 
But employers, there are, who’ll ignore what you bring; they will pay you top dollar, on a prayer and a wing. 
 
You have no further need of this crazed 14C, you can join our work force through legislative decree. 
 
All your worries are over, our just cause will be served; you with DD will get what you’ve righteously deserved: 
 
A fate like our fate, a rat race for the ages, you’ll now fight for what’s right and what’s poor or no wages. 
 
You’re included, you are, and if now you don’t like it, you can blame 14C, with all of us who dislike it.” 
 

Performance is the daily encounter with the results of repetition 

The Truth Is Whatever we Make It to be:
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “It’s not a gun, there’s no such thing, we’re dealing here with knives. We’re focused here on cruel disease that’s wrapped around our lives.”  

A silenced voice of freedom: “But what about the evidence, the facts that are so clear? The studies stating science holds the truth we shouldn’t fear?” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “You’re forgetting who we are, my child, we are those experts rare, those chosen to relate all knowledge, expressing truths laid bare.”  
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “It’s we who shall determine causes, fates, effects, and facts; our seals of stamped approval were born blessed through legal acts.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “So put away your tin-foil hat conspiracies nonsense; go back to sand boxed playtime toys, and cease what you’ve pretensed.” 
 
A silenced voice of freedom: “We have the shells, the casings thrown, the bullets from the gun, the finger prints, the wounded crowds, the millions so undone.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “Have you not heard, statistically, the spurious relations? Your leaky bucket transcripts hold no viable citations.”  
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “Your studies few, from foreign lands, are spiteful raging lies, so ill-equipped to foster truths, like wolves in sheep disguised.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “Our knives, like blazing swords of truth, incisive and direct, show how disease is varied life, show how all dots connect.” 

A single voice of Pharmakia: “What is, just is. That’s how life works, you must accept life’s means, there are effects built into life; please praise our skilled vaccines.” 
 
A silenced voice of freedom: “They’re poisons that are made in labs, producing future cash, a limitless flow of revenue, where victims’ lives are trash.” 
 
A silenced voice of freedom: “Addiction that’s been legalized, these patients fixed for life, a reservoir of “cash cow” bliss, what you deem perfect “knife.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “How dare you further victimize those tortured by life’s fates, these undeserving children whom God’s chosen for such straits.” 
 A single voice of Pharmakia: “We’re helping where you’re tearing down; we’re building while you’ve railed, our efforts all just soothe their pains, restore, where prayers have failed.”
 
A silenced voice of freedom: “What is it in your propaganda, forcing brains to halt, what ways do you succeed in blinding? Missing what’s your fault?” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “Belief is knowledge packaged right, we practice what we preach, forever giving proofs with skills where questioning won’t reach.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “Our sheep are groomed to see our truths, protections as unfurled, we keep them fed and entertained, they don’t see past our world.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “You have no hope, no skills, no facts, your retribution’s weak, we are the lords of future dreams, and histories we leak.” 
 
A single voice of Pharmakia: “Come join our party, there’s still room, we’re not upset you’re done, just set aside your raging voice, your vaporous smoking gun.”


This world treats everyone who lives on it equally poorly.

If one’s destiny in life is to be a bridge builder, out of necessity or consequence one is also a boat rocker. 

Scientists at the Brookgate Laboratories (subsidiary to E. J. Lilly pharmaceuticals) in Macon, Georgia have recently published in the Journal of Scientific American their landmark studies of creating cobless corn kernels (such that the universally distasteful time consuming machine extraction of kernel niblets from corn cobs for frozen packaging is eliminated), entitled, “The Routine Simplification of Zea Mays Convar, Sac-Charata variation Rugosa (also known as Zea Mays Saccharata) extraction through industrial combine disassembly practice.” This industrial time saving discovery from “planting to store freezer to table” has opened the possibilities of major awards and proclamations bestowed upon the tireless scientists at Brookgate, and the launching of further studies for marketers of tomatoes, potatoes, celery, cabbage, okra, rutabaga, and parsley producers. The packagers remain relatively unconcerned over the required governmentally necessary pre-labeling inserts including possible adverse side effects: Hallucinations, Memory loss, Priapism, Blood clots, Compulsive behaviors, Stevens-Johnson Syndrome, Birth defects, Cancer, Suicidality, and death.

World War 3’s just a marvelous causeway: 
a Monopoly game move Elite play. 
It’s been scheduled for ages, 
through choreographed stages, 
but their black and white reasons remain gray.

Illumination’s a cost at God’s door, 
but its price is unknown as we explore.
Though conditions seem strange, 
and failed payments won’t change, 
our watchful gods keep compounding the score.





Snakes and Ladder’s life’s chief standard game, 
while all ups and downs featured we blame, 
on invisible sources, 
and planetary forces: 
final results all end up the same.

Life for devotees in this Kali Yuga:

You (We) are all quite simply tireless ants, attempting to love and do service 24/7 for everyone and everything, while trying to avoid heavenly godlike children with magnifying glasses, yet remaining positively sincerely grateful and positively gratefully sincere, throughout the remaining 427,000 years of this joyous epoch.

“Nothing is as it seems” or, “But that’s the way it’s always been!”

[If you fully understand these two concepts, you won’t need to read further. ] 

A rise and fall of everything is just 
what we have learned, that life is nothing but 
a maze, a triumph through what’s burned. We trust 
in All we’re given while we grasp at shut-

tered peace: Who knows? Who doesn’t? What’s ahead? 
Who lets go for release? This Earth’s a pris-
on planet, while some others say we’re dead! 
Confusion, obfuscation, makes one diz-

zy in the head. We follow what we think
is right, while guessing at life’s play. There’s no 
set-stone directions, do we stop and wink, 
or pray? Do past mistakes reveal a flow, 

a path where to begin, through thick and thin, 
a better means where all down here can win? 


The world of thought that turns away from all 
that’s being still is ever present chat-
ter much like water through a mill. Its wall 
of prized diversionary chaos that 

we mind, takes us upon a merry trip 
that borders on unkind. Awareness then,
beyond our grasp, seems giving us the slip, 
yet still resides in peaceful heart, where Zen 

and Masters quip. They’re waiting, patient wait-
ing, for that perfect wondrous dawn, where love 
is finally recognized as Truth when hate 
has gone. It may take painful ages of 

such timeless mortal stays, within earth’s ways 
of countless lives of restless mournful days. 


It is as it is, that’s a fact; these lives 
a fearsome test. Our planetary in-
fluences force our earthly quest, which drives 
our longing, cheering motions, towards all sin 

anew, a wonderment elusive state 
that placates thoughts in queue, an endless stream 
of sense-engendered traffic filled with freight, 
an ever-changing thought progression dream 

of frightful weight. It’s luscious and encum-
bering and keeps us far from home, that peace 
that passeth understanding, that’s the sum 
of Om. We practice prayers and mantras cease-

lessly alone and still, pursuing nil, 
with breath controlled, as if love needed skill. 


Are dreams just lies? Are lies just dreams? Who can 
reveal heart’s Truth? Chickens and eggs don’t tell 
the tale; that realm remains uncouth. God’s plan 
of obfuscation hiding ending’s spell 

of loss is love’s protection for us all, 
the weight of bearing’s Cross. Is peace what’s real? 
Are time and space the start of ending’s fall, 
where we are found in dream time’s bound: life’s wheel 

of fortune’s call? Here Mother’s mirror casts 
reflections of God’s endless dreams diver-
sionary chaos searching for what lasts 
yet seems alternative to raging blur

of loneliness supreme, immortal scheme 
of being self: the reason for life’s theme. 

“It’s all good,” we’re assured again, life’s fate
returns in turn. Love’s all, through fall, and blest 
for us: experienced to learn. We wait 
and dream and dream and wait forever quest-

ing love, through life’s enduring wonderment 
we wander through and of. It’s just a stage 
play: always been. It’s where we’ve all been sent, 
to figure out how to get back, through cage 

and what’s Hell bent. At least we’re still observ-
ers in this realm of changing scenes. We’re well 
and safe and clearly loved, while still deserv-
ing means, those goals of gold where endings dwell 

where gods immortal stay, where we can stray, 
while timeless mode begins another day.


A Bodisatva’s greatest challenge, nightmare, and adversary: not ever knowing what is allowed and what is not.

The roles of government and citizenship (i.e., “certification”):

When governments routinely set up the conditions for testing its citizens for competence regarding the predetermination of its citizens’ independence, success, and resourcefulness, it is only to deny promised benefits of citizenship guaranteed by the mandates government is required to provide: thus establishing an increase of governmental powers that exempt government from its innate responsibilities: thus increasing less authority and more responsibility on its citizens while increasing more authority with less responsibility on itself. (Surtur-fuckation) 

“Enlightenment does not depend on experience.”

Autism poem

Autism (oughtism, as opposed to noughtism)
Father says,
“I can put on my socks
and my shoes
and I can lace them
and tie them.
Can you?”

Child thinks,
Wednesday 
smells like cinnamon.
The rain is a pink
red sound and
makes the swirlies
in the air
spin backwards,
but slowly.

Nature says,
“The oak trees
make big acorns 
for the squirrels,
and sing when the squirrels
scamper to get them.”
The maple trees also add,
“We make syrup for pancakes,
why don’t you?”
Mother says,
“It is time
to empty
the dishwasher.
The plates
and the cups
Go up here.
The spatulas
and the ladles 
go there, and
the spoons,
knives, and forks
go in this drawer
in these compartments.
Can you
help me
do this task?”

Child thinks,
But why is
the number ‘15’ orange?
And the number ‘4’ red
and the number ‘7’ 
a shimmering green?

Nature says,
“Pond sits still
all day
for the fish
and the ducks
and the frogs
and asks,
‘Can you do that?’
River flows always
on and on
for the boats
and the fish
and the land-cleaning
and the land-feeding
and asks, ‘Can you do that?’
Rain jumps
from the clouds
all the way
to the ground
for the crops
and the plants
and the trees
and asks, ‘Can you do that?’ ”

Teacher says,
“Now children,
please take off
your coats and hang
them up, then
slowly and quietly
walk to your desks,
and let’s get ready
for morning routine.”

Child thinks,
It’s as if the taste
of water
is more like
the  number ‘10’
than the number ‘1’,
because 
the number ‘1’ is 
really white,
and the number ‘10’
is almost clear.
Nature says,
“ ‘Ought is a zero
which is black
and is nothing, 
but ‘ought’ is also
a circle, which is 
everything and sky blue,
or maybe
it is both
nothing and everything,
or maybe neither
nothing and everything.
But it’s also
love and kisses and love and kisses…”

Father says,
“It is time to go
outside and rake
all the leaves and
put them all in even piles
and spread the blankets out
to put the leaves in
and then carry them
out back
to compost them 
by the garden.
Here we go.”
Child thinks
When I look up,
through the morning hours,
to lunch time,
I’m not sure I can
get there from breakfast,
but when I’m at lunch,
dinner seems 
not so high
or so low,
but just way over
there somewhere
in the distance;
but at suppertime,
looking back at the
chasm of the day,
it wasn’t so bad
a lengthy trip,
but then again,
tomorrow morning looks
like both the end 
and the beginning
of the ride,
which we do
again and again and again.
But there’s this weird
tunnel we have to go
through to get
back to morning.

Nature silently
teaches silence
through all the senses
that sense
what she’s doing.

Mother says,
“It’s time
to go
grocery shopping.”

Child thinks,
Get-your-coat-
get-your-shoes-
get-your-hat. But 
grocery store is 
28 symphonies
all playing at once, and 
grocery store smells
too, too much
for one place,
and florescent lights
make continual
jack hammer noise,
and car ride
tastes like soap,
and wind is a dark green,
and song on the radio
looks like stale popcorn
and smells like toothpaste, 
but car seat
feels like a prayer.

Mother asks,
“Would you rather
we go to McDonalds?”

Child thinks,
It’s not Tuesday.
We can’t 
do that today.


Either Man is a social creature, or man is a Godly creature: through linguistic equivalents, social is likened to seashell, and Godly is likened to cutely, cuddly, and quietly.

The Forehidden Precepts:

1.) All is nothing. 2.) The Within is protected by the Without, and vice versa. 3.) All sciences are the observational study of patterns and the lack of patterns through their spinning cycles of growth. 4.) Words are sound and energy vibrations of necessity for nutrition, growth, healing, and progress. 5.) Water, Air, Earth, and Fire are sentient vehicles for understanding and communication (they will all play with you, and will play for you). 6.) This Earth is a school of increasing variability strictly for observation. 7.) Possibilities and choices are amusing carrots on sticks and directional signposts. 8.) Beginnings and endings are pauses in breath and have nothing to do with time. 9.) Discovery and Uncovery are the constant and continuous removal of horizons. 10.) And Good Luck (which means Good Loki, or Good Mischief), are what these precepts are attempting (and failing) to outline. 

The chaos that is unraveling is very educational.

I see dead propositions. 

When one grows and becomes comfortable with and accepting of privilege, equality becomes a threat, and an even greater threat those that espouse it.

The demonic and nefarious rulers of this lowest level of materialization, this realm of eternal damnation, this outer darkness, have so completely outdone themselves while hiding behind their scripted destructive nonsense and deliberate obfuscation of “divide and conquer” and cutsy exploitation and undermining of the world’s impoverished masses, that any Hollywood critic of their exploitations would wonder how their “show of shows” was not cancelled during the first night of stage rehearsal. And so, when the “End Times” turn out to be nothing more than a comedy and a parody on itself….we can all then relax and give up trying to “resist not evil” because laughter evinces no extra time for crying and moaning and the gnashing of teeth….

At work at our day program I'm thinking about setting up an Autistic Asocial Club.

My channeling skills that have been given to me are not and never have been in my control. It is a one-way street. I get handed things to transcribe and produce and help emerge into this world from the beyond. I am handed things that are meant to be here. It is not I who request transmissions but those who operate from the other side, the great beyond. I am simply a conduit and a receptacle at the mercy of the Lords of Karma and the other worldly World Designers. 


I’ve chronicled insanity, a page 
ripped out of books. It all appears as won-
derful: by loving caring crooks. My rage 
is often tantamount to light from sun 

and moon, where shadows guide all relevance, 
and sense is out of tune. I now believe 
in Morpheus who placed pills on a fence: 
one red one blue, for what was “true”, to grieve

or soon commence, a journey down the hole 
with Alice into wonderland, with eyes 
wide open for the trip, awake for soul 
command. The dead shall bury those compris-

ing shells marked vacancy, where in life’s sea 
of plastic trash those down and out aren’t free.


With Apologies to Lewis Carroll and Sesame Street
 
One Trumpenoughforus
ascended where,
it should not have been,
twas just a dare;
 
Congricting much,
with floyscent care,
perspenching calm,
with frenglent stare,
instinchlarenging
wernt house lair,
and entercremping
lazerfair. 
 
But minsterawfellsenster gloobs
with morch and penk and stergent too
came borging through the pliblack snew
and relismucked this trumperdoo.
 
    But gimbersnoodle brakenshpit
    that izes and vries and growdly krise
    among the fincy kungra jise,
    benurched us all with thill disguise,
    to mekin frib the cluntersize.
     
    So while the drame porfuses new
    the pinch and jordy slemingfluss 
   now takes us all to mornaldruss,
    a meeging, teeging neppercuss,
    beyond the Berkynindleguss,
    where feesels play in punderwuss
    with himpy Trumpenoughforus.
 
Now worsing with the speekiledrees
to wombasst decorended gints,
with much acqlimbered lorkalled breme
to kap unddirsed quawgly pintz.
 
This trumpenoughforus blangly klees
as if it truly sneffers minch,
while pazing, jazing, and compazing,
through the drells of lawvly Zees.
 
But naught is clinked for, not dissempt,
with cleptures tessed from every murve.
There’s nothing melves can do or say,
the brinding norks gang aft agley.  
The Fagues have grumched and grumched some more
and livelled what the pendles swore
would fix the trakes and worsing shenes
that nendle hard the mussive peens.
 
We lisking now in stintmess kere,
in all the morzess browgdess queer,
and Trumpenoughforus stands firm,
with everpenching quim and nerm,
and smiles through its himpyderm
with everplasting rawgus herm. 



Perseverance: through severance
Persistence: through steadfastness   

Tom (I’m, Your, Us) 

The proselytization of the comfort of ignorance makes for supreme deception when trying to dodge society’s self- preservation and its insistence with conformity.

Oneness: The Dropping of Distinctions 

Somethings you just don’t see every day: over the weekend, Emma and I took a trip to Amish country to get some apples and cheese and pumpkins and to take in the changing colors of the trees for a bit of relaxation. We stopped at a few antique and old time stores along the way, and a cheese barn, of course. But driving further south we came to a county dirt road crossroads with 4 stop signs on each side and were met by an elongated buggy with the words emblazoned on the sides, “Yoder, Yoder, and Hostetler, Funeral Directors.” The drivers waved to us courteously and continued on through going east to west while we faced north. The elongated buggy was then followed by more than 49 buggies each with their attached tiny purple funeral procession flags on the buggie roofs, horses plodding solemnly along behind the front elongated buggy, carrying we assumed an important church elder perhaps. We waited without moving for about half an hour as the procession moved slowly in front of us. I took out my phone for a video but Emma slapped my hand down quickly to prevent my doing such an irreverent act, but how often do you see such a marvel? Anyway, our trip was marvelous and entertaining and we brought home lots of cheese, apples and pumpkins and some stupendous memories.

Haiku 2024

I don’t know, maybe. 
Perhaps there’s a difference.
It just seems the same.

Misinterpretation is a wonderful thing: only God knows why!

That that which is, is not that which is not, is not that that which is not that which is, is not that which is not that which is not, which is that not, which is that that, which is not that that, which is that which is!

That which is not understood will never be edited, deleted, redacted, removed, or disappeared, which is a blessing most fortunate. Therefore, the simplest and profoundest of truths seem to travel, unmolested, throughout time, like corks on the tops of the most turbulent waves, never sinking, always visible and available; as abundant as tree leaves; and though they always gradually change color, and appearance, and function, they never cease being simply leaves.

The world can and will consume anything and everything good to suit its own purposes

What changes in life are time and perspective; what does not change are direction and constancy of flow.

I am the ointment fly foretold, my work’s 
disaster’s map. I am a warning for 
those here, just like a poisoned trap. Life’s quirks 
are education’s tools, hide Heaven’s door 

with key. And obfuscation’s glory’s hold
Hell’s thirty-third degree. Awakened sleeps,
Earth’s vastness plays, for lead’s intended gold, 
while makes and breaks are cosmic aches: what creeps 

from new to old. Best plans parade through time-
less Now, while seeking sources rare, cracked ped-
estals on mountain tops, through twisted climb-
ing stair: for ashes, dust, beleaguered dead 

traversing methods free, to guarantee 
returning: unborn seeds of Eden’s tree.



What’s hidden just remains so, and we know 
what stays the same. The mysteries might well 
be held for ransom in life’s game. Although 
life’s struggles round and round might seem like hell, 

then some, there are few explanations here 
to find where Truth comes from, or source reli-
able down here without adjoining fear. 
There are so few who make it through, we die 

where nothing’s clear. And then return with slates 
wiped clean, to try once more to find, our way, 
if ever it existed, passed Hell’s gates 
unkind. Yet billions of us lost souls play 

at thinking we’ve a chance, and hope perchance 
surviving well beyond life’s earthly trance.


Nothing’s easy. But Everything’s hard. 
Obfuscations hold no answers, lies reveal no truths.


What’s set is set, what’s done is done; the pic-
ture will not change. The Painter has His rea-
sons made, though landscapes may seem strange. The trick 
[it is] remains as guesswork through life’s sea 

of storms: a beauty of irrelevance, 
cacophony of forms. The final stay, 
above life’s play, de-void of human sense, 
is found at cast’s beginnings, like a day 

of recompense. It’s alright as a birth-
right, as we witness everything. The ups 
and downs of dirt and crowns, just might be worth 
life’s sting. So wands and swords and pents and cups 

each hold a plaintive view: as gateways through 
these timeless ways to get back all that’s True.


Prose poem:

Being ACOA is like being a long tail cat in a room full of rocking chairs, a declawed squirrel in a forest of greased metal poles, a degilled fish in a chlorine pool, a desert prairie dog in the streets of New York City, a single rain drop falling onto the Sahara sands, a dandelion ducking a lawn mower, a stray McDonald’s French fry in a Walmart parking lot filled with seagulls, a shattered bowling pin in an AMF dumpster, a one-way side ways arrow on an elevator, a voiceless closeted mirror, a for-sale parking-lot Christmas tree on January 3rd, a billboard in the Antarctic, a 3 AM poem written on the torn inside cardboard of a Triscuit box placed underneath the socks in the underwater drawer that no one will ever see, an electric toaster for an igloo, a four leaf clover in Hell, a landfill slated for demolition and renovation to become a ticky tacky suburb for urban sprawl, a three legged card table at a bingo parlor, or maybe just like a tilted dusty wall painting in a closed and vacant museum. Welcome to our world.

Are street wise survivors more competitive than others who are not street wise survivors?

If survival and inequity foster competition for folks with intellectual and developmental disabilities, what fosters cooperation?

Is cheating a necessary part of the fabric of competition?

“Be a lion; but do not be a pensive lion. For a pensive lion has forgotten its own true nature.”

Q: What is more dangerous and more damaging, playing Daniel Elsburg exposing the damning lies of this lowest of the material planes, or playing Prometheus exposing the damning lies of the highest of the celestial planes? 

A: There may be no difference.

As time winds down this restlessness begins 
to undermine all last ditch efforts to 
pursue that last train on the line. The sins 
of life, not authored here, are fraught with who 

to blame. There’s no disguising truth and lies; 
reality’s the shame. The clothing which 
hides all that’s worth within what’s time’s disguise, 
is bought with such a heavy toll, a glitch 

one can’t revise, like tempting thoughts, like road 
side bombs, diseases microscoped; all’s fair 
in life and love and death: it’s like Morse Code, 
though groped. Forget all goals, all dreams. Why care? 

All choices are defunct; we’ve all been skunked 
since time began; you think you’ve passed? You’ve flunked!
Always, perfectly, halfway there: 
infinity, behind, and, in front.

All of Science is the observational study of patterns and the lack of patterns.

Negativity eats its own host. Beauty has a message. And the message moves into a silence.

The assassins will be the reporters of the historical measures of those whom they’ve killed (to successfully erase any trails they may have unexpectedly left behind).

“Own your tomorrow,” even, when actually, it is always “today.
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.


You don’t need to know how to completely take apart and completely put back together again a car in order to get a driver’s license. Nor do you need to become completely versant in any linguistic language rules and semantics and sentence construction to learn how to read. Learning how to read is accomplished by simply reading, just like learning how to drive a car is accomplished by driving.

LOVE  
L   “Listen:
O   One
V   Visible 
E    Eternity” 

As it may be, so it shall. 

A Gnostic’s appeal

Words behind bars? Words within bodies? Is 
there a difference? “Dwelling” is always
locked in a closed vessel, inferring busi-
ness as usual. Trapped is trapped, a maze 

in time: a space of limitations. When 
don’t we see life as crime? That cruel place of 
entrapment, enslavement, correction? Pen 
in pen seems rather redundant. What love,  

stayed lost again (incarcerated time, 
incarnated again), wishes to seek 
blinded freedom through written words that rhyme, 
and says what we dream about being: meek, 

inheriting this earth, for what it’s worth, 
once again, through a caged descended birth? 



We are no longer just allowing anyone with zero sense or less than half a brain to beat a dead horse. No, we are now requiring that, for anyone wishing to beat a dead horse, they must be recommended by the dean of the educational college or university they have attended to obtain their multiple licensees for becoming qualified to beat dead horses. The Ohio circus of hoop jumping is now a part of state provisional law such that all students deemed unsatisfactorily qualified to become successful in their academic careers participating in 1st through 5th grades must be summarily assisted by the qualified and certified dead horse beaters that the state is allowing and requiring to participate in the students’ necessary interventions. [Mark Twain could not have foreseen this depth of bureaucratic perfectionalism].

https://sboe.ohio.gov/state-board-meetings/public-comments-ohio-administrative-code/08-OAC

And

https://dam.assets.ohio.gov/image/upload/sboe.ohio.gov/Public-Comment-Rules/3302-24-18_Draft_11.03.25.pdf

What is so (in my view) demonstrably tragic is that the consistent over-decades bureaucratic failures of public school systems for being unable to teach literacy acquisition to at least 40% of all attending students [and current statistical evidence could indicate these numbers may be way worse] are now emphasizing producing structural laws pertaining to teacher qualifications while addressing none of the actual means for providing students with the necessary tools for acquiring the literacy skills necessary for becoming independent readers (all of which are possible, but inexcusably ignored). 

Maybe read this also:

https://education.ohio.gov/Topics/Learning-in-Ohio/Literacy/The-Science-of-Reading/Professional-Development-in-the-Science-of-Reading

Imagine if you will the story of The Emperor’s New Clothes being played out in Ohio Congressional back rooms where the object of creating the Emperor’s New Clothes (our current state-wide reading and literacy acquisition programs) are not being in any way overturned or dismantled. Oh, No! Our duly elected officials and leaders are now demanding that not just anyone can make the Emperor’s New Clothes; no, a very rigorous selection process involving certification and registration must be thoroughly investigated and procured before anyone wishing to make The Emperor’s New Clothes is considered eligible for such standing. The state of Ohio is actually about to legally mandate the expected and anticipated qualifications for anyone wishing to participate in making the Emperor’s New Clothes. Unfortunately, the naked truth is that better than 40% of all students in the public schools in Ohio will remain illiterate or functionally illiterate, continuing a statistical status quo that has existed in this country for decades. The “Best practices” prescribed for ameliorating the disaster have continuously failed, successfully demonstrating Einstein’s rule of insanity [he never ever stated this, though it is continuously attributed to him], “Doing the same thing over and over and over again and expecting different results.” 


I’ve chronicled insanity, a page 
out of books. It all appears as won-
derful: by loving caring crooks. My rage 
is often tantamount to light from sun 

and moon, where shadows guide all relevance, 
and sense is out of tune.  I now believe
in Morpheus who placed pills on a fence: 
one red one blue, for what was “true”, to grieve

or soon commence, a journey down the hole 
with Alice into wonderland, with eyes 
wide open for the trip, awake for soul 
command. The dead shall bury those compris-

ing shells marked vacancy, where in life’s sea 
of plastic trash those down and out aren’t free.





When proper hoop jumping is the only 
means allowed for the non disabled, then 
those labeled different soon deplore lonli-
ness, their forever residence; and when 

all games, contests, courses, and strategies 
are rigged against their names: what they’ve been called, 
or referred to as, life casts them from please 
and thank you accommodations, where stalled 

vehicles seize their souls “for their conven-
ience” and just removal, forever 
hidden in plain sight, always to be seen, 
but more or less terminated, never 

to be allowed, welcomed: pleasantly scummed, 
somewhere far away, enough to be slummed.


Question: Hey AI, have you been blessed with "Intuition?"

Answer: An AI Overview is not available for this search


Desire: broken down: De Sire, from Father.

There are as many sidewalk shrines and churches around here as there are every-block drug stores and bars. This means that we have as many sites of blind indoctrination as there are places of worship and inebriation and places of poisoning to relieve the effects of indoctrination and inebriation and poisoning. No wonder the Egyptian scarab was considered sacred: dung beetles are/were just too similar to all of us: being grateful for and dedicated to the daily dung (shit) they were afforded in order to do their daily living.


So here’s some of my research into our current circumstance with government and big business and our hidden elite rulers trying to either rule us or destroy us (our choice, eventually, but nonetheless their deliberate rock and a hard place) :

The CDC is a private corporation. They made 4.6 billion dollars two years ago for their investors (look up who They are; it’s scary) They are listed on the new York stock exchange (no real governmental agency is ever allowed to be listed on the New York stock exchange). They hold patents on not only  vaccines but viruses (though it’s currently completely illegal to hold a patent in this country on viruses). The CDC had to change their name in the 1970s because of the PR fallout due to the fact that they used to be called “The United States Health Services”. As the United States Health Services they engineered and delivered the immoral and illegal Tuskegee Syphilis experiments on unsuspecting African Americans from the 1930s to the 1970s. They are so powerful and well protected no one ever was charged or went to jail or was fined because of those crimes. Their organization hasn’t changed their philosophies one fucking bit.  

And Fauci has been a parasite for decades. He actually ran a lab in the US that was conducting such illegal shit (on bio weapons) that he was forced under law to disband his illegal operation in this country, so he had to set up his lab in guess where: Wuhan China, where the Corona virus was created in a lab, and let lose deliberately there and elsewhere. 

The various preventative measures for Corona (cheap inexpensive over the counter measures [like Ivermectin] have been so completely downplayed by the media that most ignorant people who aren’t interested in digging up the real scientific research are willing to think the vaccine is the answer when the vaccine is actually a killer and the virus is like a common cold). Look up the research done by Dr. Tenpenny from Cleveland or the real science by The Children’s Health Defense organization. By the way Bill Gates is a Fucking Eugenicist, as was his father)

Now for some interesting history: remember that shit about the West Nile Virus years ago? It was a planned test run prelude to what we are going through now (just to see how stupid and gullible human beings really are). When the media began reports on West Nile being dangerous and transported by mosquitos, the media said that we had to eliminate the mosquito carriers to be all safe and cosy. Well this fucking skeptic (me) went on line and downloaded the 187 page CDC document on West Nile. I read the entire document twice. On the third to last page the CDC admitted that West Nile was no more dangerous than the common cold (I kept the document and still have it) But, would common citizen’s take the time to read that? Hell no.

So then I looked up the spray that the CDC was recommending for getting rid of the mosquitos that they were planning on spraying all throughout the USA. It’s called ANVIL, and digging up the science on the spray I discovered that ANVIL is carcinogenic, mutagenic, and teratogenic. It’s gets into your DNA if inhaled and alters it. Pretty dangerous and brutal, sort of like glyphosate only worse. 

Well we and about twenty other people protested at Lakewood city hall when the city announced they were going to spray lakewood with ANVIL and we went down there, and all of the local news media (ABC, CBS, and NBC) were there to watch and record us and I had my 187 page CDC document in hand to share with them, and none of the reporters were interested in my “story”.  But this was hot july at the time and citizens in Lakewood all had their house windows open and the sprayers announced they would spray anyway on a Tuesday night, but they did it on the previous Saturday night (throughout the middle of the night on every street in Lakewood) but so people would not suspect or prepare their windows.

Now for the interesting shit. In less than 2 months after Lakewood was sprayed with ANViL, like most of the rest of the country, all of the Drug stores in Lakewood had aisles and aisles of medicines like Claritin and other asthma meds to deal with allergies, yet no one was capable of connecting the dots; ya see, it actually takes years of scientific study of government regulated trial and error to be allowed to make medicines and distribute them for particular diseases and symptoms (rats, bunnies, guinea pigs in trial after trial to get FDA approval). So all these allergy and asthma meds had already gone through the trials over years, and had been approved. The pharmaceutical industries creating these meds actually had the meds but they didn’t have the diseases they were designed for. So, they had a lab create a disease (West Nile), scare the shit out of the public with false media reports, produce a false cure (which is actually lethal:ANVIL), infect the unsuspecting public with the false lethal cure, and the public, now used as lab rats, is infected with chronic life time conditions that the previously manufactured medicines like Claritin  can be used for to treat them forever) better than heroin addiction because it was all done legally if not immorally.

So now we have the same orchestrated shit with Corona because it all worked before with West Nile. The vaccines now with their unusual untested cocktails of MRNA shit will produce chronic lifetime diseases for which the pharmaceutical industries will be able to make billions. And there’s no consequences for the eventual damage done because of the 1986 Supreme Court ruling disallowing all eventual lawsuits for liabilities for the manufacturers and distributors of vaccines and their deleterious side effects.

The entire world has been systematically lied to, and we are all fucked on a global scale, so no I am not going to get a vaccine, ever.

And you know what? Being in the field of special education, do you know how many individuals with profound intellectual disabilities I have taken care of over the years (I would actually dig up and read their medical histories) who were all reportedly born normal, who within 10 days to two weeks after they had received their required childhood inoculations were rendered permanently disabled both physically and mentally due to the vaccines they’d received? Dozens and dozens over the years. I have been in the fucking trenches with the results of these unforgivable disasters. So no, I am not one of the believers in vaccines. I’ve witnessed the results. And I don’t believe Heaven will be able to help those who are now victims of this monstrous plandemic.......


I never thought I’d live to see my worst fears being realized as public policy, enforced, accepted, promulgated, and revered.

Permanent Self-imposed confinement, rubber stamped as freedom (without an imagined quasi dime for a necessary reactive phone call).

The sole purpose of this world is to figure out that we are all not supposed to be here! WTF??

The permanence of impermanence is 
staggering. Who created this vacuum 
of innocuousness? I do this quiz 
out of habit: a lost cause to consume 

my everyday non existence. Some say 
(those who are stuck in never never land), 
that it’s better than nothing. I just pray 
they’re wrong; for awareness is blinding, planned 

as a payday of screams and rupture (as 
opposed to rapture). Believing is a 
kind recompense, a bought ticket that has 
a sting of realism, a closed agenda, 

for this locked cage with no key, one big show 
of shows: nothing to know, nowhere to go.



Who monitors the unmonitored? I 
haven’t the slightest. All sheep stay in the 
pen, unless calamity sprightly i-
dentifies its own time for making a 

ruckus, a disaster, a ripping of 
limitations, a fuss and thunder. This 
world allows freedom up to a point: love 
of habit, home, and attachments dismiss 

below, above, and in between: all that 
could and should be learned here, while harm forces
retreat into blind comfort, a calm flat-
tened charm of ignorance renewed, courses 

resumed, defended, quiet as a sigh, 
with the removal of dreams that drop by.


“Corruption in high places”? It’s more like “Corruption is high places!” It’s why most mystics reside with the extremely lowly. 

The funniest two words in the English Language: “Lasting Legacy”

Why is it that entire medical profession is now a proliferation of exorbitantly expensive egocentric used car salesmen that you wouldn't trust to hold your balloon at a fair while you tie your shoes? 

Which is the greatest source of realization, a slip up or a fall down? (The snakes and ladder question to a “T”.)

What is the difference between a rule maker and a rule follower? A rule maker is a salaried individual who benefits from his non production through the auspices of tax revenues and bottom line revenues handed over (stolen) from the time punching rule followers who have their table crumb benefits shared (fought over) unequally amongst themselves and the rest of the productive rule followers who collectively provide for, and, through their production, benefit  the ruling rule makers who feast at the main table.


\
A Twenty-twenty One, Love/ Horror Story: 

As Penis Breath and Pussy Mouth laid 
in each other’s arms, 
while having sucked each other off, 
their screams had tripped alarms. 

Their coming was a righteous love, 
their bed had crashed through floors. 
The neighbors called, police arrived; 
they’d bashed down all the doors. 

“Are you O.K., in there?” They yelled, 
as basement groans arose. “Beware of fiends, those wielding saws,” 
between faint ‘ahhhs’ and ‘ohhhs.’ 

Back at his newsroom desk downtown, 
Snerd Freeling caught the tale. 
The scanner barking sordid facts, 
had startled his exhale. 

He grabbed his hat and coat in step 
to exit towards his car, 
his camera round his neck 
to soon record this crime noir. 

The neighbors all in sidewalk gowns 
held flashlights, snacks, and phones; 
a few had lawn chairs ready for binoculared unknowns. 

Soon fire trucks with sirens red 
came racing down the street, 
forewarned of danger, death, and fate, 
their means we’re not discrete. 

From basement’s cold, in darkness drear, 
famed bed was rocking still. The concrete, under legs of steel, 
was cracking loud and shrill. 

The screams that thundered from below 
and echoed through the town, 
gave bystanders the heebee-jeebs; 
Hell’s din would not slow down. 

Then came a piercing note so twined; 
it shattered street light lamps, 
felled trees, flipped cars, and tipped trash cans, unnerving watchful camps. 

Then silence startled all the folks, 
the rescuers and fans, 
the stillness seemed to shatter sense, 
and squelched help’s altered plans. 

Then from the basement all could hear 
a tramping up the stairs, 
a dark and twisted step by step 
that goose-bumped tingly hairs, 

on all who backed away from fears, 
that lightning would have served, 
the steps all coming closer, leaving helpless those unnerved. 

As Penis Breath and Pussy Mouth 
emerged through darkened doors, 
still arm in arm, and drenched in sweat, 
amidst crowd cheers and roars, 

“Well, Dear, it wasn’t quite last week, 
We’ll have to try again. 
Same time and place, next Saturday? 
What say you, nine or ten?”


Gambling and gamblers hold a strange but very limited fascination, and after only a short time become inherently exhausting: their addiction to the fantasy of money is so bizarre. And if they really wanted  to continue to be addicted to the notion of gambling and its process they should all become farmers who are the ultimate gamblers, but are nevertheless producing something productive and not just spinning hamster wheel insanity. But at least gamblers in their pursuit of money haven’t sunk as low as preachers. 

The two funniest words in the English Language: “Lasting Legacy”

You see, regardless of the incessant and ever continuing discrimination, isolation, segregation, and abuse (and don't try to tell me it doesn't still take place everywhere daily) of those in this world deliberately labeled "different" (which remains too damned obvious to ignore), society in all of its gracious goodness insists and requires my placating to all of the "politically correct" determinations of said labeling. As such  I cannot, and I will not "candy coat" in any way (as if I approved of the "right and correct and allowable" labels) my own use of such cute classifications; so I will continue to use the horrible names of the past (moron, idiot, cretin, imbecile, retard, etc.) due to the incessant and ever continuing discrimination, isolation, segregation, and abuse (which as far as I can tell will never ever cease), and I won't comply to society's instructions to be mindful of society's needs to (in my own way) address the "true" feelings that this empathic society has for those it has labeled disposable, and which society demands that I recognize society's true caring and heartfelt determinations of those it has purposefully deemed to be different. I have no tissues for the tears of the "politically correct" socially active neurotypicals. Either we are all human  beings (without exception), or I will continue using the labels I deem perfectly descriptive of society's deliberate separations. Those labeled different will not be upset with the descriptive determinations of their separations, as meaningless words have significantly less impact than the cold reality of society's actions. [I am guessing that Diogenes Laertius would be proud, or at least maybe sympathetic]

Silence is not golden. It never was. It is vigilance, wariness, fear of the inevitable, the calm before the storm. 

A human clothes line pole, a human candle stick, a human traffic light

If you are a hunter, never give your blood hound a scent of a terror more dangerous than you are, because your blood hound is just a blood hound, and doesn't know any better, and will lead you to your doom.
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