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One Blind Pig
A collection of Ballad Stanza/Shakespearean Sonnets
by T. W. Gilbert
Dedication*
To: the theoretically blind, the partially blind, the somewhat blind, the sometimes blind, the near blind, the half blind, the naked blind, the completely blind, the blind blind, the first blind, the twice blind, the blessed blind, the wounded blind, the bloody blind, the silent blind, the unmistakably blind, the critically blind, the duck blind, the bamboo blind, the double blind, and the Venetian blind…..**

* If perchance you happen to breathe in order to sustain your earthly corpse, you may just [or may not, who knows?] be a theoretically blind person, or any of the other “blind” categorized above.

** For whatever it’s worth, and for anyone remotely interested, I probably fall into the ‘completely blind’ category.

Forward
          Sometimes, on “the sidewalks of life” (of course I could be completely wrong) we have opportunities to occasionally pass by very solid tall impenetrable fence-like walls, and perchance discover microscopic accidental peepholes; and peering about cautiously, we realize that no-one else is even remotely within the vicinity. So we stop and place a single eye flat against the available peepholes and try to ascertain what is on the other side of the walls, and though we stare and stare and struggle with these very limited and unknown perspectives, we try to make sense of what little comes through from the other sides.
Here I will attempt to share with you, two tiny peepholes:
From The Authorized King James Version, New Testament, James, Chapter 4, Verse 14: “Whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your life? It is even a vapor, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth away.” (Attributed to Paul, A[Paul]o, Apollo, Apollonius of Tyana, The Second Coming, One with Jesus [Chi Zeus], etc, maybe, who knows?)
…And…
From Macbeth, 5.5: “To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, creeps in this petty pace from day to day, to the last syllable of recorded time: And all our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player, that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and then is heard no more. It is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.” (Attributed to Shakespeare, alias Francis Bacon, alias Compt de St. Germaine, alias Father C.R.C.; oh well, who knows.)
Nonetheless, what do these separate tracts, which appear to be so similar mean, imply, or offer? Are these just fanciful extremes of nonsensical and cute hyperbole, or are they true and real and dead on? What did the authors of these lines know that they were trying to say? How could we ever know? How could we ever find out?
Please read these lines again; no, better yet, read them over and over and over; no, better yet, memorize them; no, better yet, have a tattoo artist sew them with needle and ink onto your body, or have a cowboy use a branding iron with these words on your flesh as a reminder of who and what you are [Kidding, of course; as life will eventually scar you far worse than these senseless acts of self- mutilation could ever possibly do].
Anyway, for whatever it’s worth, the following work here is my very limited and lame attempt to depict what I’ve seen through these two tiny peepholes. Let me know what you see, what you find, what you think.
But as Morpheus (Laurence Fishburne) says to Neo (Keanu Reeves) in the Movie “The Matrix”:
“You take the blue pill and the story ends. You wake in your bed and believe whatever you want to believe. [a red pill is shown in his other hand] You take the red pill and you stay in Wonderland and I show you how deep the rabbit-hole goes. [Long pause; Neo begins to reach for the red pill] Remember -- all I am offering is the truth, nothing more. [Neo takes the red pill and swallows it with a glass of water]”
However, if after you have read this book, if perchance you believe I am loonier than Lewis Carol’s Mad Hatter (and I just may be), I suggest you dig up and read William Shakespeare’s (excuse me, Francis Bacon’s) Sonnets (they are all marvelous), and especially read (and re-read) Sonnet #129 (Along with others: #s 3, 103, 119, 123, 124, 146). If I’d read #129 (or the others listed here) before writing Metaphysical Rhyme and One Blind Pig, there is a good possibility I would not have attempted my own drivel, as F.B. quite clearly successfully wrote everything I intended so say in this one 14 line poem, whereas my poor attempt went on for 2 books. For those of you too lazy to look up #129:

“The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action; and, till action, lust
Is perjured, murd’rous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;
Enjoyed no sooner but despised straight;
Past reason hunted and, no sooner had, 
Past reason hated as a swallowed bait,
On purpose laid to make the taker mad:
 Mad in pursuit, and in possession so;
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme;
A bliss in proof and, proved a very woe;
Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream.
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.”

[And if you think Bacon didn’t pawn off all his work on Shakespeare, read very carefully Sonnets #s 29, 80, 83, 111, 134, 135  (Look them up. Do some homework for a change.)]

The Other Day
(Choices/Consequences)
[Chi-Zeus/Coins o’ Quinces]
Canto #1
My neighbor calls from down the street, “Hey, Tom,
it’s time to vote. We’re going down to Old 
Grant School, so don’t forget your coat.” It’s calm
again, November’s sweet, this year the cold
is mild. This single ballot issue card
now makes our voting styled: “No Government,” 
is what will pass, we used to think it hard,
but now that folks love, live, and learn, it’s meant:
“no laws to guard”; we’re free of fear, we’ve found
true peace, all share life’s goals with ease: no tax,
no fights, no wanton wealth, no “pound for pound”
or fees. We vote each year to bar attacks
from those who think we’re daft; though life’s a raft
with oars for all, we’ve rowed, and splashed, and laughed.
I saunter over to the school, there are
no dudes with signs, no slogans from the ‘right’
or ‘left,’ no pushing, shoving lines. We’re far
from where we all once were; what once was night
is day. There is no gloom, there is no doom, 
our peers have much to say. There’s music in
the speech of kids that makes their faces bloom.
The old, with canes, are light of step, and spin
about the room. They all come here to vote
their hearts, the young, the old, the still, the loud,
who know life’s worth shared parts; they trust and note 
this drill, through valued paths, their lives so proud,
they claim a common glee, that to be free
means: Know you’re One, with all seeds from God’s tree.
I walk up to the polling booth and stare
down at the card, the same one I saw here
last year, familiar as one’s yard. It’s fair
to say I like the feel of words so near
the truth, of words that make me smile and say
I love this polling booth. It now stands for
the price of peace, our hopes and dreams today,
this well of life, bereft of pains, where poor
folks too can play, where ills are gone, where hurts
are few, where light in eyes shines bright. I know
these words by heart by now, as life asserts
what’s right. We do not need a secret show,
a sacred stash of gold. What helps us hold
to what we have is: Truths cannot be sold. 
                        [Issue #1]
“Do you still wish to be as free as all
who fill this place, this Earth that spins around
our Sun, that lights up all of space?” I scrawl
a darkened check [ √ ] for ‘yes’. Its box is sound
and true. Of all the duties one can vow
this one affirms life’s view: That all are One
and Free and Blessed, and no one’s forced to bow;
there is no rank, no best or worst, what’s done
stays here and now. I hand my ballot to
a gent, who marks my stickered coat, the sign
it reads, “Today I vote, as free as you,
who vote, as free as me,” who leaves this shrine
a better place than past, where one can cast
a vote for truth that will forever last. 
Canto #2
I’ve done my part. I walk on home. I take
a front porch seat. My son who’s gathered all
the mail makes points I will repeat: I make
a toy, the business grows, the workers call
the shots, they own the stock, the firm, the plant,
and all the parking lots. Our mail has cards
from round the world, with thanks for what toys grant,
a boat in education’s stream that guards
a teacher’s slant: that all can learn, eye, hand,
and brain, the roots where wisdom’s sown; so play
in all we did as kids helps us command 
what’s known. These reins are in our hands this day;
we make smart toys for fun. What we’ve begun
this age of peace is shared with everyone.
Our workers drive full trucks to stores, to schools,
and all Head Starts; the toys are stacked in rows
on shelves, on sale at most Drug Marts. These tools
help build core reading skills, so each one knows
one’s worth; so kids can know what parts they play
while serving friends of Earth. To read and think
and plan and work and know life’s sweet as May
drives all these workers at our plant to wink
when handed pay. Success in everything
they do, from work to home to town, makes lives
rich fortunes to pursue, while gained arts bring
renown: the satisfaction when one strives
to showcase what’s supreme: this realized dream, 
that ‘work’ is ‘play,’ is what we all esteem. 
Our pay is what’s secured through need, its trade
is done like rain, we’ve cancelled debt and loss
and lack, eliminated strain. What’s paid
is seen as air or food, a bridge across
divides. School tools we make for lives complete
while test scores show huge strides. With every class,
these students learn, their work breeds no defeat; 
we hope to see all kids as smart, they’ll pass
each course they meet; so work and school and play
and rest all fit like puzzled parts. We know
that life renews itself, we freely pay
with hearts that flow a steady love to show
this world we really care, as we prepare
to work real hard and foster what we share.
Our dreams are known, our plans are set, we see
ourselves as friends, we work to play and play
to work; we know there are no ends. We’re free 
to lend a hand at will, to offer pay
at need, for those who struggle with their bills
or have small mouths to feed. We balance waves
of lack and want with parties decked with frills,
we make sure all receive their due; one raves

to share such thrills. Our country is at work
today; we are a family. We know
just how to make ends meet; it’s not berserk,
it’s free; there’s no one who is left out, so
we help all souls of course. We all endorse
these gifts from work, while following Life’s Source.
Canto #3
My son he tells me of a school that gave
an entrance test, and those who failed were soon
let in, they sent home all the rest. The grave
result for those who passed was just the boon
of fate. They were too smart for this rare school,
their talents much too great. The students who
had failed the tests were each marked down as ‘Fool,’
then qualified to sign their names unto
this house of rule. A school’s supposed to give
one truths, where none had been before: to fill
an empty mind with knowledge, causative
to score. For those who ‘Had It’ – rampant skill –
why make them strut their stuff? So why then snuff
those hard to teach, when sense screams, “That’s enough!?”
A teacher’s patient, loving, kind, a source
of help and facts, a working model free
of charge, who knows how thought attracts, a force
for curiosity, a knowledge tree
of skills, an open book of learnèd arts,
experience, and thrills. The history
of knowledge is for those with mental carts:
warehouses of immense shelf space, while free
of rusted parts. But all who are alive 
can be assumed to want to grow. There’s no
one, who’s not dead and gone, who would not strive
to know. Rich atmospheres for teaching slow
beginners is a treat. To help complete
those needing work is absolutely neat. 
That schools are quick to test all those who would
march through their doors, shows how extremely lame
their cause, how skewed their skills with scores. They should
be quick to teach the lost, to make a claim
for plans, that work to elevate all kids
with poor attention spans. How easy is
it to propound to kids with Einstein lids?
What differences are found teaching a whiz

or teaching squids? At Harvard they accept
few minds with less than 4–point grades, or first 
place science winners, whose rare thought concept
persuades: That here is one who has a thirst
for being best of best. “Thank God for blest
Two-Ten I.Q.s, and that he aced their test.”
So why not try to teach the poor, the ill,
the ones so frail? One might discover that
their lacks would not cause them to fail. The will
that moves their efforts to succeed when at
a loss is all that they have ever known,
it’s what gets them across all hardships they
encounter when they try to act full-grown;
their speech may be quite odd, and they may say
they’re left alone. Their learning skills are there 
to tap, they can progress, it’s plain. What they
can learn about this world would broaden their
terrain. Their building blocks are underway 
to fill all voids with arts. Yes, useless parts
are in their way, but strengths are off the charts.

Canto #4
My children are my greatest joys. Their kids
are just the same; our families, like flocks
of geese, aren’t altogether tame. What bids
me to make note of this is how life shocks
my calm. They all surprise me with their deeds
that are so much like ‘mom.’ The acorns that
fell from that ‘oak’ are not so much like seeds
that one bedecks a garden with; this flat

is hardened weeds. Their treasuries of skills
and wit help clearly to change minds. They think
and know their lives have worth, beyond what kills 
and blinds. They are so free; they scratch life’s brink
with what they wish to say, they come to play
with hands and hearts, all happy for this day.
They are alive; they grow to learn; they fill
each other’s cups. They argue, glare, and fight
with glee; they match their downs with ups. The thrill
of pains, appeased with joys, all help make light
their tears, that come and go through treasured time
across their splendid years. We strive to see
our blended roles; reunions are sublime.
We talk and laugh at banquet feasts when we
can share the crime, of telling all the lies
of our lost childhoods and pains, that reach
on back through squandered time (that trashed surprise
that drains). Though laughter at the raucous speech
is so much fun to hear, we’re seldom near
to make these trysts, as planned throughout the year. 
The bonds that our tribe brings to Earth stretch way
passed timeless ends. We know each other so
darned well, our fate misapprehends. One stay
in these small bands of time helps build and grow
our ties. We are like dens of thieves in court
who seek out new disguise. Each life is made
a new set stage, a Shakespeare play or sport;
we astrologically fit well, displayed
through group support. We sense each other’s lines
and moves, so acting is a scheme. The lights
and drama of each act, as art, outshines
life’s dream. We help each other through stage frights,
hold clammy, sweaty hands; like Gypsy bands
we hug our own, through life’s unfit demands.
We know that blood is of the heart, we hold
to loyalty. We ‘have our backs,’ in times
of scourge, when breath is taxed a fee. We’re told
that useless laws are passed when choice of crimes
is forced, where points of hope are shattered will,
and paths remain un-coursed. Yet in our hearts
light shines like lamps lit in dark caves so still,
that we may see each step we take when charts
of paths are nil. We all hold hands, repressed
through fear, when needs are shared like crumbs; while all
are kept alive through faith, this life, that’s stressed,
benumbs. Our family shares dreaded pall
when what we have’s insane. But on this plane
our family renews what will sustain.
Canto #5
We go to church on days like these, in sun
and rain, and snow. The pews are in between
the trees, where plants and weeds still grow, which run
beside the stream through woods where all is green
and wild. This church, which has a roof of sky,
is simply undefiled. The altar is
a large tree stump, the organ: birds that cry,
with crickets sounding out a dirge; bees whiz,
and frogs reply. A natural state of prayer 
is heard, through morning, noon, and night; the still
calm sounds of nature’s tunes are welcomed, fair,
and bright. The deepness of this peace is fill
for all who would discern: that those who turn
to calm within, have not much else to learn.
The bliss that comes with knowing that we all
share Heaven’s tour, contrasts with Earth, this stage
of growth, attractive as a lure: its call,
that drones for all to hear, is like a rage
of storms, a nest of snakes, a den of rats,
ten hives of bees in swarms, a siren song
of ill lament, a cloud of senseless bats,
a prime time entertainment show, a throng
of T.V. stats; all anchored on your neck
in pain, a necklace strung with bones, a path
so fixed with smut and noise, you’ll want to check
your phones. You won’t find silence in Earth’s wrath,
it won’t be there to see; what’s known to be
in stillness found is perfect as what’s free.
To give one’s tithes, one tenth of pay, is bound
in ‘time,’ not ‘cash.’ To give back self in prayer 
and calm is meditation’s stash. What’s found
in ‘time is money’ is a ‘dime’ where fare
was set. The ‘dime’ is one tenth dollar and 
the dollar: toll for debt. The toll for bridge
across time’s span from Earth to Heaven’s strand, 
is sought and found within one’s heart, a ridge
one walks unmanned: a thousand, thousand strides
or more, it takes to let go all. What’s Earth
stays Earth, though change it does; while what confides
is gall: a ‘snakes and ladders’ game that’s worth
a ‘Freed Om’ from a jail, a Holy Grail
of sword from stone, a bark with risen sail.
Religion is a lonely task, a self
taught way to be, a temple in the heart
alone, a way to be set free, an elf
the size of thumb nail length, so small yet part
of God, the infinite as Solar light,
within, without, and odd: a Unity
of all there is, a passage from this night,
this living, breathing Hell on Earth, this sea
of wanton fright. So grace must first be shown
and felt, and placed within this one, in line
with the devoted sage, who knows what’s known
to none, whose every thought is peace divine,
when offered back to sun, whose steps undone
with gifts for all make children of the One.
Canto #6
The clock beeps tones, as I awake, the noise
unravels dreams, the thought of work shreds peace
of mind, a consciousness of streams. The joys
I felt when sound asleep are lost and cease
to be. The News last night of wars and debt
were real on my T.V. Foreclosures now
have raced through towns and states where neighbors bet
on lotto cards their last pay checks, that’s how
their bills are met: a gamble when what’s bought
gets lost, like dreams and lives and hopes, a last
faint gasp, a living death, like chattel caught
in ropes. Church-job-state-school all tie one fast
to wheels of tortured bliss; what people miss
to ice life’s cake is blessed by death’s first kiss.
I stagger through the bathroom door to stare
at what stares back. The mirror strains to pass
me off as nothing but a hack. I dare
to stretch the truths I’ve found that seem so crass
and failed, and wonder if those dreams so fresh
will help me when I’m jailed: this body sits
like worlds aflame, a fence of tortured flesh:
what’s inside-out and up-side-down that fits
like Satan’s crèche. The News treats life like storms
without, and stirs these pots with glee. The schools
have failed to teach the young, the state reforms 
what’s free. The churches preach such misplaced rules
that fear of Hell (for those, who never chose
this nether world) is offered as repose.
Where does one go; whom does one seek, to fix 
this wretched state, this goddamned piece of crap
called life, which fosters lost debate? The tricks
of time and space are such that not one sap
comes close to sharing truths of how we get
beyond what’s so morose: this Hell of Hells,
this ruse in ruse, this game where winners fret
the free pass to start once again, where bells
mark what’s reset. The game of life is just
a game, a chance to dream a lie, a time
to wander through ‘What ifs,’ and learn to trust
or die, to play at love or hate or crime
and not dream, “We’re alone”; that dreaded koan
that mocks all fear, and rips all veils if known. 
What does one know, when all alone, when left
to ponder Self? Is One content to peer
at night, when Nothing’s on the shelf, bereft
of time, and space, and dreams, all still and clear
of thought, when all, there is, is Being Still, 
that state all saints have sought? If this be so,
what brings forth space, what brings forth time to kill?
Who places sparks of light far flung that grow
in Matter’s spill? Who places worth in plays
of will, to strive back to The Source, where One
should never have set forth, or left what stays
all force? Why trap what’s freed? Why free what’s none? 
Who makes this game exist? Why are we grist
for God’s millstone? Who’s placed us in Hell’s fist?
No Engine
Stop Smoking
Canto #1
Ship of the night, which rules the seas, and makes

the trade winds blow, comes in, to port, when it

deems fit, with bells we’ve come to know. It takes

and gives with rip tide force, with sails so fit

and trim. Its till’ is set for tack and speed

with signs and flags so grim. Its crew are ghosts

from time long gone, though like a swarm they feed

on all who live and breathe and strive: white hosts

who flaunt their greed. Their time with coins is all

they dream; they tax each fare they claim. With chains

and rings they keep their pets, who sweat through gall

and game. They goad all slaves to praise their gains,

to strive and match their rank. They flog and thank

those ones who yield, and worst what walks the plank.


…when heights are still, and goals are gone, as ice 

is formed by flame, when gates are shut with locks

not seen, their keys not in the game, each vice

of pains is looped round all, in place, so blocks

are set, with coins and gems maze walls stay fused, 

to keep all clung to debt. The blank eyed guards

are just as lost as all who think they’re rused;

the rest go round and round the halls, played cards

that scream they’re used. The clocks tick down the days

of years, each age, as time slips by, with “ticks” 

and “tocks” that sell the stocks to keep the maze

a lie. The game has won; the bag of tricks

is paid to those who’ve played. Each time we’ve made

this trip for naught, we’ve found that we have stayed...

…the eye, which looks out ’neath the crown, knows why

the voice is shrill, while heart and guts make plans

to churn our Source which must be still. Thoughts try

to spin the wheel a tad to shake first man’s

fair stance; while light and dark, like fence and park, 

are lost in life’s new dance. Each step is quick

to move our frame, for worlds clash hard to spark,

to make “life” out of naught but thought, their trick

of mate and mark. The glass is clear and shines

with ease the glow of pain through pane. The real

is but the fake in time, and casts its lines

for gain. But all is plain; there’s aught to steal,

or fix, or see what’s true. While this life’s view

is hard to stop, we find we must look through… 

I should not rant or scream right now or knock

what comes my way. I should thank God for what’s
my due, as thoughts set up my day. The shock
of joy and pain shreds dreams I’ve had since ruts 
were mine. I’ve dug the tracks that set the stage
for goals which block light’s shine. But wrecks I see
round all life’s plans seep in and out my cage.
I’ve trashed the lines that shed good luck to free
my need to rage. Life’s acts down here are much
too wrong to watch as if they’re fine. The rich
make sure there’s time for play, where deeds can’t touch
design. Their greed and plots to keep life’s pitch
as wrecked and fixed as shit, all keep this twit
in slow burn mode. They must have thought I’d quit. 
Canto #2
Teach a millstone how to read. Show a shoe

how to bake a pie. Teach a brick when it 
needs to play. Show a car door the way to
fly in the sky. Teach a birdhouse to knit
a sock. Show a toolbox how to count to
ten by fives. Teach a clock what to do in
case of fire. Show a pen how to ski through
a fog. Teach a desk drawer how to drink gin
in bars, or brew its own beer from fresh grain.
Show a snack how to plant a tree. Teach a
street how to think like a judge. Show a train
what “free” means to a caged bird. Teach all the
squashed grapes how we play team sports. In what dream
do we test, and not teach blocks how to scream? 
A rose bush has thorns, a deer has horns, and
God has us. Jail cells have locks, a school has
tests, and God has grace. Bars have ale, a band
has pot, and God has stars. Laws and cops, as
friends, pack guns. Czars and kings, as chiefs, keep score,
and God has scales. Banks track cash, and polls sweep
votes, and God keeps time. Hills have snow for more
than cold fun. Fields keep streams, so fish can leap
the rocks and soar up falls, and God makes clouds
and rain and storms. T.V.s have news, and books
have tales and yarns, and God has signs. Drunk crowds
share booze, poor kids need shoes, and God just looks.
Crooks have guts, saints have will, and God has nil.
Heads have ears, mouths have tongues, and God keeps still.
…when goals are hid, like love and fate, you can

not find them quick. They can’t be seen or felt
or sensed. Their place is like a trick. The plan
to find them must be earned, though cards are dealt
by deeds. Fools’ lives are set, as prayers are met,
while thoughts are bound to creeds. The tests are short
and can be guessed, as work is done for debt;
while time speeds up or slows in spurts, life’s court
fines all who bet. Each move in time and space
is judged; the count is made by fire. The art
by which you claim your soul is fixed in place
like mire. It is the seat in which your heart

lies still for want of breath. Like Thoth and Seth
you’ll need this search for keys to side step Death…
Thank cash for God, in whom we trust, I pray

they just print more. These fives and tens are things
of joy, when we go to the store. There may
not be a more real test of faith than flings
with cash. A trip out west with chips for sale
might seem like quite a bash. But coins and prayers
are twins in kind and make for quite a Grail.
They both help fix all sorts of plights, like scares
and scrapes with jail. We jump with glee when we
get paid, when checks come in the mail. We look
through ads for deals and stubs to help each spree 
on sale, and jump in line at dawn to book
a chance with which to buy, an X-mas high
of mink or car or gem that fills the eye.
Canto #3
I know I’m free. My chains are gone. I come

and go at will. There are no debts, or pay-
day threats, I do not need a pill. I sum
my life with streets and walks; my time is way 
too clear. My bench and park, are mine at dark,
I have no dreams to fear. I go to church
for lunchtime feasts, I tend them like a shark.
My friends are bugs and rats and thugs who search
what makes life spark. We all have time, but not 
a dime; we wait for what comes next. Life has 
no rules for last time fools, there’s no such lot
or text. Each day the sun and rain are as
the best gifts that are free. But though I see
I’ve passed life’s tests, I want fine Scotch and Brie. 
Food of the gods is not for sale; it can’t 

be spared or shared. If you live on this Earth,
my friend, you can get scared and snared. The slant
I hear from those down here is, “Life is worth
a lot.” But check your purse and what you nurse
and look deep in the plot. Whom do you aid?
Why do you care? What bends the rules that curse?
What dreams and hopes help free the failed? Who made
their fate seem worse? The rich stay rich. The poor
stay poor. The gods stay hid, of course. We’re bid
to find all means we can to crash Death’s door
with force. The game is won by those who’ve rid
their lives of all that’s ‘not’. What solves this knot
stays with the gods. This game is all they’ve got.
Church and state are sweet goats in heat, and wed

when times get strange. With truth and lies, they’ll close
your eyes; they think you’ll cheer each change. They’ve bred
their dupes and pawns in droves to fend off foes
with qualms. Their shtick is feigned and planned world wide
as banks fund wars and bombs. They fix all News
from all sides now, so all views preach their side;
each dance and tune masks like the moon, so choose
which wreck to ride. It all ends up with loss
as king, in dearth and death and waste. Your heart
and mind will one day find all life’s a cross
you’ve faced. To be here is to be God’s art:
hung framed with nails and wire. So join the choir
and sing in pain and know you’re loved with fire.
Where are the seers? Where are the saints? You’d think

they’d see this war. With plagues and storms and quakes 
and floods, Hell’s goons have crashed the door. Life’s brink 
is bent, its forms are rent; holes gape in stakes 
and dreams. Those streams from Fates, who make life’s odds,
are trashed in Hell-bent schemes. All sense is gone, 
all will is blind, we wait the doom of gods; 
while hope is dust, our love and trust are drawn
from spears and rods. The wheels of fate are spoked 
in hate; the stars are lined with death. The rage
of sides, from surge of tides, grips hard those choked 
in breath. But keys are held by one scarred sage
who springs life out of Hell; pearls from depth’s shell
are placed in hearts of those who’ve found love’s well.
Canto #4
You are that he, who knows no bounds, whose home

is time and space, whose box of crimes is filled
with rhymes that ask what drives life’s race. You’ll roam
this stretch of Hell’s great depth with all that’s billed
as fine; but what you share is your own fare,
you will not draw the line. You are the first
to see the script; you should have looked with care.
You did not know the loss you’d find, the worst
prize in death’s square. Your tree of life is all
there is as source and goal in time. Your task
was snared with what’s been aired; it fits this crawl
through slime. There is no grace that solves the mask,
this game of peek a boo; so blast right through
these veils in life, and find out you are “who.” *
I pray that soon there comes a day when dawn

brings back the sun, so what we choose as heart
felt views will show us we are One. But gone
are seas as calm as glass, where swans can dart
with ease; and gone are signs of love drenched eyes
that bless and glow and please. These are the times
of stress and blight and need and want and lies,
though strengths to strive, when rights are squeezed, ease crimes
now on the rise. The mess Earth’s fiends have placed
here, to force all to scrape and bow, blocks those
who wish to share brief lights of peace just graced 
for now. Dawn’s light comes quick for those who chose
the path hid in the heart. For those who part
from all that’s “just,” they’ll find they’ve made Hell’s chart.
*(The owl is not wise at all; its truth is in the game;
  for wisdom lies in what it says, the “Hu” which speaks your name.)
You have to laugh in this lame world at those

who hoard Earth’s junk, like art and coins and gold
and jewels, all stuff you’d buy when drunk. What shows
in all this pack rat crap is how things hold
our gaze. We all must think we’ll cruise past death
and keep our means and ways, and what we’ve bought,
and felt and thought, and grasped with life’s last breath.
Who’s dreamed one’s plot could fend off rot? Such thought
needs drugs like Meth. But when folks view this kind
of whim, you’d think they’d start to share. But, No!!
They bear down hard and draw a line to blind
what’s fair: “It’s mine!” one hears on Wall Street, though
it’s heard where trade is “King”. Their wealth can bring
life to its knees, but not squelch Death’s last sting.
Who would be king of this mole hill, I gaze

at from my stoop? There must be one with grace
and skill who’ll rise from this failed group. It pays
to be that lone blank face, that one rare ace
of hearts. The lights and glare that come with fame
are worth those News room darts; to kiss the poor
and tend the rich, to be a house hold name, 
it would be great to save the Earth, Al Gore
sure knows this game. But who can pull that sword
from stone, and rate what gods would prize? There must
be one not quite for sale, who’s charmed the lord 
of flies, whose deals for votes breed checks of trust,
that make the Free Press proud, who looms a cloud,
of kin and mob, and spreads “dreams” through the crowd.
Canto #5
You are not whole, if I stay here; it’s such
a shame to know. I am a horse that will
not drink, nor win, nor place, nor show.  It’s much
too hard to stay the course, I can not fill

your bill. I cannot jump, I cannot trot,
I do not know that drill. These reins are tight; 
the bit is hard; the crop hurts quite a lot.
My shoes are loose, my stall is wet, I might

just get hoof rot. My back is swayed, the barn
smells bad, I will get sold next spring. The fair
needs nags for kids to ride, so bless that darn
old ring. For two bucks I can breathe fresh air

and help kids laugh and smile, and walk a mile
in one tight loop, and not fear grace or style.

When placed in a state old aged home, and spoon
fed mush or meat, like fish and pork and eggs
and ham, all things not fit to eat, I’ll moon
the aides from bed to john, with old gray legs

through gown. I’ll make ash trays in bright craft rooms,
and make group trips to town, to feed the ducks,
or shop for combs, or plant some prayers at tombs, 
where friends have beat me to the punch; what sucks

is we share dooms. I’ll reach that stage where walls
are stared at hard from chair or bed, where thoughts
all trail to what’s been seen, or where life’s calls 
have led, where ash to ash and naughts to naughts

are felt and known while here; so we can cheer
what we have found, that life’s like death that’s near.

I want to stop. I cannot write. I just

take down what comes. You’d think I would be left
to dream, when these old hands are thumbs. I must
have dropped my keys at home, which makes my theft
so real. I should not have what I have now,
but I was forced to steal. I cannot think.
I cannot love. I do not have God’s ‘how,’
those gifts that run when there’s no one to ink
what’s from the Tao. The scribe is but a pen
and hand, more blank than rain drenched clouds, a gray
cold breath of ice chilled death, as lost as when
there’re crowds, who screech like birds which flock and stay
when those with sense said, “Bye.” Who knows life’s lie,
what’s up is down, has waked with God’s third eye!
If we would read, we’d see death’s shade, though strange

as that may be. The Muse has poems in worn
out tomes that tell us to be free. The range
of thought that shares strict views on how we’re born 
from death (this space time frame that is a fake),
shows when to play with breath. It calls for faith
in heart led paths for days and years to take
each step by step, and loss by loss, so wraith
in tomb can shake the chains of time and waste
of Earth, and all that here in lies: these coils
wrapped round our souls, like sheathes, that show what’s cased,
yet flies. Yes, this here’s death, these times and toils;
these are what you’d call Hell. All change and spell
we brought with us at birth were our death knell.
Canto #6
You’ve all ways been, you are here now, you will

be all there is. There’re books they’ve found from times
long past that state this like a quiz. What’s still
stays still, what moves is change, all life has rhymes
with both; our yin and yang trade lots with Tao,
so all can know life’s growth. There is no end,
there is no time, there is but here and now.
All else is hopes and dreams and turns to send
us back to ‘how’. The times we’ve come and gone
and come and gone we cannot add. Each age
is when God blinks an eye, or lights life’s dawn
a tad, or writes a page for fiend or sage,
so games are fair and fowl. So mind the prowl
of cats and snakes that hiss and strike and growl.
It’s hard to help brave souls so pure, when arms
and legs are frail? When mouths can’t speak and eyes
are glazed, and sense fits like a jail? What harms
their lives is not from love, but laws and lies
and fear, and what’s not known, and what’s not shown,
when truth and dreams aren’t clear. True care must come
from minds that feel and hearts that see what’s sown,
from seeds so rare, by hands in hands, so sum
of deeds is grown. Each part and bit that’s played
in time from care that knows their path, must be
a light that burns like suns, and frees what’s stayed
life’s wrath. For all who help, for all who see,
for all who reach down low, we’re not so slow
to share this wealth; ask those we’ve helped to grow.
When times get tough, and sins build up, and fools
can’t bear their loads, God’s saints on high come back
to share rough pains to smooth life’s roads. No schools
as yet keep track of this; it’s not from lack
of blame; it’s just a fix that needs no thanks;
who’d stop to bless the lame, the sick, the ill,
the mute, the poor, those weak who fail our ranks?
Who’d think to guess pure souls of light could fill
our love spent tanks? Who sees these souls as pure,
as gold, as rich, as blest, as whole? What plan
would have their lives end quick, when they help cure 
God’s Soul? So scales are tipped, fates fixed for man,
for those as blind as pitch; we’d best not switch
off care for these rare souls who fill God’s niche.
To teach or learn what can’t be known, the rules
that make life fair, is like a trek through dark
and mist where signs and clues are rare. The schools
aren’t found by word of mouth, by thought or mark
of deed, where class and work just fit life’s gloom,
where books and pens can’t lead. What’s seen on Earth
must first be grabbed when found in heart’s fair tomb,
where lock and key don’t fit that gate -- their worth
deemed twice time’s doom. The trick is but to let
go all, to trust in naught but faith, that sound 
that speaks in faint light tones, like breath from Set
the wraith. To grasp this truth means: lose what’s found,
and give up all you sense. This truth from whence
your soul stays hid, won’t help you climb God’s fence.
Nailing a Hammer
Canto #1
When God the Mom and God the Dad sit for
a game of chess, and fiends and saints choose sides
to see which moves will curse or bless, their score
is tied at one to one, with love that hides
their plans, where hands of fate are charged to see
which plays will lead the clans. The game will cross
an age or more, and all moves will be free.
The give and take of pawn and knight is loss
that feeds life’s tree. This game is staged from charts
while sides choose arms and shields and wards. The rules
can change to suit the play, so too with parts
and boards. The game is played to see if fools
can bridge blind holes with peace, so those who lease
a square in time can move, when played, or cease.
We ask for health and safe trips home for friends
who are at war, give thanks for food, and peace
on streets, and gift packs for the poor, and ends
to strife in states down south, where storms won’t cease
to rage, and plead that Christ will find a way
to cap our steep gas gauge, calm fears of crime, 
fix Wall Street woes, end bills we fail to pay, 
heal all the ills now in our food, give time
for fun and play. We ask for what we know
is fair, for all those we hold dear, we ask
for love and joy and bliss, with hearts that sew
a tear. We plead this prayer, we share Earth’s task
we beg on knees in dirt. We’d give the shirt
right off our backs if we could stay life’s hurt.
My light’s gone out, the dark is deep; I’ve found
my way to Hell. There are still some here left 
to save, though who it’s hard to tell. They’re bound
by ropes they can not see, a warp and weft
of knots, like webs of lies from thoughts and dreams,
though no one sees the plots. It’s just like war
that’s fueled by faiths, the same as leagues of teams, 
where no one wins, though all must play; God’s door
stays locked it seems, through goals that can’t be grasped
or known, on fields that no one finds, this fun
house trek goes round and round, each twist is clasped
yet binds. What joys are found ‘neath moon and sun
where souls can’t sweat the part, are paths that start 
out blessed and free, yet end with snuffed out heart.
We ask our fates to clean all hearts and change
fixed blocks to air, to wave a wand and hear 
our pleas, and bless our lives with care. This strange
light flow from in to out, from far to near
must be, for gods have taught that life is blessed
with love that sets us free. We hope and pray 
that life is fair, so we can climb this crest,
this one last hill that we must face, to stay
where we can rest. But turns and twists make life
a hoax, a place where hearts get broke, a lost
and failed trek up this hill that makes God’s strife
a joke. This love that blinds, when hearts are crossed,
when storms flash heat and flame, can not stop blame
nor rage nor pain, when death down here’s the game. 
Canto #2
To run a race, but not to win, is just
what’s right for me. To climb a hill, but short
the top, reminds me what to see. I must
not lose what carries me, what helps me sort
my mess: this jumble tumble mix of things
that grows with every stress. For every heart,
that I do meet, has gifts that Mother brings,
though wrappings may be hard to sift; each dart
may hold some stings. But what is shared helps hands
to learn what lifts and holds and heals: each reach
out with our souls in love helps free demands
and deals. These times when time stands still to teach
that we are One and free, help us to see
our jumbled mix, as leaves upon God’s Tree.
Enlightenment in Kali Yuga sounds
like feasts in muck, a trade off when our lives
are crushed by Satan’s pickup truck, which grounds
us into tar and concrete, backs up, drives
again, and squeezes out all trace of heart:
our plans of mice and men. So put me back
with all the victims who’ve been torn apart
by gods and goddesses and demons; black
as Heaven’s art. I wish to stay and be
as One with those who travel here, the lost
who aren’t on Heaven’s rolls, the blind who see
with fear, my brothers and my sisters tossed
about like rag doll clothes; although they chose
not one fair plea, they’re strung up by their toes.
To tread on broken glass is great, when bare 
foot in the street, blindfolded in rush hour
traffic, in biting snow and sleet. To spare
no hardships helps permit a look that’s sour
and cold, a shivering of bloody feet
with cracked teeth uncontrolled. The more this crap
is piled up the more one feels complete:
with views that Heaven’s perfect, while Earth’s map
spreads pure defeat. Why would the Fates arrange
this game so God’s place seems like “Gold?” Why would
one strive in misery, when life’s as strange
as mold? What is the Truth behind God’s “Hood”
that makes life here such rot? The hidden plot
remains that “Our One Self” is all we’ve got.
I stagger forward into time and fall
between my thoughts, one crazy ghost without
a host whose treasure chest of naughts, holds Saul,
“The Patsy,” dubbed a thorn: that branded lout
with fears, who tempts me with his carrots strung
on sticks like bloodless spears. His story speaks
of basements without stairs or doorways hung,
with empty pallet, cold and hard, that reeks
of silent tongue: “How are scentless roses
pretty? And how are gray clouds sky? Who knows
the stains within God’s city, and who says 
I lie?” The silence screams from mouthless toes
to speechless tips of hair. The blind all stare
like statues posed while pigeons fill the air.
Canto #3
A desiccated sidewalk worm just asked
me to pick up its carcass for my wife 
to paint (with vase, or plate, or cup). Its casked
remains show breath that was, a brave still life
repose, a cherished mask of frozen time
convinced of what it knows: that here was one
that dug and ate and cleaned all filth and grime,
and processed Mother Nature’s wreck in fun
to ease life’s crime: that pot and stove and stew
and guests are one grand game of chance; each piece
is process for the Muse who wills all hu-
mans dance, on puppet strings ‘til blessings cease
and acts get off the stage, while crusted Sage
takes pause to breathe and turns another page.
When ignorance is standard fare to keep
all dupes in place, it’s hard to find the tools
one needs to exit Time and Space. The heap
of lies that fosters loss and hands all fools
a choice of knowing nothing of the Truth
or failing with a voice, is just God’s means
of fencing all his children in a booth:
a playpen, with restricted walls, which cleans
all kids uncouth, with daily baths of tough
love bound like collars fixed on necks, a chore
that keeps us all in line so love’s enough
like sex, that all are fooled in thinking poor
old God is “Daddy Dear,” with realms of fear
that we abuse not knowing we’re stuck here.
Reincarnation is the way that God
re-tills the Earth. It’s not the best way to
ensure that souls have destined worth. The odd
thing is we think we’re chosen, blessed with new
design, that fosters chances for lost souls,
allows us to refine our means and ways
to challenge Fate and reach for Heaven’s goals,
with all things new there’s just a chance our plays
won’t reap huge tolls. But take a second. Look
around: this world where freedom rings, where peace
and love and cherished thoughts help breed Hell’s book
on things, that may be evil or release
some ills that halt designs, where clues and signs
of righteous Truth make lies steer what confines.
Down, down we fall from Heaven’s gate re-veiled
in time’s worn cave, a playground slide that’s fun
to ride as long as we behave, as jailed
and cuffed parolees under lock and gun
detail, surrounded by some friends and toys
where all life’s play will fail to free the lost,
all those stuck here through wreck and storm and noise,
where few can tell which offers smell: the cost
each fool enjoys. If you can’t think, you’re dead
to lost with all that you endure. You’d have
to keep score by yourself to know who’s fed
life’s cure, the anti-virus, shot, or salve,
that magic little key, that’s hard to see
in darkness planned that guarantees what’s free.
  Canto #4
Life is a strange commodity, a chipped 
glass by the sink, a worn out wash tub by
the stairs, a first date at the rink, a ripped
old man on bar room stoop, a chilled house fly
in snow, a toilet plugged, a missing key,
a cancelled T.V. show, a train that strands
a platform full, a crewless ship at sea,
a fish bowl in a garbage can, gloved hands
with cups of pee, a rash, a plague, a flu-
like cough, a pink slip in the mail, a house
plant dried like tumble weed, a Wall Street crew
in jail, a possum using roads like mouse 
traps, whales upon a beach -- what has that reach
behind our eyes can scar as well as teach.
Reporting just the facts is cause for blame,
as one should know. Security in what
is “Home” makes all unknowns “Skid Row.” What’s tame
in our back yards can be horrendous smut
we choose, while what takes place across the street
we’d find ways to refuse. Our comfort zones
are what we know, the habits we repeat,
while “nonsense” we’d make targets of with stones
we’d throw with heat. Our habits should cause much
concern, they are what keep us here; while we 
confuse ourselves with hope, we’re one scared touch
from fear; so what we “know” ain’t what we “see,”
and what we see’s unreal. It’s no big deal
that failure in this world is all we feel.
Don’t challenge what the Fates arrange, they’ll beat
you senselessly. Their timeless role to guard
God’s Soul keeps Earth a travesty. Retreat
beneath the leaves once more; find holes in hard
packed earth, where metal barbs won’t find you to
make fish think you have worth. Once dangled on
a line in waters muddy, cold, or blue,
you’ll not be able to withdraw, life’s con
will run you through. Impaling is a long
lost art, it’s done so all may feed, where prayers
and charms bless squandered harms; there’s nothing wrong
with need. We are but cogs on Jacob’s stairs,
why would we make a fuss? What’s wrong with us
when all we are is wound, and scab, and puss?
For every summer there’s a winter, cold
like bone in ice. For every passion there’s
a sin, so joy extrudes its vice. The bold
all harbor cowards, and the brave sell shares
of fear. The strong have sneaky lassitude;
the wise make fools’ veneer. The rich steal more
than any, though the poor steal what’s not glued,
while students cheat, and teachers bleat, and poor
old folks get screwed. Pandora’s Box is here 
in time and makes all lots seem staged. There’s not
one thing in time that’s good alone, so fear
what’s caged. To stop all monsters on the spot
and render them inert, one stays alert
and balanced and remains an introvert.
Canto #5
“All infidels deserve a death reserved 
for hammered nails,” is a conclusion one 
might find on concrete walls of jails. What’s served
as “freedom” through a fence, behind a gun
with fear, is mock religion juxtaposed
to send a message clear: that rights are now
a privilege and that privilege now is closed,
that money is the means to freedom; pow-
er’s been transposed; that daily bread comes from
a store or pharmacy through pills; that News 
reports won’t help us when we do succumb
to ills; that our whole life is watched from views
our government holds dear -- so now our fear
is what’s directed through our whole career.
When Hollywood makes movies that replace
what we could know, we’re entertained from dawn
‘til dusk; our lessons are a show; we face
the camera on the screen, we are but pawn
on board, our every move is cog in groove;
it’s now how life is scored. The internet, 
our phones, and email destined to improve
all aspects of our lives and thoughts; what’s set
we can’t remove. We now depend on yokes
and leashes fixed upon our necks. We are
complacent to these views, we are but jokes
with checks, that we allow; “it’s popular;”
we all join hands and smile; so in exile
from our own Selves we serve the State in style.
An enemy of states I am; I will
not go away. I’ll come back every slip
in time when souls are led astray. The kill
and hunt have started with all means that rip
our forms, diseases manufactured for
a pharmacy of storms; their new vaccines
with toxins laced one can’t find at a store
are all they need to rupture health, their means
to lock our door; each dose is tagged and clocked
and numbered, filed for the change, when plagues
become a countdown for their New World locked
in range, so those diseased will know The Hague’s
New Order through I.D.s, so on our knees
they’ll brand our skin and tag us as they please.
If Truths crop up within the Matrix, lies
are spread like “Gold.” If flies attempt to leave 
the web, they’re stung and thread wrap rolled. One tries
to get a handle on how quickly Eve
attacks, with apples, poison apples that
our Sleeping Beauty snacks upon to dream
about our heritage like Cheshire Cat
that disappears within itself to seem
not where it’s at. The question is why are
we here, who benefits from this? What deals
are made behind staged scenes that take life far 
from bliss? This Gong Show is a joke that steals
all rationality, so all that’s free
stays hid within the apples from Eve’s tree.
Canto #6
Illusions in illusions cause no end
in all of time, where space is just time’s friend
in deed, and motion fits life’s crime, where blend
of junk in orbits fixed may help to send
us home, or foster new attachments to
God’s fools who need to roam. Confusion in 
confusion makes disorder through and through,
where Babel Tower’s power makes all sin
a “Who knows who.” With all those layers trapped
in layers it’s no wonder why, we fail
to find sane answers to life’s questions wrapped
like sky, in constant motion seen through veil,
a spider web disguise, where all God’s lies
of Truth and Love make fools of those thought wise.
I’m Mitch McDeere and Sisyphus with rock
in boat at sea, where swells are hills and storms
are days and ports are not for me. The stock
I need for what keeps boats afloat conforms
with skills, that may have no regard for sails,
or help who bails and tills. I steer in ways
that skirt disasters, seek less traveled trails, 
avoid the pirates, tourists, traders, blaze
amongst the whales. The sea stays calm for kelp
like me who floats and drifts along, and plies
a trade that’s yet unmade, and offers help
that’s wrong. Prometheus would shelter sighs
and shake his head in tears, through days and years
all chronicled from empty silent piers.
I need a cosmic Brillo Pad to shine
my soul up bright. The stains I’ve fixed on my
remains would change day into night. What’s mine
are cards that I’ve been dealt, the deck I try
to play. I beg to keep my poker face
in silence for this stay. I am afraid
my laughter could erupt and shatter grace:
that garbage which is brokered needs a blade
to clear some space. Who buys this daily crap
of news from Wall Street Banks with loans that share
their weak portfolios, so we can snap
at bones, like Jackals and Hyenas snare
some gristle for a meal, while fighting real
competitors, those first in line to steal?
When Governments link up with God to teach
mankind new skills, get ready for a ride 
through Hell with roller coaster thrills. When each,
at odds, stays separate, we all can hide
in peace, but when their forces join in trust
all problems do increase. Life’s trials are
enough to deal with when we think Life’s just;
but when God’s power fits State’s might they’ll tar
your feathered dust; where no deliverance
will heal, and nothing will relieve; and cries 
for strict obedience remove all sense
to grieve. The marching and the bowing ties
all beings to a pledge, so prison’s edge
stays just inside our Eden Garden’s hedge.
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Canto #1
Life’s games I must refuse to play, as rules
change more than germs. I have no patience for
controls where guidelines vary terms. What schools
we have in this fair Hell all fix one’s score
through deeds, that could advance a soul towards Light,
or push what chance impedes. Who undermines
these structured faults, and fosters fear and fright:
fun houses much like carnivals where signs
keep darkness bright? Where “some you win” and “some
you lose” both share a future view; it’s hard
to know your work has worth, when God holds thumb
on you. The pressure to succeed gets scarred
by numbness through and through, so all we do
stays purposeless and worthless residue.
To follow Alice down the hole, where hare
and rabbits go, is right where mystics search
for clues to find what they should know. It’s there
where archetypal scenes share what a church
should preach: a rare perspective posed for those
who realize they must reach out way beyond
the normal paths where no one mindful goes:
a desert, or a mountain peak, or pond
where Kudzu grows: all distant worlds where peace
is rare, and Nature’s silence pains, a place
where things aren’t as they seem, where swans and geese
and cranes all follow flight and tribal base
of migratory spheres, six million years
of customed habit formed by what adheres.
The I Ching is my last true friend, it knows
not how to lie. It portends loss, but shares
tidbits of joy life would deny. It shows
with every batch of coins I toss what fares
are set: that knowledge of the future casts
a curse that must be met, that every quest
for answers places hooks deep into pasts,
a karmic book of errors that won’t rest
while motion lasts. My fate is built upon
itself; solutions are its clones. What makes
for all recycled times and dates helps spawn
unknowns. It’s curiosity that takes
all souls for rides through Hell, where lights that quell
most fears of dreams just make all options smell.
Life’s quicksand is pervasive throughout all
the lands of woe, so sunken heads of your
comrades are stepping stones to go. Saint Paul
would see redemption as a means to shore
up points, in Heaven’s competition to
ensure whom God anoints as worthy of
proceeding towards a goal which seems taboo:
enlightenment beyond all planes where love
is all that’s true; this game of life that tries
to undermine all seekers here is set
to blow up all attempts if one descries
what’s drear. If one knows how life’s game of debt
is really built and played, that one is weighed
from death to death, pushed further into shade.
Canto #2
All is as One; there’s no divide; One’s Soul
is all there is, though forms are infinite
in kind, God knows All Soul is His. One’s goal
is in revealing The Divine that’s lit
within, that hidden spark that’s One with All,
that’s never touched by sin, that breaks forth from
its form and shell, its limitation’s stall,
a home away from Om, that is the sum
of Mother’s call. We all are part of One
Great Being, infinite and free, that share
a common origin that was begun
with three root causes: flame, light, heat that bear
all worlds within their sphere, while sparkling fear,
through light and love, helps burn our funeral bier.
Demonic souls are every bit as much
a part of God, as Jesus, Buddha, and 
Quan Yin, though you may think it odd. If such
a thing as God can be omniscient, grand,
and fair, then those that we think are not so
have origins from where? Omniscience, as
a quality, is boundless, high and low,
in all directions, in and out; it has
full ebb and flow, cannot be here and gone
in time, in any way we choose, like black 
and white, or day and night, or what’s seen on
the News. Perception can make front and back
seem opposites for sure. So what’s the cure
for adverse choice: good/bad that we endure?
We are but sand on beaches wet, pushed back
and forth by tides, through lunar magic willed
in orbits bound by starry guides. Each track
that we pursue is gauged with lessons filled
with choice, to give or take, or change our course, 
be still, or have a voice. Pronouncements seen
in daily views, reflections from our Source,
are offered up as challenged paths, serene
with suctioned force. Huge hands of time and space
grip hard or loosen as we stride. Their show
of faith is structured love without a trace
of pride, expecting souls to follow so
all destinies are set, where choices met,
regardless done, make life share no regret.
I am just fears of separation or
fears all alone. All life and death are games
I play of scissors, paper, stone. The core
within the layers is just next week’s shames
and prides, a host of elemental lives
that share incessant rides, unfolding buds
of seasoned growths, what Mother Nature drives,
a back and forth and mix of storms and floods
where nothing thrives. All promises of dreams
I build are shattered once they’re played. Success
is cleaning up each mess, so what God seems
gets paid. All “action” breeds “reaction”; guess
what I am at the store: the rich, the poor,
the goods, the cash, the shelves, the open door.
Canto #3
My house of grace was stripped down quick, when faith
was last erased; for storms in life with pin-
point aim showed how all plots are based. The wraith
who stands behind the curtain chose my sin
with dice, while marketplace of need and greed
screamed, “Choose another vice.” The wedge and squeeze
of choices posed was what brought life to need,
that primal breath, as whirlwind death, that breeze
for germ and seed. I must have sworn against 
myself; I “am” just as I “think.” I choose 
to follow puzzled ends, though I’ve not sensed
God’s brink. All battles lost are my own screws
I’ve twisted ‘til they’re set; what holds this bet
of cards and dice are tourniquets of debt. 
Why argue with a mirror when it knows
not what you know, when all that it can share
with you is flowers under snow? What grows
in its pale luminescence is what’s there
to see, reflected thoughts of Maya’s will,
like apples on Eve’s tree, ripe thoughts that seem
so tasty, plus a welcome mat to kill,
an entrance to God’s world of dreams, a scheme
that fills a bill, where sunsets close, and rain
feeds wind, and picnics gather friends, and hawks
with crescent claws in distant flight ordain
what rends, where there’s brief time to plan sweet talks
that change life’s picture screen, an altered scene
of stage or play: the acts we playwrights mean.
The monsters of this world are shrewd, they keep
all truths locked tight. They play all sides against 
the middle, feed sides left and right. They reap
the harvest of the failed, all those who’re fenced
by death, this world of matter, thrice denied
by Pranayama breath. Rare few get found
who slip through key holes clean, bereft of pride,
from ego, fear, and lust, like marvels ground
in foods supplied. The monsters know most will 
return to seek rare pains anew. The grace
that marks God’s timeless end stays hid until
we’re through, pretending that we’re lost in space
and time where all life’s worse than every curse
that’s gifted us with rides in Heaven’s hearse.
And God, who knows the truth, won’t talk, it’s not
in Hell’s fine print. You’d have to look through his
globed eyes to get a freaking hint. The blot
the Fates present this time is just a quiz
of pain, a question based on cause of cause:
the reason for life’s bane; what of the rules
and regulations bound as cosmic laws:
what moves we make, what goals we seek, what schools
that give us pause, to know God’s plans that move
us all, these right and wrong demands; who’s on 
the up, who’s on the down, which methods prove
commands? This Yin and Yang that stays foregone,
makes endless flow of tears, through mindless years
in search of keys that fit locks to God’s fears.
Canto #4
This “I-ness” is a strange word choice. What goals
are in my heart? Whose destiny is in
my sight? Who rides in this ox cart; controls 
the reins, snaps “crack” the whip, makes all my sin
so clear, guides all these actions, steers what’s sought,
helps me decide what’s dear? What logic makes
these choices met, all undermined by thought,
a game that’s lost before I start: mistakes
these plans have bought? It’s always rigged to try
my heart with flame blessed from the Source, that lame
excuse of brand and rope, that offers wry
recourse. I’m not so sure I can be tame,
I do not know that way; I cannot pray
to change my course when blacks and whites are gray.
Life’s Chaos, orchestrated clean, is bound
to bind and bend. Apologies for all
complaints won’t help me comprehend. What’s found
in varied conflicts in this world is small
time dust: a wretched mix of don’ts and dos,
like iron changed to rust. Deliberate
it has to be to confound and confuse,
lost arguments where no one wins, like shit
that losers chose, where every choice is wrong
of course, bad ends for those that fail, while purse
rewarded to the rich helps scum stay strong
in jail. What’s curse is blessed; what’s blessed is curse,
what’s rhyme stays reason’s fool, where dunce in school
stays drowned beneath the bottom of Hell’s pool.
A hero’s welcome, planned for those who pass
time’s tests with “A”s, is for those matching pods
with drones, fixed patterns through life’s haze; they mass 
up tons of blessings so “True” saints and Gods
take turns, anointing these deserving souls  
with salves to ease their burns, a perfect grace
bestowed on those, “The Chosen,” culled from rolls,
of gods and goddesses who share a case
of hellish tolls, who for mankind came here
to show support for all us “grunts,” who are
too lame to conquer blame and face what fear
confronts. But we here know who holds life’s jar
of fireflies inside: those trapped and tried
by mortal breath, just us, who’ve been denied.
Just water plants and can all food, for Fall
is on its way. I must make plans as cold
demands, like farmers making hay. The ball
peen hammer Vulcan swings keeps clockworks scrolled
and timed. I’m running out of time and space,
coordination’s slimed. I must predict
what Nature dreams, Her skills are in my face:
Her ups and downs and turn-arounds conflict
with prayers for grace. It’s like a trick or treat
refrain, a game of “Hide and Seek,” with mask
of horror spreading “luck” that’s up my street
and creek. I should respond with, “Crap,” or ask,
“What could I have done more?” While boats on shore,
all full of holes, keep bare shelves at the store.
Canto #5
When One’s immortal, what’s the plan to stop
all boredom known? To find new games to pass
the time, or change what’s Om’s best drone? Why shop
around in Heaven’s fare in search of brass
ring’s goal? Which hardware store has nuts and bolts
to fix my toilet bowl? If I could find
that one lost plug to stop who plans revolts,
I’d end this dream for once and all, this mind
(like snake) that molts. Why plan a dream that proves
itself to be a waste of time? Why step
outside of Self again, though life approves 
the crime? What’s best stays best, why need I schlep
through tortured graves of hope? The only rope
that rings God’s bell is now attached to soap.
All demons are just gods in masks; they don’t 
fool me at all. They work with goons who are
buffoons, use trap doors ‘til I fall. “You won’t
get hurt; just walk this way,” I’ve heard what’s par
the course. The music and the laughter hide
results that cause remorse. I cannot soon
be rescued, unless braised or baked or fried;
I’m placed in harm’s way for a cause, then strewn
or dumped aside. Though no directions are
availed, it’s “cries for help” they seek. What must
be desperation’s plea can’t be too far
from bleak. Heart pain is all that matters, just
to keep me questing peace: that carrot fleece
of high regard bestowed at last release.
This place in Nature’s rhythm is like gears
of wayward clocks, like bats and rats and moles
and shrews and beasts that feed in flocks; careers
of “eat” or “eaten” are just different roles
in math; so add, subtract, or multiply,
variety’s the path: a teeming pile
of maggot breeding filth in putrid sty,
a sacrificial banquet stacked a mile
into the sky. Decomposition shares
its plate of appetizing dream: a morgue
and restaurant for gods, a slab that spares
whipped cream, like plans for parasitic Borg
assimilating hosts, or maybe ghosts
absorbing flesh, pathologists and “posts.”
Lone sea gulls float above the river tranced 
in updrafts still, beside the road that winds
along the valley’s water spill, enhanced
by cries for salt, where coastal tide regrinds
its sand; where gulls like schools of fish in air
voice comical demand. They come and go
like leaves on trees, a seasonal repair,
a floating jetsam in the winds, a show
beyond compare, a garbage scow of want
and hunger forced to play the con, a dust
pan janitorial position gaunt
and wan: hyenas of the air, they trust
in nothing but what’s feed, they are but need
in feathered bones, all blind eyed mouths of greed.
Canto #6
It’s best if I just walk and stare and say
“Hello” to those, who jog and walk their dogs
at dawn, and not think or suppose, or weigh
what choices I have left, or face what clogs
my dreams. The poison ivy on the fence
helps sooth what chance redeems. I hear my crows
bark through the haze of August’s detriments,
and wish they’d land on arms outstretched and pose
their own laments: “To rule in Hell, or serve 
on High,” what legends state was choice, a line
so fossiled back in time that few preserve
the voice, which beckons all to note the sign
once cast so fair and square, that die and snare
six-sided tossed, once taught all souls, “Beware.”
This train will lock down gates, then pass, and I 
will be left here, to stand and wait in rush
of wind, until the tracks are clear. I try
to count the boxcars through the slithered crush
of knife, which severs corrugated town
in two, like man and wife. The branches of
the tree lined tracks wave “Bye” as if to clown.
Their leaves, when kissed by winded rain above,
turn upside down. The bells that jangle let
me know that danger’s passed away. Stopped cars
begin a surge like caterpillars set
to play. The Dopplered whistle faintly jars
some sense to start my feet, so I retreat
to duties known, with morning’s walk complete.
Hot welded steel of August’s breath breaks soft
on evening’s shore. Cicadas blend what room-
mates mend: faint knockings at the door. Aloft
a Barred owl picks its mate, a clean straw broom
refrain, while trucks and buses highway bound
spin pinwheels through my brain. The peach sun runs
itself goodbye and slides without a sound,
as green grass bent by darkened fade now shuns
what’s underground. A mobiled herd of crows,
forgetting all that they hold dear, slips towards
the woods by river’s cloak; what lingers shows
what’s near. Horizon’s moon in silent chords
now eases up the sky. Its shared warm sigh
of afterthought makes painful lullaby.
The land of lost is free and clear, it stays
like cloudless skies. It rises with each breath
I take, like wordless thoughtless lies. Its days
are under rock and sheet; it has no death
that waits. Its longing for my ear to hear
is sidewalks it creates. Its sunrays bend
smooth waves of grass; the green gold winks with fear,
an avalanche of flowered scent to mend
a warmed career: a doorless gate, a half
way house, a porch swing stacked with books, like rich
old men with globes in hand, whose young brides laugh
like crooks. It tastes like rain, or sutured stitch,
a green house smoked with rocks, five knitted socks
of woolen skin, or walls of silent clocks.
* Empty canister found on grass by sidewalk on early morning walk.

Afterword
Haiku
Homa fire stick
Green from manufactured stamp
Rejected all ways
And
“An Optimist believes we live in the best of all possible worlds.
A pessimist fears this is true.”
(From Candide, Voltaire)
Or
If all of what you have just read from this manuscript 
is of no use (and it just may well be that way), then sing the following:
“Oh, a bull frog sittin' on a railroad track

Singin’ Polly wolly doodle all the day

just a pickin' his teeth with a carpet tack

singin’ Polly wolly doodle all the day

Fare thee well, fare thee well,

fare thee well my Froggy Friend

goin’ to Lou'siana for to see my Susyanna

singin’ Polly wolly doodle all the day”*

[repeat as often as seems necessary]

*(Traditional Southern Folk Song verse, more or less)

Last/Lost Script

A ‘napple’ means the ‘sleep of God,’ the trea-

sure of the snake, the rest that comes with know-

ing All, the icing on Life’s cake: the mea-

sure that the Fates conceal, that’s hidden so

its core retains the seeds that could reveal

first steps towards Heaven’s shore: the Tree of Life

that bears these fruits that’s locked with Eden’s seal:

the garden that’s a curtain that makes strife

its cosmic wheel: the answers that are quest-

ions, so what’s found is all that’s lost: all hopes 

and dreams and what God seems so what’s confessed

is cost. We are the sacrificial dopes,

the suns on altars spread, that burn out red

in novas bright, as temples of God’s dead. 

                  The entire text of One Blind Pig is written in Ballad Stanza                                                                                     

             Shakespearean Sonnet form, which means that both forms are meshed into each fourteen-line poem. I discovered years ago that a 14 line iambic pentameter Shakespearean Sonnet has 140 syllables per poem, which is equivalent to a five stanza Ballad Stanza exactly, and I thought it would be interesting to attempt to fuse the two forms together into one combined form.
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                       I hope that you have enjoyed the ride. I welcome criticism, comments, knowledge, wisdom, experience, and dialogue. Blessings to you all,

                                                                                                     T.W. GilbertiH
