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The Ugly Mystic! 
(with apologies to Hans Christian Andersen):

“Why are you crying and laughing, my friend, 
as you’re sitting alone on this lost trail park bench?” 
“I like to come here and just sit and pretend, 
that this upside-down world should not mind such a stench.”

“It’s a thing that I do every once in a while 
when the mix of this life pulls on heart strings so frail.  
It’s a path I’ve been sworn to that blends with denial, 
while casting off trash, heaped to balance a scale.”

“I’m not sure that I follow what you’re trying to say. 
Could you please just explain what you mean by your thoughts?” 
“This life, I’ve just realized, is the same every day. 
There’s no difference at all in this vacuum of noughts!” 

“We are One, and all One, in this realm of division, 
while great harm and misgivings are sewn between each.
All is Love, from above, with exacting precision, 
though its message in silence fails so often to teach.” 

“Our playpen and sandbox are safely contrived 
to deliver rich lifetimes of formal constraint,  
while Experience plans out our passions derived, 
though life’s canvas so quickly reveals its own paint.” 

“And we travel and comment and notice perhaps, 
all the beauty and wreckage and marvels we see, 
that is rolled out, through old doubt, in sleepy time naps, 
as we argue, complain, and, in fear, disagree,” 

“Each message, when offered, is layered confusion; extracting it all takes some patience amazing: 
alone, inward searching, cutting through this illusion, 
discerning what’s real, while we’re praising the hazing.” 

“And it all sounds quite simple, and funny, and dreadful, 
through eons and ages unending forever.
The scripts are determined and mindlessly headful, 
while answers to questions seem absent or never.” 

“So how do you know all this stuff that you’re saying? 
Though it’s plain I don’t know, while I’m drawn to your charm. 
Can you share understanding, though I’m not sure I’m staying, 
as your words are quite scary and loaded with harm?” 


“Meditation for hours, and years, across lifetimes, 
connects one to Source for direction and need, 
to do otherwise borders on strange karmic thought crimes 
(where attraction’s distractions help egos to feed).” 

“Snakes and ladders, that game we experience daily,
is a template for life: we get tossed up and down; 
without care for the fare we go blindly, but gayly, 
ending nowhere but here, in Hell’s place of renown.” 

“We can learn to dissolve what we’ve come here to find, though that sounds quite bizarre, in some logic or sense. 
But it’s real, though we feel, we’ve been led so unkind 
by some forces, of course, based on stupid pretense.” 

“What is hidden perhaps in this whirlwind called life 
is a lesson so vague and so simple it seems 
we all miss it by facing continuous strife 
that is no more than masterful powerful dreams.” 

The stranger who’d stopped by the bench of this fool, 
shook his head in sheer disbelief sorry he’d spent 
any seconds at all in concern that seemed cruel 
and a waste so misplaced he’d begun to resent, 




ever hoping to comfort a vagrant in pain
so decidedly lost in vain worthless despair. 
“Well good luck with your thinking and ‘Windmill’ campaign, 
I do hope you succeed in proceeding to where,” 

“you are able to find what you’re nobly seeking,” 
and he wandered away with a well-meaning hunch, 
“there’s no fixing disasters that come with false speaking: there’s always bad apples one finds in a bunch.” 

And as he walked silently thinking of blessings 
he took out his phone for a 911 rescue;
his social work background made quite firm these addressings, 
too familiar he was with one loose of a screw. 

“And what is the nature of your emergency, pray tell?” 
asked the lady on call at the end of his line. 
“I’m down in the Park with a man not so well,
seems demented and scattered, far beyond a decline.”

“Could you send EMS this location right quick? 
We’ve a guy who’s not safe by himself for the moment. 
His ramblings alone mark him plain lunatic;
we should keep him quite safe and unable to foment,” 


“unsettling derision and social unrest, 
unless captured, restrained, and detained with sound reason, 
a possible menace, unusually stressed: 
unaware, he may dare some rash bodily treason.” 

“Soon sirens were heard in the distance approaching. 
When they got there the bum was still smiling and watching. 
“This the guy you reported? Will he need some tame coaching?” 
“Do your jobs, Paramedics, this is no time for botching.”

“Your duties require I’m quickly transported, 
I’ve been waiting your coming, to get into your ride.  
Dave and Mike, hurry up, I’ll not be unescorted.” 
“Have we met you before, at our work? On the snide?” 

“We’re not wearing name tags, and you sure didn’t guess; how is it you know us, what’ game you are playing?”
“Life’s records (Akashic) reveal your life’s mess,  
your past, present, future, while on earth you are staying.” 

“I see it like note cards from ‘being to knowing’.
It’s laid out in sequence like signs on a road. 
I’m afraid you have no clue of where this is going. 
But I trust you’ll soon guess where I should be bestowed.” 

“Where the heck were you born? Are you from the U.S.? 
You a spy? Perhaps worse? Can you doom us to Hell?” “We are already there, I just have to confess; 
look around at this world; can’t you already tell?” 

“But come on, Dave and Mike, help me into your van! 
There are psych wards that strike chords I need to be placed. 
I won’t have to be strapped, I’m a peace-loving man. 
But please find me a shrink, so you won’t be disgraced.” 

He stood from the bench with his tottering cane, 
and they grabbed on each arm and assisted this guy, 
who was clearly unraveled, most likely insane, 
to their van, then a home, where they’d soon rectify  

and untangle an aberrant disjointed soul 
much in need of appropriate sanctions and mods 
by addressing worthwhile accepted control 
of conformity, normalcy, foundational odds. 

When failed difference conforms it’s a joy to behold. 
All of life shares known patterns that praise expectations. 
Caste systems work best when set parts fit a mold. 
Aberration is frowned upon, noting damnations. 



The sun through the leaves, on the trip through the park 
to the hospital clinic where a stay might take years,
fluttered gently like waves, back and forth, light and dark, 
through approaching proximity and an absence of tears. 

“We’ll be arriving there shortly, with a ‘lost and found’ client, 
he’s in need of a bath, some used clothes, and a session. 
Tell the Doc he is flighty, and strange, but compliant, 
though he’s ‘new age’ and crafty, with a mystic obsession.” 

“Gotcha, over and out, park in back by delivery, 
we’ll be there by the bay in our white suits and grins; 
got a name? Or ID? Or he’s past that periphery?” 
“We got nothin’ but a host of pure grandiose sins.” 

At the prime intake desk in the back hallway unit,  
“Please sign in with your info, if you can on this sheet,” 
“Sure thing, Janice,” he said, “your birth time says you’re ‘Moon bit.’ 
“He’s been speaking,” said Mike, “just like that: not discreet.” 




So he wrote down his name, on the pad, Gremmer Hormsley; 
and he left vacant lines, lacking detailed accounts: 
no insurance, no home, no relations (all storms free), 
with a past, unamassed: not a shred, not an ounce.  

They escorted him soon to a ward up some flights 
where an aid dressed in pink asked him when he last ate. 
“It was Thursday last week, I think; had a few bites.” 
“Here are clothes, soap, and towel, though you’ve clearly lost weight.“

“You can shower right here in this bathroom connected. We will bring you a tray of food shortly for supper. 
I am sorry you’ve been so completely neglected.” 
“Thank you, Susan, for being such a divine ‘picker 
upper.’ ”

The shuffling noise of ward slippers ensued, 
as he bathed (Soul unscathed) in cold water sublime. 
All events of this day were just what he’d construed, 
and precisely like clock hands fixed measuring time. 





But he reached in old clothes that he’d worn there that day, 
far down with his hand in a right-side pant’s pocket, 
a gem he’d received from a sage gone away, 
a treasure, portentous, encased in a locket: 

a material thing, his sole passioned possession, 
and he placed it with care in his new clothes pant’s pocket, for he knew its fair ending, a place of discretion, 
as if played out exactly what was planned from his docket.

When Susan returned with his supper tray meal, 
she informed him tomorrow he would meet Dr. Skree, 
“Your appointed Psychiatrist will ask how you feel, 
his accomplishments, many; he’s a noted Degree.” 

“I’ve been waiting to meet Dr. Skree, first name James, 
as we’ve spent many lives in the past intertwined. 
It’s amazing the fortunes of life’s subtle games; 
I do hope he remembers with awareness not blind.” 

“You’re unusual, Sir, Mr. Hormsley, for sure. 
I’ve met many who lacked your keen insight and views. 
I, for one, do appreciate learnings obscure, 
but I’ll keep my thoughts secret, and not for the News.” 



“Thank you, Susan, dear friend, you are far on your way, 
what is secret is sacred, though a difficult path; 
but you’re capable, forthright, on threshold’s doorway, 
stay withinward, above earth’s continual wrath.” 

“Namaste, One, and always,” she replied as she left. 
He smiled to himself in the light of day’s dusk. 
Things were working out nicely, nothing lost or bereft, 
His day’s interactions had been playful, if brusque.  

But he questioned his whereabouts: where he was at. 
Could it be possibly he had missed a right step? 
And been pinned down and flat on life’s wrestling mat? 
As he’d hurriedly pushed through this orderly prep?

Life was good, and chaotic, downright false and blued red: there were things his Muse called for: completely unplanned; 
so each move, step by step, had been where he’d been led, 
as if strings, puppeteered, were not in his command. 

All the hurdles and hoops and the jumping through walls 
had been set up like pins in a bowling ball alley: 
circumstances would make him a bearer of palls, 
or a hero disdained in this wretched finale. 


The evening went slow, as like icicles dripping; 
he could hear distant music, a radio playing.  
The clock in the day room near silence was skipping, 
while thoughts streamed through care he’d been constantly weighing. 

Three gong chimes then delivered a bedtime reminder:
their precision decision to end all endeavors 
left no doubt that one’s night could not then have been kinder, 
or that day’s past results were more often “whatevers.” 

As if nothing had passed, morning chimes produced waking, 
smells of sausages, bacon, and eggs soon consumed, 
sounds of chairs, scuffling feet, and of showers partaking: the unfolding of habits of life’s tidbits resumed. 

As Gremmer dressed slowly in stripes he’d been given, 
he listened intently to thoughts blending through. 
And he prayed to the Silence in wonder forgiven, 
while thanking Life dearly for its challenged purview. 

The dining room crowd, unaware of his presence 
gave him pause at a table, where no one was sitting: 
a lesson perhaps, now surrounding clear absence, 
like the one he’d soon share of this realm he was quitting. 

The rain in grey sheets swept across the dark windows, matching Fall’s windy changes that harkened stark winter. 
Inside this grave clinic, time slowed the way sin flows, 
or the way of disease from an unremoved splinter.

He sat and soon welcomed some curious members: 
Sam Winters, from Dalton, who’d managed a shop,
then Clara Von Isen whom her fan base remembers, 
and Professor Bob Montague, who could lecture nonstop.

“So where are you from? You display no name tag?” 
asked Bob, spreading ketchup on cheese scrambled eggs. 
“I have lived places poor, but am high class ragtag. Though I’m not bound by city or state referenced pegs.”

“My domains are all places and times on this plane, 
though I frequent some others where man’s seldom seen, and I try to exist leaving no karmic pain, 
in this world where uncaring’s best lived in between.” 

“So my name’s Gremmer Hormsley and I’m here for some sessions 
with Dave Skree, the MD, whom I’ve known many ages. 
Though it sounds rather strange, I’ll not hide these impressions, 
it is time we all fled from these old nasty cages.”

“Do you know what I mean? These cramped physical forms? 
We were never intended as pets so confined,
though we hide in these shells from material storms. 
And our strict education keeps us passively blind.” 

Then he looked round the table at his listeners’ jaws, 
framed frozen and open, in disbelief shock; 
their silence, played much like he’d broken some laws.
For they’d crashed headlong onto his verbal roadblock. 

“Good luck with the doctor, you’ll need it for sure, 
and some meds and sound therapy offered in need,” 
said Sam Winters (while hoping they’d find him a cure), 
while the others all nodded, as if they agreed. 

“Thank you all for encouragement, blessings, and love. 
I’m quite sure we’ll be having a lovely discussion.  
I hope Divine Grace shines down here from above, 
I’ve no need of explosions that result in percussion.” 

And as they sat quietly finishing meals 
a wailing that echoed the vast dining hall 
commenced without notice, or grand-stand appeals. 
“Oh, that’s Jane, it’s like clockwork, don’t mind her at all.”



Gremmer lifted his head and with eyes gazing hard, 
studied Jane in her corner, her screaming intense. 
“And has no one attempted relieving what’s scarred?”
“Hey Buddy, we’ve all got some pains too immense.”

“It’s just most of us keep it inside where it’s hid. 
Jane prefers to share all of it same time each day. 
It’s a shame, it’s her Hell, could be worse, God forbid!” Exclaimed Sam with a chuckle no fears could allay. 

And then it was clear, like a dawning so bright: 
there was difference, then difference, but you had to know which, 
one you had to ignore; put the rest out of sight: 
Poverty was the dish that was spooned by the rich. 

It was normal and trusted, confounded and true;
theoretical limits were subjective and causal, 
based on self-assured myths, no one sane could undo, 
while accepting brain food from authority’s nozzle. 

Gremmer thanked his new friends, took his tray to the cart, 
and returned to his room to prepare for his meeting: 
there was cold in his manner, his feelings, his heart; 
there was nuance in all his fate’s plans for retreating. 

So he showered and dressed, put “their” bathrobe away, wandered out to the day room to chance who’d be there: 
some sitting, some pacing, some naked and grey, 
invisibly startling, not hardly aware. 

And then he saw Jane, in tucked form like a ball 
in a sofa draped blanket with her head ‘tween her knees. 
She was there gently rocking and banging the wall, 
while placating her demons whom she hoped to appease. 

So he sauntered on over and sat himself down 
on the cushion beside her, not making a sound, 
“Go away,” she said softly, “this is my side of town.” 
“Your father, I’m not. That John Henry’s in ground,” 

Gremmer offered up kindly, without moving a muscle. 
“I’m just sorry there’s no one you’ve been able to trust.” 
“Who the hell are you here? I’m not up for a tussle, 
as I’m here for the peace, far from all that’s unjust.” 

“I know that, Jane Cumberfield, your mother’s fourth child, named after her aunt whom she loved beyond dearly, 
for she showed you that picture, them laughing and wild. And she never meant harm to you: that you knew clearly. 




Jane slowly turned head, eyes teary and searching. 
Why! He knew things forgotten, so frightening, too real. 
He was crying her tears, while soul-precipice perching. 
And his heart lent a hand that was all meant to heal. 

“How’s, how’s, how’s,” she then mumbled; and found herself reaching, 
out beyond her rock self to this lighthouse beside her, 
to begin a real hug while her past was still screeching.
What was it no agency allowed to confer? 

And they held on so gently for many a minute. 
“Hey, Pervert, let’s go, your nice doctor is waiting,” 
yelled loud from the door. “Hurry up. Let’s begin it!” 
“Got to go!” Whispered Gremmer, “he must think we are dating.”  

As he got up, Jane giggled, for the first time in years. Gremmer walked to the door, with a back-handed wave. 
And then Jane smiled back, as she brushed aside tears. 
“So you’re seeing the Doc? That’s the way to behave!” 

Said the smart-alec aide who’d soon escort him down.
“Have you guessed why Danielle threw her drink in your face, 
last night at the bar when you pulled at her gown?” 
Asked Gremmer, while noting this open disgrace, 

as he followed behind with his tottering gait. 
But this dude twisted round, grabbed him fast by the neck. 
“Mind your manners old chap. I don’t care if we’re late. 
I’ll break you in half, cause I don’t give a heck.” 

“One more time,” he said slowly, and let him fall sharp. 
“Now let’s go see the Doc, and remember your place.” 
Things were going as scripted, Gremmer chose not to carp;
the cameras in ceilings were an authorized grace. 

At the door of the Doc’s, the dude hammered quite loudly, 
“Please come in,” toned the secretary, “and do take a seat. 
The Doctor will see you,” said, casually, proudly. 
“Thank you, Eleanor, kindly, I’m glad we could meet.” 

“Don’t forget,” yelled the dude, I’ll return when you’re through.” 
“Thank you, Maurice Delgado, as we’ll share some more tales, 
of your youth out in Baldwin and the folks that you knew, 
going back generations with all the details.”




Fire flamed from his eyes as he quick shut the door. 
There’d be more with this fool, and Maurice could plan how. 
He would share with his friends that they’d soon go to war. And the quicker, the better: never later than now! 

Gremmer chuckled inside as he sat in a chair 
gazing now at wall art raising beauty to heights, imaginably far from most clients’ despair; 
incongruous ritual: controlled blacks and whites.

“The Doctor will see you, please enter right there,”
as she pointed, while reading, a direction unclear. 
Gremmer got up and hobbled and knocked with a prayer. 
Doc Skree answered softly, as if someone could hear, 

“Please come in,” as these words seemed too overly ominous.
So Gremmer courageously took hold the knob, 
with opposable thumb, as if probably hominis,
and entered the realm of this ‘thingamabob’:

a medical cleric with sheepskins displayed:
accolades and distinctions too important to mention. “Please sit down, Mr. Hormsley, in front,” so conveyed, 
“we will need, if you can, undivided attention.” 


“How do you suppose we can help you today?” 
asked the Doc from his chair with his hands clasped in front. 
“You can help me by letting things land as they may, 
letting fates do their thing, provide clues, to be blunt.” 

“After all we’re just passengers here on this plane;
and we witness and plan and pretend we’ve control. 
But the truth is we’ve nothing to voice or complain, 
as we’re placed way down here to find out about soul:”

“our Divine slice of God packaged into these frames, 
these miraculous bodies with hearts, minds, and wills, 
and we wander about seeking rules in life’s games, 
wanting actions, distractions, and curious thrills.” 

“So I’m here; so are you; in this well-rehearsed play, 
that was scripted before we took breath our first times, 
and we’re charged to give love when all black and white’s gray, 
and deliver each other through the worst of life’s crimes,”

“while challenges: many; opportunities: few; 
though complexities block us from doing our best, 
and our tendencies keep us from knowing who’s who, 
while all answers so simple get graced as we’re blessed.” 

“But we miss them like how as we charge place to place, obeying authority, and scripture, and law, 
though we pay close attention in this vacuous chase, 
up our petulant climb for that hill camel’s straw.” 

“And we live, breathe, and die, and return once again, 
and again and again, ‘til we figure it out, 
as our selves get filled up, we forget to say ‘when.’ 
And we try and we try, though we’ve thrown away doubt.” 

“And we seek for the answers outside of these shells, 
these frail bodies that labor like mules at a fair. 
But all answers reside deep within our own wells, 
where our own inward searching finds that lost spiral stair.” 

“You remember this, Dave? This old Yogic path trip? 
That old masterful teaching that we once had in hand? What the Zen masters taught us with their minds that could grip 
with such force and such love that it felt like a brand?” 

Then Gremmer sat back in his chair with strained eyes, 
looking inward and outward for a moment while listening. 
The silence was honest and lacking disguise.
“Mr. Hormsley, your perspectives, while stupendous and glistening,”

“are well received here, with some record and merit, 
though avoiding what treatments could serve you right now. 
Are there things from our meetings that you might well inherit? 
Realistically speaking, can you share what helps how?” 

“Can you tell what you’re knowing and seeing and feeling, 
maybe why you are here in this office today?” 
“Well, I hear lots of voices that refer to my healing. 
And I smell lots of scents, like a garden bouquet.” 

“And I know lots of things from the TV set blaring 
that’s inside of my head with news updates arriving: 
with thoughts of all strangers, though cares they’re not airing; 
and I see pasts and futures where souls are now striving.” 

“And it all comes like ticker tape, endless and silent, 
though sometimes disruptive and crazy and mean. 
I don’t care when the stories that come through are violent, 
but most of the tales are of love that’s serene.”





“Would you like to hear yours? I could relay to you. 
They are ever so charming and full of suspense?” 
“If you feel that these insights would help what’s your due, 
and your sharing would make your own healing commence?” 

“So sure, oh why not, let me hear what you know! 
But let’s wait for a bit till the end of this session? 
I have just one more question before you should go, 
how’d you get here, before you begin your digression?”

“Well, because of my skills which began very early, 
I had troubles wherever I’ve been, that’s for sure: 
shunned in schools, shamed, rejected, and referred to as surly. 
All the things that I knew, that I said, had no cure.” 

“Alone, I observed, and drew inward, perceptive, 
my attention to hidden things grew more intense;
aware, I soon was, of life’s hurdles: deceptive, 
how buried life’s truths through strategic defense.” 

“All forms of deception are designed for not knowing. 
We’re trapped in this ‘hell hole’ called Earth without finding, 
not one single purpose which keeps us from growing, 
beyond this caged menace we’re constantly minding.” 

“But when I grew up all job offers went crazed: 
like a long-distance viewer for NSA’s think tank, 
a Las Vegas performer, star-studded and praised, 
and a cash future’s gazer at the prestigious World Bank.”

And the Pentagon wanted me training their spies, 
and Med Clinics then asked could I diagnose patients, 
with no need of devices, I could look in their eyes: 
while none of these offers would truly make sense.” 

“I had limits, I did, of the things I would do, 
as I realized my skills could be used for great harm. 
And karma’s attachments are so often like glue, 
I soon looked for a job that would not cause alarm.” 

“It’s funny how kids have few faked expectations, 
more real than adults who have learned through mistrust. 
How come we’ve not learned of life’s armed conflagrations, 
perceiving such innocence with morbid disgust? 

“I became a bus driver for schools and for kids: 
they’re receptive and knowing, and wise below years. 
I became a scout leader for poor Ghetto skids, 
Who have zilch looking forward to exalted careers.” 



“So I hid in plain sight, quietly, as I could, 
understanding life’s hurdles and sand traps and crooks; 
for conniving takes forms, that is not understood, 
while fantasy’s reality is not how it looks.” 

“I am friendly for some, and quite dangerous for others. 
I’m lost in a maze of space-time-frame malfeasance. 
It is not safe for children, their fathers or mothers. 
Though we may be immortal, we are lacking perceivance.” 

“So I’m here waiting out the last notes of my song 
in this beautiful mess we call life on this plane, 
making plans, leaving earth, where not one does belong, 
from this play where I’m labeled certifiably insane.” 

As he finished a light on Dave’s desk toned a note. 
“I’m afraid our times finished Mr. Hormsley for now. 
You can share with me next time your prized anecdote. 
I’ll delight in all messages your voices allow.”

Gremmer checked this encounter as if played to perfection. 
Dave stared at this patient, this unknown horizon; 
these two shared a balance of skewed predilection, 
while the fates, overseeing, held some magic surprisin’. 


“Doctor Skree, I must say, I do thank you this day. 
You’ve allowed me to share when so few would take time,  
to listen and tolerate strange words I may say: observations that might not be worth a thin dime.” 

“Mr. Hormsley, I think that your gratitude’s shared. 
You’ll do fine here, I’m sure, with the skills we provide. 
And I hope that our team has shown you that we’ve cared 
to meet expectations that your past has denied.”

“We are here for you daily as you progress in health. 
All your needs can be met as we graciously meet, 
and we’ll travel together disclosing what wealth 
that’s within you, right now, placed before your own feet.” 

Gremmer bowed with his head ever slightly in thanks, 
then he stood from his chair, and while grabbing his cane, turned to leave, though surmising fate’s black and white pranks, 
set before him quite soon, whether blessing or bane. 

In the lobby some guy jumped quick out of his seat, 
“My name’s Chuck, I was called in, relieving Maurice, 
for H. R. let him know that his day was complete,
and they’d let him know soon all his terms of release.” 


“So I’m here to assist you now back to your room, 
I guess, Mr. Hormsley, if I got your name right?”
Yes indeed, Charles Nickleson, you’re right to assume, 
I’m Gremmer, like tremor, an old earthquake uptight.”

And he laughed as he raised arm for Chuck to assist, 
and they walked the hall slowly to flights of rough stairs. “Chuck, you know why you’re always the first to enlist? Jump through hoops every time because no one else dares?” 

“Volunteering when called at the drop of a hat?” 
“It’s because I’m [you’re] now here to assist where I [you] can; 
because love is the answer for ‘be where it’s at’,” 
which they both spoke together, as if made from a plan. 

And they stopped in mid-step, and mid-sentence in fact. And the silence boomed clear affirmations so free:
that their unity clasped like a blood bonding pact, 
and awareness bloomed presence, an informative key. 

“Well, wonderful, now,” Gremmer stated at once. 
It’s just moments like that, when ‘Ah’ sounds just like ‘Awe.’ 
“Back in school,” Chuck replied, “I was always the dunce.” “You mean back when your teachers said, ‘Blah, blah, blah blah’?” 

“I remember that speech,” Chuck, with finger on chin, 
said resoundingly quick, as he gazed far and wide. 
“Well, be careful, my friend, of the classes you’re in; 
when your knowledge is great, you’ll need places to hide.” 

“You’re so right, Mr. Hormsley, I’ll remember that well. 
Now for steps to your floor, so you don’t miss your lunch. 
If we don’t hurry up our dear nurses will yell, 
and we don’t need disfavor with their moods in a bunch.” 

They ascended the steps hearing vaguely of trays 
placed on tables with chairs scraping loudly on floors. Smells of meatloaf, asparagus, and rich hollandaise, 
wafted down the last stairs as they came through the doors. 

“Here you are,” stated Chuck, as he held a door swinging. 
“Have a great blesséd day, and I mean that sincerely.” “You have helped me so much, as my heart is still singing.” 
And likewise, dear Sir; I’ve been credited dearly.”

The table he’d sat at for breakfast was clear. 
So he sat down and emptied his mind of its trash, 
like the center inside of an infinite sphere, 
or the last dying embers of a phoenix’s ash. 


And his eyes settled closed like a cloud over moon 
as the sounds of the room gently drifted away 
and an infinite light over-powered his noon 
when the touch of his Soul almost met him halfway. 

He could smell the fall leaves in the park on the ground, 
feel the wind blowing rain all that distance away, 
the occasional cardinal interrupting still sound, 
or a blue jay with sharp intonations at play.

“Gonna sit there all day, welcome me with, ‘Hello!’?”
exclaimed Jane, half in jest, with a purposeful glare. “Where’s your friends from this morning? Did they get up and go? 
Did you scare them away? Are they hiding somewhere?” 

And she giggled again, as if blessed like before. 
“I knew you’d come, Jane; you are so welcome here.” 
“So tell me your name, Mr. nice Guy, and more. 
How’d you get here and why? This is not your frontier!” 

“I will tell you; I’ll try: we are like a matched set: 
warp and weft, cross directions, underlying brocade. 
We were born tough, resilient under pressure beset, 
and like pottery fired in life’s crucible made.”



“There is something through pain wisdom follows in train: 
that caboose at the end of one’s all-purpose ride, 
where one seeks out a truth that may likely remain, 
when what’s gone are all hopes, fears, attachments, and pride.”

“There is Nothing beyond our great Nothing of Source, where All’s One and undone as a spirit of Soul. 
It is endless and timeless and boundless, of course. 
It is where all the infinite parts meet the Whole.” 

“And your name? Do you have one? Can I trust your pronouncement?”  
“Gremmer Hormsley, I am, for a few more brief seconds. 
I’m just sharing what morsels I’ve left, sans announcement. 
There are very few legends, or dictates, or reckons 

that outline Life’s Mystery’s history’s facts. 
I have nothing but love to outpour with these hands. 
They will wither and die: it’s how all change reacts; 
when men’s clocks stop at death: that’s what time understands.” 

“Well before you must go, as you helped me this morning, 
can you do what you did, help me more than just better? 
I take it your presence is more than a warning 
and a staged disappearance won’t be a trend setter!” 
“But now eat what you will on your tray that’s before you, kind Sir, it’s important, as life does go on. 
If you will, please come by, for an afternoon get to, 
down the hall, it’s the last, that you’ll chance come upon.” 

“What time shall that be, when there’s only ‘the present’? 
I’m available now, or a ‘now’ in the future. 
Just as long as it’s Reiki, for which you’ll assent, 
I’ll agree, as I’ve never been much of a smoocher.” 

“Let’s try four, thereabouts, if it’s ok with you?
I’ve got nothing else planned for this whole afternoon.” “Sounds fine to me, too,” said Gremmer, on queue, (though the fates, he now guessed would create a monsoon). 

In his office downstairs, with a sandwich in hand, 
David Skree added thoughts through his clipped microphone, 
‘Circumstances presenting: This patient seems bland, oriented, yet calm, though distinctly alone.’ 

‘Brought into this Clinic, by EMS squad, 
an elderly male with thin build, though neglected. 
Motor activity slow, but deliberate, not odd. 
Unlike some psychotics, thought structures: collected.’


‘Presentations of speech: grammatically intact.  
Mood and affect: quite stable, unpressured, no stress. 
Mr. Hormsley reports hearing voices abstract, 
experiences “broadcasts” he can always access.’

‘Thought processes: linear, organized, structured. 
His spiritual insights, deemed mystically given; 
oriented to person, place, time; yet seems cultured.
Helped somebody selflessly, empathically driven.’ 

‘His cognition and reasoning are organized still.
His affect is stable and non-paranoid. 
Strong verbal intelligence: run of the mill. 
Social; perceptive: known threats he’ll avoid. 

Delusional Disorder: perhaps the impression. Schizophrenia Phenomena: not well off the block. 
His humor and lightness demonstrate no depression. 
His mental stability: solid as rock.’

‘Patient presents as Delusional Construct:
systematized, needing more observation; 
or a deeply internalized mystical substruct. 
At present, distinctions lack certain causation. 




Dr. Skree sat in wonderment, pleasantly musing. 
He’d encountered round pegs that refused their square holes. 
Gremmer Hormsley was one whom he felt he was losing: while these data evinced nonexistent controls. 

And he sat in his silence, and wistfully thought 
that this stranger had opened a wall not a door. 
And with no explanations from what he’d been taught, 
as his mind and heart feared there was more to explore.

What an oddness there seemed with this vagabond Gremmer. 
“He presumed to have known me somewhere in the past. 
But I can’t recall now; he’s not one I remember. 
I will have to think hard with these dice Hands have cast.” 

In the day room above, Gremmer wandered about, 
and he stopped at the end where the windows revealed 
a large balcony porch with no way to get out 
as the doors had been frozen with concrete, then sealed. 

And he found it quite odd that with architect’s plans 
that with no brains in charge they’d have wantonly built 
a precarious balcony for suicide fans 
who could only now dream of that balcony’s tilt. 


And he mused to himself how the great Bobby Burns 
was so cleverly right with his Ode to a Mouse: 
‘best laid plans’ stated facts: with just how a plow turns,
means a candle that burns, is then set for a douse. 

After mulling around with his thoughts about Gremmer,
Dave felt it his duty to inquire once more, 
so he left office safety, his books, all of them for, 
a risk up above with a chance to explore: 

who was this guy really? How’d they come together? 
So Dave left his office and climbed the rough stairs. 
Could there be some odd tones? Were they birds of a feather? 
There he found Gremmer strolling in thought unawares. 

He seemed to be staring far past window scenes, 
when Dave approached slowly, got within a few feet, 
without turning around, Gremmer said, “By all means,
I am very delighted you’ve chosen to meet.” 

“Welcome, Sir, you’ve arrived, we have much to discuss. 
You have questions, of course, please ask, go ahead.” 
And Dave paused, “You had mentioned while driving a bus, 
this had given you freedom from worlds, where instead”


“of a rat race of groups who’d exploit your rare skills, 
you could disappear quickly with kids and their needs. Why is this then a place that provides what fulfills? 
As opposed to a life of such glamorous deeds?” 

“It’s ‘The’ question of life, now of course, it is really: 
Do we choose what we will, or are avenues set? 
Can we fester in chaos, or choose paths genteelly? 
What forces hold cards for graced players who bet?” 

“The gambol of life’s an illusion at best. 
We are players with scripts prearranged for our being. 
With roles which seem fluid, we seem like a guest, 
when in fact we are fooled not aware what we’re seeing.” 

“The wise man, the fool, don’t pretend they’re the same, 
but events cast between make them seemingly twins, 
their effects, light and dark, are yin yang, in life’s game, and their colorful paints make a mess as life spins.” 

“Though I thought it a choice to become a bus driver, 
I was placed, just as needed, for me and for others, 
though I’d like to believe I was mainly contriver, 
I am not so conceived as a thought of our Mother’s.” 




“The Calvins, the Hindus, the Gnostics, for sure, 
understood destination was a thing set in stone, 
and they went about life, hoping just to endure 
every happiness, death, and blessed thing they’ve been thrown.”

“When embracing life’s Tree, a goal offered with pause, the Silence, as gift, is a double-edged sword: 
requires a birth through the ultimate cause, 
where knowledge and wisdom are secretly stored.” 

“It is trial by fire, though so seldom it’s sought. 
It’s beginning and end of all purposeful quests. 
It’s the untangled mess in life’s Gordian Knot. 
It’s the being and light where all love that’s sought rests.” 

“We’re alone on this search, while the world screams hard lies. 
We continue as is with all pain we tread through, 
and we wonder full well all life’s gifts that baptize, 
where all thoughts, prayers, and blessings we choose do accrue.” 

“So I’m here, so are you, in this hospital room, 
and destiny’s placed us to render decisions, 
which seldom exist in this ponderous gloom, 
where all life does advance with exacting precisions.” 

“It’s a grandiose play that we’re in as we watch. 
With all methods unclear, from beginning to end. 
And we stumble around in vain search of a notch, 
where we share an odd peace with some souls we call friend.” 

“It’s as simple as that, though through eons of births, 
for it does take some time to consider God’s message. 
And now through it all, what seem tragedies, mirths, 
we’re down here to struggle with much that’s presage.” 

And with that Gremmer stopped and looked deeply at Dave, 
who was smiling, yet thinking, about what he had heard. 
It seemed odd to him strangely: this light which was grave, 
where it seemed so conflicting, and not the last word.

“Well I’ve got to get back to my office right quick, 
I’ve got patients to see, it’s, well, sort of my day, 
I can’t thank you enough, Gremmer Hormsley; what’s sick 
is I think we could spend many hours at play,” 

“while discussing such things that our lives oft relay, 
maybe later we’ll set a good time to discuss. 
See you later for sure, as we’ll hope to convey, 
what we know, what we think, what we’ve learned from life’s fuss.” 
And Dave turned, once again, with his unanswered questions, 
and left cross the room towards the exiting stairs; 
he would write up, he thought, some progressive suggestions, 
if his mind helped him sort through these musical chairs.

In the day room at two a church group soon arrived. 
They were scheduled as always with arts and craft games: their biblical messages, neatly contrived, 
served salvation and savings as understood claims. 

These were rare volunteers who’d accepted this mission 
to deliver some grace to warehoused shriveled creatures, who’d been cast beyond hope into reckless omission, 
but were welcomed at least by these amateur preachers.

Bev Johnson and daughter, her Annabel George, 
came delightedly in and announced to the crowd, 
they were bringing the gospel which would simply disgorge, 
all resident evils that strange fates had allowed. 

“Blesséd day, we are here once again to contribute 
a message profound from our Lord Jesus Christ, 
we have crayons and coloring books to distribute,  
showing scenes of deliverance where He’d been enticed,” 

“by that devil incarnate, that Satan from Hell, 
who lives here amongst you and keeps you downtrodden.
But our prayers that we share will soon cast off his spell,  
and provide you with joys that Christ’s heaven will broaden.” 

“So gather around, you lost souls, you lost sheep. 
And gaze hard at these pages to color of Him, 
for your lives are worth gold that he chooses to keep, 
far away from Hell’s torment that’s horribly grim.” 

Out of rooms several wandered so silently slow,  
heads bowed in deep tragedy, squandered, and still, 
finding chairs at the table with fears, touch and go, thinking what expectations they’d need to fulfill. 

Nathan Boykin came out and Patricia Vanmeter, 
then Chuckie and Frank and John Christopher, too, 
then Martha and Neville and Thomas and Peter, 
and the twins, with their baby dolls, plus Betty Sue. 

“Please now take a seat, gather round at this table, 
we will start with a prayer making sacred this session, ‘Halleluia, praise Christ, for his birth in that stable, 
for those of us here seeking peace and 
accession.’ ”


There were coloring books and bulk crayons in bins, 
and the books were of Jesus through trials befitting, casting out foul demons, helping sinners with sins, 
there were messages clear that these books were transmitting. 

Betty Sue had learned much in her quiet frustration,
the course of a lifetime: unkind institutions, 
knew hunger and want, with no pause or cessation:
she’d practiced in silence while making solutions. 

In her purse she’d deposited food scraps from meals, 
to save for a future, when times might be rough, 
it was caution she’d learned, for fate often conceals 
wanton tragedy cursing, way beyond what is tough. 

So she sat with a crayon for painting her hell, 
what she knew, that was dark, or was worse, she’d been given. 
She focused on people who’d only meant well, 
but had placed her in places she’d never forgiven. 

With black and blue crayons she scribbled their faces along side the Christ with his lambs and the lost, 
knowing well from her past, she’d been passed by from graces, 
like this One in the pictures, she, too, had been crossed. 

Then Frank grabbed a crayon, bright red, ‘twas his favorite, 
and filled the whole page while ignoring the lines, 
and he did that on each, as if Cardinals would savor it, 
while efforts would maximize Heavenly signs. 

As Bev and her daughter assisted the patients, 
they both began singing a common refrain, 
‘Jesus loves the little children,’ they sang to display sense, with moral objectives they’d wished to maintain.

And then Chuckie made eyes in the clouds, in the sun, 
in the trees, in the dirt, on most animal’s sides 
in the ponds, and the rocks, and on hands of the One, 
but some closed on some flowers where innocence hides.  

Well, John Christopher sitting beside Betty Sue, 
deciding he’d nothing to do with this task, 
said, “Your phone’s buzzing loud in your purse there beside you.” 
And he undid the clasp to just quickly unmask: 

all the buzzing was flies by the hundreds and thousands, unleashed in the day room to screams of dismay, 
it could not have been weirder than curses the Tao sends: apocalyptically real and a cryptic foray. 

Bev Johnson and Annabel jumped to their feet, 
“it’s a sign straight from God, Satan’s here on the loose. 
Children, we’ve got to go. We’ve got elders to meet. 
Grab the books and the crayons; we have to vamoose.” 

And the two of them rushed to the far exit doors,
unable to apologize, directly enough 
to the startled, yet laughing, rare saints on Hell’s shores, who’d no clue of the wars of this yin and yang stuff. 

“Where’d they go, in a hurry?” Asked Martha and John, “They forgot benedictions, they remember to do,” 
stated Neville, looking up, when he’d noticed they’d gone.  
“I am willing to bet they just needed a lieu.” 

“They’ll be back again next week,” Nathan stated while staring. 
“They’re wonderful people who help us get by. 
They bring church to us here, for they’re loving and caring, 
as they know where we go when it’s our time to die.”  

And the flies clustered fast at all windows of light, 
seeking ways of escape as if falsely imprisoned, 
unaware that their lives had caused lessons in fright, 
when, all that they were, was far less than what’s shunned. 
In their car as they drove hellish speeds to get home,
Bev remarked, out of breath, “We must call Reverend Mike, 
it’s as if we’ve endured an unearthed catacomb;  
we’re prepared for that “Lord of the flies” who may strike,” 

“any time any place; we’ve been given a sign; 
we must watch and get ready; our faithful can’t rest, 
God has given us moment: His work by design, 
but our patience and caution must rise to this test.”

At five minutes to four Gremmer walked to Jane’s door, 
and he knocked with a tap; he could hear her inside. 
“Come on in,” she soon yelled. “It’s not locked anymore.” 
It was so good to know in this quick rising tide. 

When he entered he noticed all walls covered thick, 
with taped paintings that screamed their emotions quite far.  
There were very few spaces not scarred, brutal, sick:
The extrusion of pain was completely bizarre. 

“I’m not tidy at all. And I know it’s a mess.
So what’s all this Reiki stuff? Give me a clue! 
“How ‘bout we sit down, which will help me profess. 
You instinctively know what I’m channeling new.” 


Jane grabbed him a chair and took one from a desk. 
Sitting quickly, they laughed, and he stared at the ceiling. “Reiki comes from Tibet, and seems strange and grotesque, 
to us westerner folks who think structure’s appealing.”

“It’s ancient and real, divine spirit infused, 
using symbols and mantras to bolster our guides: 
yes, we have them, called angels, so you’re not  confused. 
It will help being centered where strange truth confides.”

“Reiki’s pure energy, inner chi, if you will. 
And we, who lay claim, are ripe conduits for it. 
And it passes right through us, like ink in a quill. 
To receive it from one such as me you just sit.”

“Initiation is simple like inserting a plug. 
Or installing some batteries to make a toy work. 
But Reiki is positive, not at all like a drug: 
all side effects glorious as an outrageous perk.”

“When receiving transmissions of Reiki, dear Jane, 
you may see or may feel things quite old or stark new: 
hear music, smell flowers, hear thunder, see rain, 
experience what may be so true just for you.”

“It is magic that’s real. It’s transferred through the hands. It’s directed by guides who know where healings go. 
As you do Reiki work, you will not do commands. 
You are simply a means for your angels who know.” 

“Reiki works in all fields, and its limits are few: 
emotional, physical, and mental are there, 
and if pains are too many, your guides will come through. 
They see from their realm every flow that goes where.” 

Outside, down the hall, Mrs. Cumberfield walked. 
She was Jane’s elder mother who’d decided to visit. 
She knew Jane’s conditions. how crude that she talked; 
So much better unscheduled, so quiet, befit! 

She carried her bags, extra clothes, extra snacks. 
Still cared for her Jane through all hardships and pains. 
Besides all the sessions and meds from these quacks, why this mother knew best when it came to real brains. 

As she came down the hall the last paces, she stopped. She heard voices inside Janie’s room that were strange. She then tried to set down her large bags, but they dropped. 
And she leaned to the door to hear now this exchange:


“Any questions, dear Jane? Can we start? How is this?” Gremmer stood, walked behind, placed cupped hands on her back? 
“Both your hands are so hot, oh my God, this is bliss.” “That’s the energy flow, working healings you lack.”

Mrs. Cumberfield groped for her phone and engaged it, turned the video on with the volume on high, 
held it close to the door in a painful enraged fit, 
clenched her teeth hard in horror that no hell could deny.

“What’s this tingling I’m feeling deep down in my core? 
I have never felt love like this ever ‘til now. 
How come no one’s offered this treatment before? 
I don’t believe what I’m feeling, oh My God, holy Cow!” 

“Romeo, ‘Love’s a smoke that is made of raw sighs’.” 
“Being purged is a fire spark in lover’s eyes.” 
While Gremmer and Jane shared these fabulous highs, 
her mother recorded this tragic demise.

“I see lights; I see stars, and there’s music I taste,” 
stated Jane, moaning deep, as she sat in her chair. 
“I love you so, Gremmer, it’s true I’ve been graced. 
“Bring thee cords,” she remarked, “made like rung tackled stair.” 


Jane’s mother as quickly as mothers can do, 
placed the phone in her purse, picked her bags off the floor, 
raced the hall to the exit as anger now grew. 
There were lawyers she knew who could nurture this gore. 

Gremmer held his cupped hands and delivered life’s ‘chi’,
while Jane garnered peace as if bathing in gold. 
Gremmer knew that Jane’s mother would help him to flee, 
while the difficult news would make Jane’s blood run cold. 

“If you want I can give you attunements for free,” 
stated Gremmer, with care, standing by her with love. 
“I don’t know what you mean,” Jane responded with glee. “What I do could be yours; what I’m telling you of.” 

“When we come here alone to this desolate plane, 
we are healers divine, well, except for one thing: 
Our connections to healers we have to obtain, 
so our Reiki hands placed will know just what to bring.” 

“I’m not sure I am ready,” said Jane with a smirk. 
“Responsibility things seem too much like a chore.  
I don’t think that I’m ready for that type of work. 
But maybe some day we could open that door.”


“Such a sensible plan your decision is now. 
Whenever you’re ready we can set up a time. 
We can go over basics; I’ll teach you just how 
all the symbols and mantras fitting nature sublime.” 

‘There are days, and then days,’ he thought, smiling inside.  
‘Such unfolding and wrapping of events on life’s stage. 
No beginnings or endings, half meanings implied. 
With its wholeness and holeness on a single book page.’ 

Once at home Gracie Cumberfield rushed to the sink, 
those few messed counter dishes all had to be washed; 
the scrubbing, hot water, and soap helped her think, 
all her untidy memories had to be quashed. 

Her John Henry was never so ever abusive, 
the way Janie talked, had accused him so badly. 
And his feelings towards her, they were never conducive, 
her taking on strangers: where they’d ended so sadly, 

And her violence towards self was just clear mental illness, 
had nothing to do with the guilt that she carried, 
all her screaming and yelling were at heart mental shrillness, 
institutional life kept her safe and unmarried. 

There were times she remembered her Janie was happy. There were moments her life wasn’t crazy and stressed. 
As a mother she’d tried to resolve times so crappy, 
make peace when they’d both clearly needed a rest. 

When out shopping together there were times they’d enjoyed, 
doing mother daughter girly things free of restrictions. Even though they both knew there were things to avoid. They could talk about life without fierce contradictions. 

Did Grace know what was best? Had she hardly a clue? 
She had trusted pure instinct, and what had she gotten?  
She was fenced by regrets seeking anything new, 
but her life as it was had become something rotten. 

She could only hope time would produce something better, 
maybe God would make moves that could change their lives’ course. 
Maybe doctors and nurses could suggest to unfetter, those disorders that crippled her Jane at her source.

But now this!: within “safety”; ‘twas over the limit. 
How damned was this creep? He’d soon pay for his crime. 
She’d get her some lawyers who would plaster this dimwit, 
and place him in jail for the rest of Hell’s time. 
When she got on her phone, called some lawyers at need, Kerffing, Nettleman, Fox, who were skilled on abuse, 
they told her, ‘Slow down,’ just diminish your speed: 
relax, take a pill,’ so they’d firmly deduce 

all the reasons she’d called, whether she had a case. 
“My daughter’s insane, in a clinic nearby:
today on a visit, I went to her place. 
A man in her room, though I hate to imply.” 

“I stood in the hall, heard them doing some things, 
I recorded it all on my phone as I stood. 
And my daughter’s so innocent, breaks my heartstrings, 
And her being subjected: well, you know that’s not good.” 

“In her state, that condition, so helpless, so frail, 
should we call the police? Have him charged for malfeasance?
Such crimes: they should charge him, and place him in jail, 
for behaviors ungodly, I should think I’ve a grievance.” 

“Can you come to our office tomorrow at nine? 
Our receptionist Julie will take down your claim, 
have you fill out our forms and then ask you to sign 
our contingency plan so we’ll know whom to blame.” 


“But right now, call police; it’s the first thing you do. 
They will come to your home, take your evidence quickly, 
interview only you, asking what, where, and who. 
They are used to such things, what’s considered most sickly.” 

“Thank you ever so much for your help and your time, 
I will see you tomorrow, first thing around nine. 
In this age you would think there’d be decrease in crime. Then this happens, you realize there has been no decline.”

“Dispatch! May I help you?” “Hello, my name’s Gracie: 
Cumberfield, if you please, as I need to report, 
a crime on my daughter, a patient: quite spacey, 
lives at Mount Clement Home; and it’s not that resort!” 

“Well, I heard her molested by another guy there. 
I caught them recorded today by her room. 
I’m at 23 Chestnut, side street off Bellaire.”
“We will be there soon shortly, Ma’am, tell us by whom?” 

“She called his name Gremmer, and he may be a client. 
I’ve not heard his name called, though I visit a lot. 
And my Jamie’s so vulnerable, weak, and compliant, 
now disgraced like cheap trash by some devilish rot.” 

“Can you play the tape for us? We’ll record it from here.” “Yes, of course. Here it is. It was made on my phone.” 
“We’re all set, play it now. It’s been saved, and it’s clear. 
Thanks, Mrs. Cumberfield; you’ll not do this alone.” 

“So, stay calm, Ma’am, we’ll be there, take a breath, just sit down. 
Officers Pascal and Norton will arrive at your house, 
it’s a very short trip from our station downtown. 
And we’ll send a squad quickly to question that louse.”

It was well after eight, with a knock at her door, 
that Gracie got up from her living room couch, 
wondering what cops would ask, or then try to explore: 
On whose side would these officers lean in to vouch? 

Would it matter what histories were offered up now? 
What details, Janie’s past, would be safe to divulge? 
What events from her life would her lawyers allow? 
And what witnesses called would a court judge indulge?

“Please come in,” Gracie said, as she opened the door, “Officers, Pascal and Norton, to assist you tonight, 
we are here to take down what we can underscore. 
We have heard the recording, and all that’s hindsight.” 


“Make yourselves at home, please, and come in, take a seat. 
Need some coffee, or tea, perhaps water, dear Sirs?” 
“We are fine, thank you, Ma’am, we’re all good on this beat. 
Can you tell us those things, what’s now history, hers?” 

“Can you share of your daughter, the things she’s been through:
what is now a sad past: suicidings with pills, 
razor blades, plastic bags, oven gas, to review; 
we know all, just like you, and have lived through these ills.” 

“Your nine-one-one calls now go back many years, 
where Psychologist’s recommendations add up:
sleepless nights, by the phone, tissue boxes for tears, 
what you don’t need right now is more crap in your cup.” 

“It’s been hard,” answered Grace, “to commit her for life;  full guardianship keeps her now balanced and safe. 
Well, I thought, she was safe, in that home far from strife: unforgivable harm to my Janie does chafe.” 

“Ring, ring, ring,” “Sorry, Ma’am, I must now answer this.” 
“I’m at work, Natalie, you should not have called me! 
My wife said to call? Well, now, what’s hit-or-miss? 
The kid’s cat just got out, and he’s climbed up a tree?” 
“And now both of my kids won’t stop screaming and crying? 
Cause they’re just three and four, and can’t now be calmed down? 
So call uncle Jack. You just did? Then keep trying. 
I’m sorry; can’t help. I am working downtown.” 

“I don’t know. You’re the sitter, just figure it out. 
I’ve a serious case, so believe me, just try. 
I will see you much later; I’ll call, when in route. 
And don’t call again. This is awkward. Good-bye.”

“I’m so sorry ‘bout that, it just comes with the job, 
as my family ignores all the work that I do. 
I could easily be tracking some work of the mob, 
and they’d call anyway, to play ‘dad’ on their cue.”

“I do understand, it’s ok to take calls, 
for you know in your heart that your family comes first, 
like me and my Janie, when tragedy galls, 
we’re reminded too much that bad times are the worst.”

“Well, incompetent Janie’s not able to choose, 
right or wrong are not options for her as decisions. 
She can’t understand when one hopes to abuse: 
days, in her fantasy, are just wandering visions.”


“When it comes to raw sex, her consent’s not an option, 
this abuser, this nut, violated her being, 
this monster was never her choice for adoption, 
I just pray that the law now backs up what we’re seeing.” 

“We’ve recorded our time with you: part of the record, 
can we reach out with questions if more things arise? 
It’s best if we know what details are not checkered, officialdom insures we do as they advise.” 

“Thank you, Officers, truly for coming by quickly, 
may I add one more thing as you leave here tonight? 
May a come with detectives, as their work might seem prickly, 
when they interview Jane, when they will, as they might?” 

“I believe that arrangements like that have their place. 
Our leaders will call you to set up a time. 
Until then we thank you for allowing us space 
to establish the background to determine this crime.” 

And they left as they came with strict sobering faces, 
well-armed with decisions and facts of the case, 
to exhibit the seeds and fine trails in set places,
so lawyers could offer an uncompromised ace. 



Pascal drove, Norton called, to relay information, 
“Mrs. Cumberfield’s guardianship’s listed as full. 
It provides us with moves right away from the station. 
The Perp, Gremmer Hormsley, we’ll assuredly pull.”

“Jane, the victim, by probate, is incompetent mentis; consensual sex is so clear off the table, 
we’ve got him by rights: this is clearly momentous, 
while her innocence happens, she’s clearly non-able.” 

“Thank you, Pascal and Norton, your work is here noted. 
We will now send a team to Judge Clarence O’Conner,
for whom Captain Michaels has claimed that he voted:
‘Requesting you sign this new warrant, Your Honor.’ ” 

“If we get it, we’ll tell you; you may get promoted. 
Then we’ll send squads to Clement to dispatch that guy Gremmer. 
We will need your recordings so actions are quoted. 
And we’ll make the sweep clean, so that none will condemn her.” 

In the chambers of respected Judge Clarence O’Conner, 
a policewoman, Sanders, shared details of Jane, 
and the cell phone recording of Gremmer, the goner, 
having sex, as reported, with this woman insane. 


“Moral outrage, the decadence, depravity, all,” 
proclaimed Clarence when seeing and hearing the words. 
“This year’s twenty-six? Are we post Neanderthal? 
Who was minding this Cretin? Have we stopped culling herds?” 

“Now give me that paper. Where the hell is my pen? You’ve made this darned easy, forgive my display. 
It’s a black and white issue: my signing this then. 
I just wish all my cases were streamlined this way.” 

In the station break room there was whooping and yelling,  
there were volunteers asking, “Please let me assist!” 
The hunt and the chase had become damned compelling. With Adrenalin flowing this couldn’t be missed: 

Drew straws for the capture, placed bets on the grab, 
wondered all about news, TV, papers, online. 
Sarge swore them to secrecy, so none could now gab; 
and this gig would make news, while their station would shine. 

When three cars with lights flashing came fast to Mount Clement, 
the director came running with staff to inquire, 
what need of this action, so dire, inclement? 
His fears of unknowing screamed costly quagmire. 
“We’ve a grave arrest warrant for a client of yours,”
said the captain in charge of the flotilla behind him. 
“One real sick Gremmer Hormsley, whom this unit deplores. 
Sexual Battery the charge; with results that are grim.” 

“Here’s the order just signed, Judge O’Conner presided. You’ve a copy right here for your files as needed. 
Could you lead us right to him, for his fate’s been decided? 
The sooner the better, so we won’t be impeded.” 

The director, pale ashen, spoke with quavering voice, 
“Yes of course, Sir. Hey! Gale! Take them, please; lead them to him?” 
The director knew firstly, he’d only one choice, 
to find quick, Doc Skree, and determine what slim 

saving methods they’d need, to avoid pending lawsuits;
and strategies fast, just to cover their asses; 
as lawyers, in hiding, could be money-hound brutes, sharing news report stories informing the masses. 

“Dr. Skree, we’ve a problem,” as he stormed through his door. 
That patient named Gremmer, who’s been with us two days: 
been arrested right now, sexual battery and more. 
We have got to move fast, to get out of this maze!” 
“You’ve got to be kidding.” “Does it look like I’m mad? 
I tell ya, there’re cops; he’s now going away. 
Go over your notes, ‘cause I think we’ve been had! 
You have just two damned hours, in this monstrous melee.” 

The director slammed doors as he walked away pissed; then he headed upstairs to perceive the grand exits. 
He was hoping (then not) that such fortunes he’d missed, 
thinking of tabloid headlines: bold prints like ‘SEX HITS’. 

But officers trailing behind cleric Gale, 
were surprised when they cautiously knocked on his door. 
“Please come in, all you three, I’m quite ready for jail.” 
So they entered to see Gremmer flat on the floor. 

He was face down and smiling, his hands on his back. 
He seemed ready for cuffing and non-resistant. 
The cops were amazed; they’d assumed some attack. 
“I’m ready when you are,” he was almost insistent. 

Officer Kelly reached down placed some cuffs on his wrists, 
grabbed his arms with one hand hoisted him to his feet, 
his compliance was odd, a conundrum of twists, 
“You’ve the right to remain silent…,” they began to repeat. 

And they marched him downstairs as one onlooker cried, “To the guillotine, Gars, someone’s missing a head.” 
And she cackled aloud: her hand-motions tongue-tied, while some others looked on sensing specters of dread.  

The rush of the breeze as they left from the lobby 
showed fall day’s south wind that resembled a spring, which enlivened the codes of ill-famed Hammurabi, 
while robins and jays fair anointed this thing. 

And the sun rendered down a grave silence of light, 
over shadowing all with effulgent-like signs, 
holding stillness in time, with all lessons of flight, 
while grasping this mess, like a creeping of vines. 

Gremmer peered through the haze of his glorious morn, 
as they marched him some steps to the squad car now parked. 
For they moved with precision, like extracting a thorn: 
there would soon be some healing from this wound fates had marked.

“Watch your head,” as they shoved him inside the back seat. 
“Here’s your belt,” as they clipped him secure in his place. “We are heading downtown, where you’re safe off the street. 
Your lock-up is waiting, you atrocious disgrace!” 

“I can’t thank you enough for your kindness and care,”
Gremmer stated so calmly, sincerely, and pained. 
“It is sheer gratitude that marks well this day’s prayer. 
You have no clear idea how you’ve shared what I’ve gained.” 

“There’s no doubt, Mr. Gremmer, you’re a really sick bastard,” 
said the passenger cop, who was voicing life’s facts. 
“Yes, it’s true, I am here, with this fate that I’ve mastered,” answered Gremmer, quite aware of his rich endowed pacts. 

“Why you worthless…” he turned, reaching back to the seat…. 
“Stop it, Bob, he’s not worth all the anger you feel; 
let him go, he’ll be judged in Hell’s fire retreat, 
soon enough way below where there is no appeal.” 

Gremmer laughed, now out loud, at the timing, the joy, 
seeing sides of the lands this earthquake had expanded: 
how his luck entertained this ridiculous ploy, 
and the ways that the Fates had delivered him branded. 

Way downtown Gracie drove to her law firm selected, Kerffing, Nettleman, Fox who’d requested their meeting. 
She’d remembered her phone, it was charged, disconnected, 
and she felt they’d agree and assist her entreating. 
In the office board room with their note pads and pens, Gracie turned on her phone playing Janie’s attack: 
all the details were clear, for they needed no lens. 
Kerffing nodded his head, his aide taken aback. 

The secretary, blushing, cupped hands to her face. 
“Can you help, now describe, all events up to date?” 
Asked the lawyer well-wishing details set in place. 
“Do you mind if I take some more time getting straight?” 

“Of course not, Grace Cumberfield, pause, get composed. There’s no rush, we’re recording, note taking, and listening.” 
“Well, my daughter’s been sick, most her life, it’s supposed. 
tried to end her own life, many times, since her Christening.” 

“She’s been hospitalized lots through the years near unending, 
with psychologists helping to fix what’s her damage. 
We’ve dealt with her problems of lying, pretending. 
And there’s been no relief from the obvious scamage.” 

“So she lives in this clinic for patients who need 
life-long care under watch and continuous meds. 
I’m her guardian, have been; as her late dad, agreed. 
So then here’s this abuse, what a parent full dreads.” 
“But the scum bag’s arrested, and taken to jail. 
Can you help me in court, get him tried, put away?” 
“It seems fair, Mrs. Cumberfield. I doubt he’ll make bail. 
But decisions to help, our whole team must now weigh.” 

“Give us twenty-four hours to review all our notes, 
we’re contingency based, as we hope you’ll see why, 
we will help if we can, if we think your case floats, 
we will study the laws to see what may apply.” 

“Thank you so much for trusting all this with our firm. 
We’re informed of your contact, phone number, and such. 
Let us know if you find more details to confirm, 
and we’ll let you know shortly, so please stay in touch.” 

Back at Clement the Doc sat in torturous fear, 
as he scrambled for notes praying they would convey 
a new picture which formerly hadn’t been clear 
of this character Gremmer whose self now seemed grey. 

So Dave read his notes in their sequence transcribed,
‘wanting actions, distractions, and curious thrills.’ 
Had this Gremmer just painted his true acts described? 
As these thoughts now engulfed Dave in cold sweat and chills. 


‘And deliver each other through the worst of life’s crimes,’ had this ring of hypocracy in front of his face. 
Gremmer’s calmly explaining was the best of his mimes. And now Dave felt ashamed, he’d been trained for this case. 

This psychopath fooled him; it stuck in his craw. 
But he’d said it so clearly and matter of fact: 
‘obeying authority, and scripture, and law,’ 
while all along laughing with incalculable tact. 

‘And we try and we try, though we’ve thrown away doubt,’ and here was admission, he of course felt no guilt. 
These waves were increasing, malfeasance found out, 
his sword of deception buried up to the hilt. 

‘Well I hear lots of voices that refer to my healing,’ 
his brutality justified, coming from voices, 
it matters quite little what others are feeling, 
right or wrong not considered as parts of his choices. 

‘And I see pasts and futures where all souls are striving,’ 
here he’s mapped out his victims for hunting and trapping, for him it’s so simple, intriguing, conniving, 
and he’s doing it all while the whole world is napping.’ 


‘Though some times it’s disruptive and crazy and mean,’ seems to say he’s aware of how others react. 
But he quite fools himself with his staying unseen, 
and invisible, almost remaining abstract. 

‘I had troubles wherever I’ve been, that’s for sure: shunned in schools, shamed, rejected, and referred to as surly. 
All the things that I knew, that I said, had no cure,’ 
an admission of life and of sins never pearly. 

A shadow of light flickered past on his desk, 
so Dave turned rather quickly to examine the cause: 
at the window a sparrow was perched Kafkaesque, 
while a memory, exhumed, gave him reason to pause. 

His old grandmother told him that birds at the glass, 
trying hard to get in, meant a death was soon near, 
with a warning of doom for a soul who would pass, 
for such birds had a sense of when spirits appear. 

And she’d crossed herself thrice as she told him such things, 
saying ‘mind you these truths that your grandmother speaks’, 
like a tarot deck card shares a fortune it brings, 
or a voice in the wind with its whispering shrieks. 

‘There was nothing in truth of old wives’ tales and lore’, 
he told himself quickly, as his neck-hairs arose. 
He’d spent years in trained therapy, skilled to ignore, 
all the indoctrination his youth could expose. 

But his past had a way of reclaiming life here, 
and adjusting the present to accommodate dread. 
So, of course, as a doctor, who’d sworn off all fear,  
he could manage a curse of one dropping down dead. 

And he glanced at the papers aligned by his hands,
that were trembling now disconcertingly charged. 
Was this Gremmer a fool working nonsense commands, from his disjointed selves that his psyche’d discharged?

‘How buried life’s truths were in strategic defense,’ 
showed he’s hiding the ways and the means of his craft, 
and the warped sense of purpose where habits commence: 
he’s adrift on his ocean’s manned self-contained raft. 

‘All forms of deception are designed for not knowing,’ 
shows he thinks all his tactics are hidden precisely, 
for the world is all trusting of winds that are blowing, 
good or bad, when his efforts turned out not so nicely.’


‘
‘As I realized my skills could be used for great harm,’ 
and he said it right here, with no thought to erase, 
‘but I thought at first glance that his act was all charm, 
and his victims’ misgivings he selects to embrace.’

‘So I hid in plain sight, as quiet as I could,’ 
and right here it’s as plain as a tree and its bark. 
Thank God Mrs. Cumberfield exposed this falsehood, 
and arranged all the dominoes to fall where it’s dark.  

Yet as Dave sat back musing and thinking of Gremmer, 
he couldn’t help wondering if views now made sense. 
His logic so solid shared a whisper, a tremor. 
What had Gremmer related that might please a defense? 

‘It is trial by fire, though so seldom is sought. 
It’s the beginning and end of all purposeful quests. 
It’s the untangled mess of life’s Gordian Knot. 
It’s the being and light where all love that’s sought rests.’ 

So what was he saying? This was not a true fiend: 
alluding to things that were not so extreme. 
Was he one that the law rightly now Quarantined? 
With this rock-and-hard-place he knew not what to seem!



“It was wrong, oh, so wrong, so horrendously wrong,” David Skree, laid his head in his hands at his desk, 
these conflicting alignments were brutally strong; 
yet conclusions, demanded, were unfounded, grotesque. 

Every instinct he had screamed of doctoral whims, 
there were holes in conclusions that echoed as stains, 
he was witness to measures far passed logic’s brims,
that resided quite nicely where madness remains. 

But this guy had a measure of exalted awareness, 
a treasure of means and ecstatic reserve; 
there was nothing Dave knew in his clinical fairness 
that allowed sacredness to exist or observe!

The phone on Dave’s desk beeped an incoming call. 
“Whatcha got for me buddy, I’m sorry I lost it?” 
“Well, maybe he’s admitted his intrepid downfall: 
it seems laid out plain, as he’s clearly embossed it.” 

“I got it all typed, I can bring it to you.”
“You can bring it up now to the floor up above;
Cumberfield will be coming for Jane’s interview. 
We will need you there too; there are things you know of,” 




“The police will be asking her all that’s occurred. 
They want witnesses there to ensure what she means, 
they need evidence clear, with no facts that are blurred, 
the last thing that they need is a damned hill of beans.” 

Dave grabbed extra copies of all that he knew, 
headed up flights of stairs to Jane’s room down the hall. 
There were cops, Mrs. Cumberfield, a typist, or two. 
Mrs. Cumberfield knocked, “It’s Ok, if we call.”

“Hello, Jane, it’s your mother, could we all please come in?” 
There were sounds of loose paper and humming throughout. 
“Should we wait just a minute?” hearing weird sounds within. 
They were standing in silence, her safety in doubt. 

“Hey, Jane, it’s Doc Skree. Can we have a short talk? 
There are many here wanting to question you now. 
And you needn’t fear us, we are not here to gawk. 
It won’t take very long, will you please just allow…” 

then the door opened quick, to a fantastic scene. 
All the wall paper art upside down on the floor, 
several hundred torn sheets with no floor in between. 
Jane was dancing quite naked and humming a score. 

“I’m so glad you’ve arrived, ‘cause the water’s just fine. 
The beach sand is warm; it feels great on your toes. 
And there’s miles of beach here along this coastline, 
we can walk here to there and see how far it goes.” 

“Someone share her a coat, for God’s sake, right away,” 
as a cop hustled fast to disrobe his own jacket, 
Dave grabbed it, ran up, just to shield her display. 
“I don’t need this right now, ‘cause the gulls will attack it.” 

And she let the coat drop as she skipped cross the room. 
“I have need of this sun, won’t you join me today?
We can celebrate here far away from the gloom, 
where it’s happy and free and right properly gay.” 

“I’m afraid,” whispered Dave, “we’ll not get any answers. 
Her detachment is clear and resoundingly walled. 
All questions will fail, like with puppeteered dancers. 
That monster’s betrayed what’s now classically stalled.” 

“Get an aide right away here to help this poor girl,”
yelled director, Mark Sullivan, voiced down the hall.
“We will go,” said the cops, all their minds in a whirl. 
“I’m so sorry, now, Grace, that you saw this befall.”




“It’s ok,” she said sadly. “I’m used to it now.
Every one of these episodes fits with her past. 
As long as she fails to remember the ‘how’, 
and seems to be happy beyond fears amassed,” 

“we can all well move forward to peace that is stable.
How long it will last is a question for time. 
And we won’t ever have it, as we are not able, 
to decipher this doom for its reason or rhyme.” 

And it came to him just as he left from Jane’s room, 
for he was Doc Dave, a responsible sort, 
he was more like a fly stuck in spider web loom, 
than a shrink they’d entrusted to make a report.

Whatever he’d done tripped a psychotic break, 
she was lost in a realm of delusion from pain; 
he could only hope now that this change she could shake, 
and return to reality once more as Jane. 

There were monsters out there, not just under your bed. 
And he’d met them up close, and had asked them advice. 
Was there lesson in this? Was there purpose ahead? 
How would justice be served? Did it come with a price? 




He was locked in for answers that might not be known. 
Life presented some questions that failed to find words. 
All his days, much like sunlight, cast shadows of stone, Perp and victim now silent as voiceless jail birds.  

And while time noticed nothing, but counted itself,
and was lost in a world that continued as is, 
he had no rightful thoughts he could take from life’s shelf, ‘cause they seemed to have paused way too late for that quiz. 

“Hello?….hello?…” “Honey, it’s Dave, leaving early.” “What’s wrong?” “Wish I knew! Well this guy!…I’m so
 harried.” 
“Today’s been a combo: tornadic and squirrelly. 
I believe I’m a nut that just sort of got buried.” 

“Well, dinner is waiting, for when you arrive. 
And you won’t need to take the dog out for a walk. 
You could sit and watch news as it happens at five. 
Or we’ll sit, by ourselves, and together we’ll talk.”

“But I really don’t know what has just now occurred. 
Not a clue! Though I know how a knocked pin ball feels. 
And it’s all been way worse and complex than absurd: 
like, been run over twice by the same buses’ wheels.” 


The live TV News streaming at five O’clock 
led with chilling details of a Mount Clement story. 
“Brenda Hollis reporting, and this comes as a shock:
a patient abused in a charged category.”

“Our police got recordings from a mother irate, 
over-hearing a man that assaulted her daughter; 
used her phone to lay down what he can’t abnegate, 
and the tape is prime evidence used in this blotter.”

“Though the victim, protected; she’s been ruled sheer inept, 
and could never consent to relationships closed, 
at Mount Clement where patients are routinely kept 
for their safety, secure, free of dangers supposed,” 

a man, Gremmer Hormsley took advantage of her, allegedly, now, charged with sexual battery. 
They hauled him away, police have cause to confer, 
there’ll be charges ensuing, but without needless flattery.” 

“And in other late news, City Council’s approved 
three new stop signs erected at our Market West Side, 
where construction updated made the parking improved, we’ll be back in a moment with our news citywide.”



In a dive, somewhere off fifty-fifth and St. Clair 
A news station blared loud through a late Happy Hour, 
it was there at the bar Neville looked up to stare, 
hearing that Gremmer Hormsley had been charged under power 

of authority grabbed up by judges and cops 
and been taken to jail now accused of malfeasance.
Did he now think Maurice would avail him his chops, 
make connections with friends through dark channels per chance? 

“Hey Maurice, got a second? You alone with your phone? That guy, got you fired, is now sitting in jail. 
If you work it, this nut case down there you could own. 
That blind lady of justice just gave you her scale.” 

“Thank you, Bro, got it now, you the best, owe you one, 
we got friends, don’t you know, who can do us a favor, 
there be those, work downtown, who will want this creep done, 
I’ve a plan, they can help, where details will not waver.” 

“Keep the faith, best, Maurice, ‘cause we all got your back. 
You can bet on that fact, what you know to be true, 
keep your eyes on the prize, it’s now time to attack. 
And we’ll see him in Hell when we stick him like glue.” 
Reverend Mike dialed fast when the TV News broke, 
“Sister Bev, did you hear, they’ve arrested the “Beast”, 
he was holed up at Clement: that was truth that you spoke, 
right here in our town, a demonic high priest! 

We have got to call all of the faithful today, 
and meet on the sidewalk outside of the prison, 
if we march chanting loud round the jail and relay, 
“Back to hell, you old demon, for Christ is still risen,” 

and make sure we circle the building times seven, 
to deliver that fiend from this earth plane forever, 
we must do this great deed with protection from Heaven, 
and seal up Hell’s crack so returns will be never.” 

In his cell, Gremmer Hormsley, sat still, no regret, 
in this new Justice Center with accoutrements clean,  
he regarded his fate as primarily set, 
where this balance he needed had no in-between. 

The clockwork of fortunes had nearly played out. 
There were one or two things that he needed to do. 
So he waited for Pearson who’d soon come about, 
with his mop and his bucket: as cleaning night crew. 



At Eleven-o-five, Pearson banged through the door, 
just outside of his cell with his mop and his pail. 
“Well you made it alright,” Pearson paused at his chore. 
“I was not sure my cards would know what to unveil,”

“Good to see you again, after lifetimes and years, 
how you keepin’, old friend? Have you time once again?”
“I’m just fine, brother Pearson, no more laughter and tears. I’m relieved of life’s torment, and that’s how I’ve been.” 

“Earth’s a minefield for sure, and I’ve stepped on each one, 
to experience karma as a stalwart who knows. 
While receiving each message, while knowing what’s won. 
That’s the way we encounter what teachings disclose.” 

“You can say that again, or twice more if you dare. 
I see most who come through here as blind as this wall. 
And wonder how long that they’ll take without care, spending lifetimes so lost, deaf to heart’s inner call!” 

“Yet we’ve billions of years to set right what we must, 
and the trials and pains just continue nonstop. 
And the Silence within is all that we can trust, 
but who now here believes what resides small on top?” 


“Yup and yup, I agree; such examples could teach. 
But the blind to the blind speak a “truth” that they’re free, 
while they’re locked away safe and warned never to reach, 
way beyond their withholdings to where they might be.”

“The unknown is so scary and lonely and still, 
and unlike life’s distractions that beckon us all.
Who spends time being grist getting ground in God’s will: being risen like bread so soon after the fall?” 

“Do you hear what they’re chanting outside this facility?” 
“It is music I’ve dreamt since I came to this plane.” 
“It’s an upside-down world of outrageous futility.” 
“But it’s measuring counts not what’s truly insane!” 

“Gremmer Hormsley, leave this earth, you are not wanted here; 
you are the worst, for you are cursed, your time is now to go. 
We want you gone, before the dawn, you will soon disappear. 
We have the faith, you wretched wraith, your destiny’s below.”




“You can say that again, and again and again. 
May we meet in a time when ‘surrender to peace’,  
is a natural occurrence and a goal of all men, 
in a time when disasters will eventually cease.”

“Well, I’d better get busy, got mopping to do. 
In this form there is work so I mayest get paid. 
I know you by spirit, so I’ll keep you in view. 
Good luck with your killing in this wanton charade.” 

“Luck has nothing to do with it, Pearson, my friend, 
as you know too darned well after lifetimes down here. 
I’ll accept all your blessings, you choose now to send, 
with maybe a wink and a smile as cheer.”  

So with nothing more said, Pearson started to mop, 
knowing every good move he would casually make, 
taking time rinsing out, with each new scheduled stop, 
to exchange clean for dirty without taking a break. 

It was fine, the next morning, nearing quarter to ten, 
a new inmate delivered to share Gremmer’s cage. Recognition was clear, he’d spent time in the Pen. 
Recidivism trashed: he was young for his age. 




“Carl Jenkins? I’m sure! Are you OK today?”
“Lookee here, now, old man, I ain’t here to be friendly! 
What’s with you right now? How you know my name, hey?
 If you don’t stay away, I will purposely end thee.”

And this youth had no clue about destiny’s door, 
or of fate or of truth or of who he was now. 
He’d been given some plans his ‘hood’ pack would adore, yet this act, deemed most high, Gremmer’s clan would avow. 

When the morning crew came with their buckets and mops, 
one more inmate arrived marked with tattoos of saints. 
So, a cleaner, a rival, with tats of cyclops, 
Jumped, and let go his tool, then with swearing complaints, 

charged like hell the new inmate, and scuffles ensued: 
an alarm was then sounded; reinforcements arrived. 
But his mop landed softly, on cell bars pursued, 
had its handle top grabbed, as was neatly contrived, 

by the innate named Jenkins who’d palmed it so fast, 
and while turning around faced a being so gentle. 
Gremmer Hormsley just stood like a statue die-cast, 
as if glowing in light and not one bit judgmental: 

Gremmer’s left palm outstretched, his right hand raised in peace. 
“Carl, blessings go with you, this day of all days.” 
Carl glanced out the bars at the mess of police, 
then lunged with great speed towards this immortal haze. 

The shiv entered deep in the chest of this recluse, 
a shattering sound of explosion and blood, 
“Give Maurice my deep thanks, he has raised me to Chi-Zeus; 
my positive blessings I grant as a flood.” 

Gremmer fell to the floor, was ignored for a while;
the noise and the yelling outside of the cell, 
continued unending, though it seemed most worthwhile. 
So Gremmer and Carl were alone for a spell. 

“I’m sorry old man, it was part of my deal, 
I don’t know what I’ve done, I just might burn in Hell. 
Forgive me right now, as this whole thing’s surreal, 
why these roses and candles and incense I smell.” 

And all this was now true, as he knelt on the floor 
and began weeping hard, overcome like a child. 
Gremmer passed into shadows ascending before,
to a great welcoming presence that was silent yet wild.


In the office of Station KGDS News, 
Nelson Finsmeister yelled, “Brian, get your ass here. 
And where’s that reporter with those damned interviews? It’s the major news story at noon, let’s be clear.” 

“I wanna see tapes of those folks on the street, 
what they think of this Gremmer, Mount Clement to boot. 
We’ll have caustic sensation and nothing discreet. 
Where’s Candice? She’s smiling! Got Gold? Whadya shoot?” 

“Relax, will ya Nelson? We got six in the can, 
you can edit at will what you want for the hour. 
To the film room right now, let’s review what’s the plan. Throw it up on the screen so these bits we can scour.”  

In the tape room sat Max, the film guru tech nerd, 
with his glasses, Coke bottle, and his Monster drink too. “Just give me the disc, and sit down, rest assured, 
it’ll be on the screen in a second or two.” 

“Candice Schleemer, first here, with KGDS News, 
breaking stories of death of one hideous monster; 
we’re here on the street asking persons their views, 
of the evil this Gremmer was able to sponsor.” 



“Tell me, Sir, whatcha think of this death in a cell?” 
“I am not one to judge, right or wrong, no I’m not. 
And of evils and such that are bad, I’ll not dwell, 
but I will state a fact, Candice Schleemer, you’re hot!!” 

“Tell me, Ma’am, whatcha think of this guy who was killed?” 
“Well, I’ll tell ya, I think, we’ve a problem with schools, 
all your talking of monsters and wars unfulfilled. 
Maybe worry some more about teaching kids rules.” 

“Mister, got a second? Could you speak on this murder?” “The nut had it coming, for all that I know: 
a monster half crazed, and a flamboyant ‘worder,’ 
a devious predator, with a two-penny show.” 

“Can you tell me, young man, what you think of this case?” “I’m a sing you a rap, from a soul studded cap, 
in your face, like my race, try to keep up the pace, 
finger snap, what the crap? I will map you a rap!” 

“Can you tell me, young man, what is bothering you? You’ve a sign held up high asking who is to blame? 
So you plead for the homeless, those our city can’t shoo, these “down-and-out” folks politicians won’t name.” 



“Yes, to all what you said, and there’s more to it, too, 
we’ve been blessed with the curse of unfortunate souls, who’ve been beaten down hard in life’s carnival zoo, 
while we wonder aloud just for whom the bell tolls!”

“Can you tell me please, mother, with your kids all in tow, what you think of this Gremmer, his death just today?” “Where’s the funding from all of that Medicare dough? Where’s the staffing that’s gone, due to minimal pay?” 

“Who was minding that girl? No one paying attention? 
Is this all plain insanity we’re doing again? 
Have we fallen through cracks that are too big to mention? Is our future returning to where we have been?” 

“Candice Schleemer reporting the news from the street. We seem captives alerted to trends we should know. 
And we witness life’s refuse that’s swept by our feet. 
And pray “hope” is what follows wherever we go.” 

“We seem stuck in and out of this unending show, 
that produces no answers to questions we ask. 
Though experience tells us we’d better damned know. 
While we fail to deliver the fruits from life’s task.” 




“And this lesson of Gremmer’s reflects all of this. 
We have made some mistakes that we shouldn’t have done. 
We can only go forward, try hard not to miss 
any chance to redeem what is not yet begun.” 

When the news came at noon, Reverend Mike heaved a sigh, 
put his hands ‘hind his head, smiled deep, spoke a prayer, 
“May your marvels not cease, Holy Father on high, 
You are righteous and mighty, ever loving with care.” 

Then he called Bev and daughter, “Did you see our prayer’s answer? 
In mysterious ways do such miracles happen. 
God’s righteously stopped that unsavory cancer. 
Do not ever place doubt where our prayers can now tap in” 

“to the sacred, divine, ever listening ears:
 where our faith’s been rewarded, our vigilance hailed, 
our destiny’s hallowed, we’ll set aside fears, 
our connection to Christ is forever unveiled.”




“But we must start a fund, help this hero who’s saved us, 
find his name from the blotter, who’s dispatched this demon. 
Getting cash from our flock, we won’t need to discuss, whoever this saint, we’ll ensure he’s a free man.”


*     *     *
Within twenty-four hours, somewhere plain, in the county, 
a phone call was made to the chief of the morgue, 
“Hey, Doc Smiley, what news, that autopsy and bounty? 
That alien stiff, that “assimilated” Borg?”

“It’s a routine procedure, I know, at this point, 
but the press and the mayor want this wrapped up real tight. 
And we don’t want ‘Joe Public’ so bent out of joint.  
Please take care of this now, ‘fore it smells like pure shite.” 

So Gerald P. Smiley, pathologist by trade, 
took a look at the bodies lined in rows on each slab, 
and wondered which one would be next for his blade, 
which sheet held the corpse from “that crime” in this lab? 



He’d come back from time off on a visit to Philly, 
grand kids had some birthdays and needed his ‘presents,’ and now that the Fall was soon making things chilly, 
he’d arrived just in time to offer his presence. 

He knew nothing of Gremmer except from the news, 
and he hadn’t a care about life far afield, 
and he’d learned all too often events leave a bruise, 
when the wreckage of life fails protections that shield. 

Proximity mattered: he’d learned as a fact. 
Politics, rules unwritten, were games not to play, 
his own skills that he used were a measure of tact, 
and adjustable always, with moves he could weigh. 

So slowly he walked eyeing notes on the toes, 
then he found Gremmer Hormsley, his assistant had tagged, 
“Here’s the one needing done that news agents suppose, had a colorful death, not just casually flagged.” 

So he wheeled this cold corpse to his coroner’s room,
well-lit where his instruments stayed for the season, 
where formaldehyde glistened the depths of this tomb, 
and methodical work soon dismantled sound reason. 



But as he removed all the clothes with his sheers, 
he could feel a small disc at the base of a pocket,
and extracting the piece through the fabric and smears, 
it revealed an old rust encased chain-released locket. 

With no cameras demanding procedural trust, 
he examined this piece, curiosity based, 
Why was this in his hands that ill-luck had now thrust? 
And what could it contain, so especially cased? 

So taking some tines and fine tweezers in hand, 
as he set the old locket on a table high bench, 
he so carefully opened the container as canned, 
and lifted the cover with a minuscule wrench. 

Inside was revealed a lone miniature book, 
a delicate rendering with handwritten pages, 
he tweezed up the piece to examine its look, 
to partake of its worth, as it seemed from lost ages. 

It was placed on a slide in a microscope frame, 
and he switched on the light and recorded each sheet, 
then printed them up to see what they’d proclaim: 
to see if worth saving; or trash to delete,  




as discernments, projectiles, pronouncements of merit, 
or worthless deliveries of a looney tune kidder; 
this corpse had no kin who had claims to inherit: 
this locket and tome that no court would consider. 

He pressed the ‘send’ button with printer engaged, 
and the whirring and noises of paper ensued, 
in his office where matters of ethics weren’t waged. 
He then placed the print copies where they’d later be viewed, 

in his brief case for home at the end of his day. 
But he pulled them back out for a glimpse and perusal. There was nothing of blockage to disrupt this pathway. There was nothing to pause or incite a refusal. 

So he sat down and read all the pages transcribed, 
from the book from the locket this stiff had kept closed: 
a conundrum of sayings no one sane had described. 
What the heck had this gentleman, dead, once proposed:
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Missed Opportunities:


“Many are called but few are chosen” is 
that rare post mort, like gravity, or time 
cards at work, a way to report life’s quiz, 
when all else fails, for no reason or rhyme 

at all: a hop, skip, and a jump, when what’s 
needed is sense, a fall back to lean on 
in case we fail to know what’s in life’s nuts
we are trying to crack open. What’s gone,  

within these ruts we’re stuck in, are clues: no 
directions, no relief, like this poem, al-
ready teasing us, confusing, and slow 
to kiss us goodbye for that one last call, 

when still thoughts stay frozen, as views close in: 
where, “Many are culled, but few are Dzogchen.” 


Following trails that our feet lean towards, as 
if they knew best, when we don’t: it is a 
courage thrust on us as a test: and has 
no opinion, right or wrong, but is the 

only means keeping us upright. The pass-
ing scenery, loneliness and windswept 
solitude, a wandering looking glass
of unused possibilities, just kept 

here to harass all doubts of freedom we 
have entertained, frames our moving destin-
y, that’s so like an undertow at sea, 
proving we cannot win or soon begin 

to change our course of sleep: life’s bed so deep, 
while nefariousness stalks creepy creep. 







“Waiting” sounds too much like “wading,” neither 
swimming nor not swimming, neither in the 
water nor out, the fate we’ve got: either 
not quite or not at all. Who’s agenda 

is this? Are we in a movie we’re not 
watching? Or did we miss the fact that we’re 
watching a movie we’re not in? The plot 
is: there’s no stopping to assess this fear, 

connect the dot. That’s right, there’s only one; 
a problem no one else sees, marvelous.
Our silence is necessary. What’s done 
is par for the course, thrown under a bus, 

or whatever comes next, part of life’s text, 
a planned arrangement that’s forever hexed. 






Treading ice: that’s the ticket (not dreading 
ice), we’re not going anywhere, forced or 
unforced. We find that Nature’s slow threading 
of common astrological seashore 

sands of time and space decor are enough 
to bypass all of love forever and 
a day, to remain hidden, and just tough 
enough to stay a mystery too grand,

like blind man’s buff, or any other chil-
dren’s unending game of indetermin-
ate play. There are no conclusions, no still-
ing freedoms, no bliss recounted, no fin-

ished assessments: too bad; it’s all that’s had: 
knowing is guessing, or jokingly mad!







When rulers are paranoid, it’s because
they should be. It’s because, in their business, 
wrong paths are obvious: their glitz that was, 
through hits which buzz, as death which does, add guess-

ing quests. Rulers ruling rules that keep safe-
ty safe, outside arrests, beyond reproach, 
above the law, where blessed privileges chafe, 
cause worthless complaints to fail at encroach-

ing, razing, strafing bastions of despot-
ism. As with vampires, they keep no 
mirrors for reflective stain, what shows blot 
portraying parasitic lunch to go. 

So, news is happy, quaint, without a feint, 
upholding every rich self-righteous saint. 






Who really knows what the ancient sages 
have said is true? It all seems like such non-
sense, though all would fit on a few pages. 
Where does one have to be to know “dead on”

such things? Illusions and delusions rule 
here. Discovery brings nothing. Uncov-
ery the same. It is such an odd school 
where all lessons are hidden much like love, 

always that tool of necessity, per-
manently elusive like a train whis-
tle retreating in the distance, prefer-
ring the capture over the loss: and this 

is its torment, to be, or not to be, 
never a true question that we may see. 







Life, itself, is way too insidious 
to praise, even some of the time. But now, 
there is awareness, that has been, for us,
a challenge, no longer; though “why” and “how”

are a rude awakening, a shiver-
ing cold, an agenda of purpose and 
malice, permanently here, so clever, 
that we wake to it daily. Its command: 

question never! Exist, accept, move on. 
Love your mark, agree, stay quiet, trust all 
that is placed before you. But this black con 
game: it is life’s best ever voodoo doll:

Pharmakia’s couture: so blessed, so pure: 
making diseases; charging for their cure.







“If God isn’t stupid, there is no Hell; 
it would be redundant.” Written, some years 
ago. It applies now, could be the bell-
weather of this age, this earth plane. The tears 

of misfortune and despair could not be 
more prevalent in this time in which we 
live. Those who care are rearranging the
deck chairs on our Titanic, in this sea 

of turmoil, creating noise within 
noise. And God is that Silence that few seek, 
within this world of distractions. What’s been,
that matters, is uncovering mystique 

in all: “this is perfect, that is perfect, 
from the perfect springs the perfect: perfect.” 







Who has earned life’s right of passage, that climb 
into the before? Devotion? Dedi-
cation? Perseverance? Or Be the “I’m” 
you’ve always been? Is it done through medi-

tation? Mantra recitation? What does 
it take for one to pass the world and all 
its diversions? And leave the depths abuzz 
in all its delightful chaos? What call 

helps one be ‘Cause’? Awareness? Realiza-
tion? To what do we owe this introduc-
tion? What more does one need to tell or say? 
Begin at the beginning? And your luck 

will have nothing to do, for you’ll be through, 
to Bodisattva, or skip to the Blue. 






Puppets can never know what the Master 
ventriloquist is doing or thinking. 
Such is life. And an awkward twist, faster 
than a desert rattler, always linking 

the elements of surprise with every-
day happenstance. What hell you know, what hell 
you think you know: they’re an illusion, free, 
like everything else: Not! It’s all a spell 

of Maya, pea in shell game, hand sleight. She 
is the stage manager, the lights and cam-
era expert, the director whose key 
to heights determines who goes, who stays, spam-

ming the path for all who remain lost, to 
keep all ignorant from leaving this zoo. 





“Unacceptable changes”: when words aid 
such obfuscation. Life is set; and al-
ways has been; so what’s planned, some say, gets played. 
This fool, born yesterday, does not think 
scrawl-

ing messages for luck or advice or 
truth will help one bit. Blessings were also 
in the original script. The one chore 
we all have is to observe, witness, flow, 

with what’s not more, with everything else, as 
if not here. There are no tradeoffs, no bar-
gaining. Deals are a misnomer this spazz 
soon scoffs at. So why does one write, and mar 

paper with dust? One script, within this crypt, 
for all of us, who were never equipped. 





Know it; or not. See it, or not. Be it, 
or not. Choose, or not. Note the not, not the 
note. Focus on the Whole, All for the bit, 
and the bit for the All. The agenda 

are All. The eternal is change and the 
change is eternal. Small is within all, 
and vice versa, and all the vice versa 
is the same within and without the small 

and the All. A difference is not just 
perspective, but is the opportuni-
ty for joy and love to manifest, trust-
ing for All’s displaying All, in uni-

ty with the Divine: making, and then tak-
ing, while then breaking: All for God’s Love’s sake. 






Clinging, or letting go? Clinging to the 
clinging, or letting go of the letting 
go? Liberation from what? Bet there’s a 
puzzle! And a huge web, or a netting, 

at least. “Secret” and “sacred” are linguis-
tic equivalents, pieced together for 
a reason they’re not explaining. But this 
is an answer: what’s hidden at the core 

of life is bliss (already within you), 
buried, undiscovered, lost, diversion-
free. Try to get there. Go ahead, try. “Do 
not try! Do! Or do not!” Yoda’s words stun 

like electric shocks: skilled, crushingly milled, 
with directions for all of those self-willed. 







The words mystery (mysteries) appear 
thirty-three times in the (KJV) Bi-
ble. Are they explained? Nope! (they’re crimes unclear);
hinted at, but never described; but why? 

The answer is all so simple that you 
wouldn’t believe it: an awful conun-
drum: God’s best: It’s a “good news, bad news” stew, 
for the ages. God’s reality’s One-

ness is so true, God had to create an 
impossible material exis- 
tense way worse than the end goal. So now, can 
you see the problem? The end goal is this 

impossible trek to find the stair to 
the top, leaving one tired, lone, and blue! 





Remember that scene in Dr. Strange where
The Ancient One casts Strange out in the cold, 
and he has seconds of iced fun to tear 
a hole in space to get back? We get told 

truths like this a lot: “sink or swim,” that old 
adage, which applies: psyche out how we are 
gifted by lessons without clues, are sold 
a “bill of goods” with no directions, far 

from Strange’s cold: unrehearsed chaos, dai-
ly. Failures are the rungs on an infin-
ite ladder, or möbius strip. “They” say 
it can do no harm. That’s where we begin: 

tests are material, and virtual; 
but sometimes solutions are visceral. 







So, five thousand years down in this Kali 
Yuga, only four hundred and twenty 
thousand more to go. It’s just me: tiny 
and insignificant! You too? You see 

the point? Three hundred trillion galaxies, 
too. The way to anoint humanity 
into the age of Aquarius, please, 
is to place that cosmic mirror so we 

see All with ease, with minute reflection. 
Come to think of it, there is no dual-
ity. There’s just one big whole, one 
big show, and we’re in it, a huge corral;

but we’re not of it. No, that’s the neat know: 
life’s a vehicle for spiritual glow. 







In the movie “The Matrix”, who was the 
most emblematic figure? Cypher! As 
most human beings are him. Yeah! It’s a 
choice. Always has been. The Matrix life has 

its appeal: the easy life; not the im-
possible world for the attainment of 
spiritual awareness: always that slim 
chance for arrival, requiring love 

at every whim and choice, no matter the
consequences. But, being offered re-
laxation, calm, happiness, and peace, a
way, free from hardship; then sign us up. We 

all need that break, that blesséd zone where stress 
is absent, even though this world’s a mess. 






It has been so ordered in this new world: 
the planetary misgivings of des-
tiny stun every second, with their hurled
stinging crap, deep in our senseless lives, mess-

ing our choices up, which don’t exist. It’s 
become the midnight hour, a primordi-
al rut: place of diversionary fits, 
pretending to be meaningful, as free 

as Hell, with Glitz and glamour for the lost 
within Earth’s depths. There is no escaping 
these external scores, the eternal cost, 
the mess of existence, with our shaping 

the patterns from beyond, of which we’re fond, 
by remaining, from Hells, from which we’ve spawned. 






Creating misfits for the advancement 
of science, for the advancement of wea-
pons, to make more money, deploring sent-
ience and decency. Who does that? Ne-

ver throughout history has this been an
idea, as if new: the Earth as a
lab, and we are the rats. And all of man-
kind are beholden to poisoners, the 

worst of our clan, who imagine playing 
with genetics is a right and a priv-
ilege, fostering failed trials, while weighing 
the land for efficacy, as if liv-

ing were a piece of cake, for science sake, 
when all what’s done is just a big mistake. 







Self-discovery seems so simple: yet 
mystic masters are beyond rare. Is it 
self-determined, or graced? It blurs what’s set 
in scripture, as if we just can’t admit 

we don’t understand truths laid down before 
us. It’s not like it won’t make a differ-
ence either way. We’re just arcade ducks scor-
ing redeemable tickets for kids pur-

posely exploring means for vain rewards. 
Being target practice is not comfort-
ing. But what’s the key to knowing? What hoards 
(forgotten) have cached keys from which to sort, 

like haystack needles? There’s musical chairs, 
set up like steps in what’s infinite stairs. 






Chance is a meaningless word, like used sta-
ples on a bulletin board. It implies 
choices, opportunities, full of play 
and possibilities. But these are lies, 

and never real. Life’s script has been set and 
not changeable, not ever. We delude 
ourselves. Self-determination ain’t planned 
as part of the divine mix. It’s not shrewd, 

like counting sand on a beach, to deter-
mine future changes, or tossing yarrow 
sticks or coins or cards. What is, is, as sure 
as clinging to the Now, the kowtow flow. 

There’s never been a change, a constant strange, 
a newness that we could choose or exchange. 






Sometimes sensible is not the goal. World-
ly things tend to be sensible. Spirit 
is beyond sense, the Nothing, through a whirled 
spin of disintegration, the submit-

ting of self to the All of Source, the free 
rise of letting go: love at its essence. 
The grand return that we know not what we 
seek, revealing the light of God’s presence, 

where we can be, here, and now, aware in 
our unawareness, still, at peace, alone, 
all One, blessed beyond blessing, and within 
unceasing joy, where finished souls have flown 

to rest, with what is best, life’s twilight quest, 
having departed from all that’s professed. 







Places are temporary rest stops in-
side the chaos, the stop and go we ex-
perience daily, the best loss and twin 
gain we have come to expect in perplex-

ing moments of confusion. “Be Here Now”
by Ram Dass is the go-to mantra for 
awareness. It captures and presents how 
to achieve self-mastery with one’s door 

opening Tao consciousness. But, movies
have as many intermissions as you 
choose. The drinks and popcorn will always please, 
with tons of preview trailers and trips to 

the rest rooms, or arcade, with games displayed:
diversions to keep you stopped and waylaid.






Far, far away could not be more near: like 
that rendering of the universe: a 
circle; the outside edge being that dike 
to nowhere, with center everywhere. The 

closed system prevents knowledge and being 
from escaping, so this existence of 
spirit coupled with matter is waiting 
always for answers that cannot come. Love 

is just the thing of being: all there is 
when there’s nothing more: that last ditch, last gasp. 
So there are no answers to solve life’s quiz,
no stitching this hole of ignorance, grasp-

ing at straws for release from what won’t cease, 
this silence and aloneness at end’s peace. 






There is only one question, for which there 
are many answers (actually in-
numerable). They are a dull affair, 
though a perfect Unity, all begin-

ning to happen again, without end. The 
perfection of the two yin/yang dual-
istic modes of reality, as a 
wholeness without distinctions, simply null-

ifies all agenda of separa-
tion, apart from its unity of One-
ness. The Purnamadah Mantra is way 
too key a means for seeing the home run 

aspect of existence, with no pretense, 
attempting to cover what’s so immense. 







In the balance, yes: what’s here, like a for-
est: no path, no map, no compass; voices, 
barely audible; they won’t show a door 
for escape, or retreat; yet, no choices, 

though lots of walls of dread, like dead ends. Who 
should now connect these dots, explain where we 
came from, why we’re here, where we’re going? “You 
should have known better,” we hear from the sea- 

shell we hold to our ear. It whispers, in 
response to our pleading, “Shhhhh,” now that we 
guess we’re lost, and have been. So we begin 
with how we were, and perhaps where we’ll be. 

It’s just enough to rest, to get undressed, 
and pull the covers up over our chest. 


“Sometimes grace is masqueraded as dif-
ficulty.” “The primal light shines through the 
densest matter.” “Love cannot be that cliff 
of weighed, measured, cut, or divided.” A 

substance is as much the part, as it is 
the whole. Memories dance like the frame a-
round the picture of experience, whizz-
ing by in concert with the grace and the 

love and the business of being. Awak-
ening to the All of this is why we 
are here: witnessing and accepting. Take 
this quiz as a teaching moment, a free-

ing tribulation, sent: precisely meant, 
a sign-post bridge for your enlightenment. 







When the best intentions are not always 
right, it then remains to be seen what re-
grets we can tolerate, or see as craz-
y demonstrations of love that can be 

accepted as is. “Different strokes” means we 
live in shared chaos, wept over at all 
divides. Varied perspectives cause debris: 
Understanding rare; division appall-

ing. We agree to disagree more of-
ten than not. And pains are doors for change, though 
we may choose wrongly at best. It’s a trough 
of more than enough despair, when below 

where we wish to be; but, all’s in the nut 
we’re trying to crack, to reveal what’s what!  






Ninety-nine point nine nine nine percent of 
the world has no clue about awareness; 
but that’s fine. They don’t need to know that love 
is its centerpiece; for all have God’s bless-

ing anyway, regardless. Everyone 
and everything are Zen perfect and need 
have no worries about choices, what’s done, 
what we need, or have to be. Every deed 

amounts to none, in the grand scheme of things, 
of which we are not separate. We are 
here to simply observe and live what kings 
permit to be allowable, not far 

from where we ought to be, forever free, 
as golden leaves on God’s forever tree. 





They just don’t know, and they’re defending what 
they don’t know: a divine sadness, because 
they believe it’s all they have. The best rut 
in the divine plan. It’s not that it was 

deliberate or nothing. The same fence 
that keeps folks in, and liberated, al-
so keeps folks out. In a way it makes sense. 
Freedom and Freed Om are different al-

ways. The immense canyon between real-
ity and intention no bridge will span. 
It takes a village to harm its locale. 
A smidgen of compassion and love can 

so easily be squashed, completely quashed, 
or thrown in a hamper, set to be washed. 






Grains of sand on a beach, leaves from all the 
trees, rain drops and snowflakes, commercials, things 
of beauty and greatness before us: a 
landscape of natural and man-made springs 

of eternal magnificence: every- 
thing as a worthwhile deterministic 
unity, without exception, a tree 
with infinite branchings, like a mystic 

orb of light, being perfect in its na-
tural state of illumination. Cra-
zy: everything, sans dualism, sa-
turated with diversity: buffet 

of sameness everywhere, without a care, 
perfect from here to there and anywhere. 






Did you know that our souls (our true selves) are 
utterly one hundred percent detached 
from all worldliness? It’s just stunning; far 
more simple than we’d suspect, and unmatched 

in positivity. Think of that line, 
“All is forgiven:” cause for celebra-
tion: it means, “all was given before.” Fine
and dandy; there are no worries. We may 

all relax, shine where we are, what we are 
doing. Everything is bright starred, exact-
ly as it is. We cannot mar, nor are 
we marred, playing this scripted stage play, act-

ing as if it mattered, though so absurd, 
when truths like these are what are now preferred. 






When the unexpected becomes routine, 
adaptation becomes vital. Peace of 
mind and heart’s the fall back. A cunning screen 
pervades the void between ego and love, 

and prevents the viewer from arriving 
at one’s beginning: free, blessed in love, where
nothing’s been gained or lost, and no striving 
has been accomplished, based on lack of care, 

while still thriving. The clinging to judgement 
ends before enlightenment happens, for 
enlightenment is one’s natural state, meant 
to scrap the illusion that fuels the war 

of unawareness: prospering such loss, 
while discovering there’s no bridge to cross. 






What’s free are an infinity of di-
versions. What’s not free are means to becom-
ing free. Few have ever besought the “why,” 
or ever tried to state it, then play dumb 

about it. Retribution can silence 
the most devoted, shout down the most learn-
ed. Clingers are like alcoholics, sens-
ing a drastic need for companions, turn-

ing any pensive whistleblower in-
to a permanent target. Salem witch-
es weren’t the only disposables. Sin 
and jail and sticks and stones can only switch 

off some who dare share observations, prob-
lems they may sense, in the face of a mob. 







Reading tea leaves to determine life and 
death scenarios takes a particu-
lar form of crazy: already demand-
ing the outcome before the arranged u-

tility of divination. But pub-
lic relations considerations as 
new found “truths” of intent have got to rub 
possible detractors the right way, cas-

ually, scrubbing questions away like 
old chalk on a black board, erasing past 
wrongs and deceptions, similar to strik-
ing grace with a brick, not to be harassed, 

not to let fortunes slip, shot from the hip, 
hoisting a false flag on one’s masted ship. 







Following blindly, step by step, when “Stop” 
is the answer (or is it another 
key?). What’s the choice? Can we defer or swap 
or pick a better option? So, “Mother, 

may I?” The silence explains it all. Sub-
mission (mission relying under) to 
All and Nothing is required. The club 
is invite only; but all are, me and you, 

too. You can snub the divine and remain 
blind; most do. This permanent carnival 
is always open. It is free, insane, 
and far away, as you are right now, pul-

ling you back as you seek a tiny peek 
of your spirituality mystique. 







Sometimes, screaming at the top of one’s lungs
helps one discover the calm after the 
storm. Valleys of the shadow of death, rungs 
at the base of Earth’s ladder, can be a 

blessing in total disguise. Difficul-
ties and trials can bring one to the prec-
ipice of awareness: where null 
of knowing and being reside, where stress 

changes awful to wonderful: a Pe-
trie dish of cataclysmic arrival, 
seasoned through time and upheaval, a sea 
of the most marvelous forgings, so full 

of desperation, of eternal love, 
of the gifts of guidance from God above. 







We’re immortal; therefore, there’s no hurry, 
whatsoever: always been, are here now, 
always will be. While life’s a blur, scurry-
ing around as if all’s important, how 

we react to it is key; we can all 
choose, or not, how to be: like Willy Wonk-
a in the boat tunnel, accepting, al-
ways mindful that the chaos is a conch 

shell, and is calling out in our ear, “What 
you hear is the sea, Shhhhhh, be quiet, lis-
ten, observe, everything is nothing. Cut 
that tie you have with clinging; you’ll not miss 

it, as it floats by. It’s a dream, and fits 
unreality: a stage play of Hits.”







Those who have gone before, will they be com-
ing back, returning? Where are they now? This 
noisy solitude’s normal, learning from 
itself how to be distracting. I miss 

them. We never shared enough of our not 
knowing to be done, because time never 
slowed to accommodate pauses, our lot 
in life: work and sleep take too much time,
cer- 

tainly: the plot of the mysteries, that
ever present puzzle of indeter-
minate design: Alice’s Cheshire Cat 
of sin, a fated vanishing whisper-

er, of sorts, questioning and questioning, 
with not one answer at the beckoning. 






Insisting that we see the world their way, 
through their eyes, because they are right: This old 
dog can’t learn that trick. I can see the day 
when all my choices will be wrong and tolled, 

and theirs will be perfect and mandator-
y. Maybe my round squares will fit into 
peg holes. They’ll have to use a little more 
than a sledge hammer to maybe drive through 

their point, while scoring dictatorial 
successes. I will remain unaffect-
ed by the insectual buzzing, mull-
ing fun things over in this state that’s wrecked. 

Happy, happy, happy, though quite crappy, 
while pretending to be bright and snappy. 






If what “they” were doing was not nefar-
ious, it would not have been deliber-
ately hidden from view. It’s good and fair 
to determine if what one does fits pur-

posely with anyone else’s known a-
genda. If one can see that the ends just-
ify the means, only when the means (the 
plans) are consistent with the ends, one must 

demonstrate a purpose that is both right 
and good in all actions. To do other-
wise is to be just like them. Using “light”,
like few do, is to be Divine Mother, 

loving, tolerant, patient, as the day, 
discriminating, with choices to weigh. 







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.

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. 


Wednesday is garbage day. Odin would be
so surprised. It’s not like he needs a day
of thanks or love or praise that fits the tree
lined curb in this neighborhood, but trash may

not lend to the altars of our grief real
pictures that recommend who we are, why 
we need, what fills us up, what makes us feel
so lost all the time. Would people trade sky

for a good meal? Would bullies keep their hats
on in the rain? There is too much choice for
comfort, too much day for night. Our doormats
won’t touch the dust of sacred feet and pour

out welcomes for their dead. What lies ahead
are twist tied bags of ash and dust in bed.




“But where will God lead us?” ask the bureau-
crats of visionaries. “Far away from 
knowing,” they respond. “God’s mission thorough-
ly expects that we children will all come

to enjoy all the rides at His county 
fair, His fun times playpen, and resist all
that peace affords, to dance in Earth’s bounty
and stay lost pursuing Nothings: that call

of the Mountie, chasing criminal ghosts
to return what Grails they have stolen to
their rightful owners, all those hopeless hosts
who know less than what laws allow.” “Are you

sure?” The bureaucrats ask. “Our only task,”
say visionaries, “is lifting the mask.”



Intermission
Hansel and Gretel (The Mystical Tale)

Long ages past and far away four chil-
dren made a home, with loving parents, kind,
yet stern, who pled that they not roam. Their 
skill
in navigating trails could help a blind

man see; for bread crumbs to a witches’ shack
could guide or help them flee, if they were 
caught
when curious while begging for a snack
of candy off the house’s shell they’d sought

like Crackerjack. So Hansel, Gretel, Fritz,
and Jan went bounding through the woods, and   
made 
their way to Hecate’s while spreading bits
and goods of bread and fruit and lunch they laid

upon the trail they walked, and as they talked
and laughed and joked they left their pathway 
chalked.

The day was calm, the air was still, the woods
got deep and dark. The birds began to whis-
per softly, winds soon ceased remark. Their 
hoods
and cloaks got spritzed by rain that did not miss

their trail, but carried crumbs in rivulets
like boats without a sail. The stillness ech-
oed breath and broken twigs that sensed 
regrets
through willingness to risk their dreams and trek

where time forgets. At times they held hands on 
the trail, at times they stooped to stare, at all 
the wonders at their feet, or birds in yon-
der air. There seemed to be a message call-

ing just beyond their reach, a silent teach-
ing lesson like a boat upon a beach.


The four of them were close indeed, but two 
could not be taught, while life presented facts
and games these two resented thought. They 
knew
too much and spoke with ease, and chose their 
acts 

through sense, and guessed not what rare 
clues denied 
or where paths should commence. The other 
two 
had wisdom pegged and looked beneath 
Truth’s hide
to fathom through the hidden mists on to

blind facts supplied. All strolled into a clear-
ing and espied a house of treats, and knocked
upon the door which echoed sounds so near
repeats. The door they entered softly locked

behind them as they stared; a kindly chaired
old woman asked them all how they had fared.


Her eyes were deep and gentle and her cheeks
were rosy pink. She offered them cold wa-
ter that was spring fed at the sink. “What peaks
my sister Gretel’s interest and sends awe

through me,” said Hansel calmly, “is the can-
dy on the house we see. We are so poor,
have traveled far, we beg to seal our plan,
with all the treats that you could offer for

our sister Jan. Today it is her birth-
day and these treats would be a gift, that we 
could have to celebrate this day that’s worth
a lift.” The kindly woman stared and free-

ly gestured they partake, all they could break
off with their hands, “It’s yours for goodness sake.”


She smiled as she said this, but she add-
ed graciously, “Is this what you have come
for, all these treats and what you see?” “I had-
n’t given it much thought,” said Hansel from

the door, “but, yes, the candy would be great,
can we come back for more?” “Of course, my 
dears,” 
the woman said, as Gretel grabbed her plate.
The door unlocked, the two jumped out, their 
fears

weren’t in debate. Hansel and Gretel filled 
their mouths and plates with treats galore, but 
Jan 
and Fritz stayed in the house with faces grilled
for more. “We’ve traveled far,” young Fritz 
began 

“But we think there’s more here; please tell us, 
Dear 
Sweet Lady, that what’s far is ever near.”


With this the woman beamed a smile that lit
up all the room. “So you two seek some sol-
ace that is rare within life’s gloom? You’ve hit
the jack pot, Dearies, for your choice is all

too clear, my oven is a doorway to
world’s greater that what’s here; for fire is
the heart of Being, teacher through and 
through 
consumer yet reliever in the busi-
`
ness of what’s new. I knew you two were com-
ing, so the candy was a ploy. You won’t 
be missed, my Sweeties, for what can become
of joy? Please step in and remember, don’t

look back, I’m right behind; I’m glad to find
young ones so true, while those outside are 
blind.” 


The oven doors rang loudly, while they o-
pened with a clang; as Jan and Fritz stepped 
through 
the blaze, unscathed, the fire sang, and though 
Hansel and Gretel ran back in to view

the noise, poor Jan and Fritz had disappeared,
sharp pains had swallowed joys; that crazy 
witch 
had made them vanish, it’s what they had 
feared 
So Hansel rushed across the floor to pitch

in, as he teared, that crazy woman in
the fire, for evils she had done; he slammed
the doors and locked them tight; he’d end her 
sin 
begun. Hansel and Gretel cried and scrammed

and fled that tragic scene, now stuck between
both loss and life; they’d tried to intervene.


Hansel and Gretel left that house and wan-
dered home alone. They hoped to tell their folks
some things of Truths they should have known. 
But on 
that day a ripple danced in time’s strange jokes

and games, and opened briefly for two kids
who had high sights and aims, then closed 
without 
a murmur, so what closed retained no lids, 
no locks, no keys, no dark remains about
  
what Fate forbids. The story that we read 
today reminds kids not to roam. But far 
off in a fire raging still that’s need 
and home, a teacher and two students are

at peace in realms so free, while learning pre-
ternatural existence vis-à-vis.

The End









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?




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.









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.” *

















*(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.)

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.







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.







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 Hell’s lies
of Truth and Love make fools of those thought wise.


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. 





Pied pipers are a sorry lot. Their art
Is forged with din. Their methods to release
some healing come from hugging sin. The part
they play is never sought in times of peace

and joy. Time’s dead-end death, with all that’s feared,
like Helen’s Fated Troy, is when the gods
make use of weapons most would view as weird, 
a sling for David, beans for Jack, the odds

are not revered. The poisons of this world
are many, remedies are few. But sand
that oyster’s Fates deliver are soon pearled
anew. Each message in life’s tortured hand

holds trees within each seed. But life and need
are seldom seen when mankind shelters greed.








Embracing Death is hugging Life, with yins
and yangs complete. By fostering deep love 
for both all evil works retreat, Most sins
are differentiating what’s above

from here. There is no difference at all;
creation is quite clear. The Spirit that
pervades all life is like a crystal ball,
that’s infinite in size through time, a stat

behind life’s wall, or veil, or well, or whale
that’s lost three days adrift at sea, a ship
with Jonah’s soul inside: God’s will to jail
what’s free. The sooner we accept Hell’s tip

that life and death are One, then what’s begun
as frozen death or life will be undone.









Truth tellers are a funny lot; they hide
from what they’ve found. They aren’t truth seekers full
of hope, with shining laurels crowned. No pride
is left, no glory’s shared, when all the bull

shit’s cleared. The “prize” that’s gifted at one’s end 
is worse than what’s been feared. Few make it through
to find what’s lost, that Sacred Secret Friend,
that emptiness Pandora sensed she knew

no death could mend. What voiceless laughter fills
our void: horizon’s depths to sky? Who knew
that all that’s left behind would be what kills
life’s why. So “Once Upon a Time” for you

and me is now what’s read, for sleepy head
at nap time on stone pillow and sod bed.





We come to pound this land of woe to find
what clues there are, that open up Hell’s door
that’s locked, while searching near and far. Hell’s mind 
suspects that we are lost, and ever more

shall be: to wander up and down through time
and never find what’s free. If we could just
remember all those truths from light sublime
that were in our possession when we must

have forced this crime, of coming back to this
strange realm to find what brought us here. There seem 
to be no answers, as our thoughts dismiss
what’s dear. These dreams are life; these lives, a 
dream,

what’s missed is Here and Now! I wonder how
we came to be a punch line for the Tao.






Be careful on this rosy path, this down-
ward track you tread. You may believe you know
its course: blind footsteps of the dead. The clown
face at the entrance was not meant to show

the joke. The “Welcome” mat and “Enter Here”
were lines the path misspoke. When “Once Upon
A Time” presents an overwhelming fear,
you won’t escape your driving quest: what’s gone

is ever near. The pathway just goes round
and round, its ending starts anew. What it
will share are dreams sublime, as if what’s found
is true, a bounty of delights, what’s fit

for kings and queens and fools. No other schools
can offer skinned diplomas for their ghouls.







So why did Bacon write that poem, that’s marked
one twenty nine? Referred to as that ang-
ry poem; like washing wounds with brine. It’s 
sparked 
debate for centuries, as if he sang

off key. Most critics state the points at stake
are sexuality. But maybe it’s
concerned with choices that a Soul could make,
that archetypal story line that fits

the fall we take. Who drags us to this Earth
plane, where from Heaven’s height we fell, descend-
ing here in wretchedness to live in worth-
less Hell. What lust brings us to this dead end

to wander lost and blind? What monstrous Mind
created death, what’s here, and marked it kind? 






The mountain that one climbs within is such
a brutal task. It’s never easy or
a joke removing Heaven’s mask. The touch
of angels on the path requires more

than luck. All blessings are from prayers and deeds
to keep from getting stuck. Each step and reach
for higher ground is done like counting beads,
like homa fires burning pasts to teach

how death recedes. Immortal births from Phoen-
ix fires, done to raise the Soul, may bless
the peace of everlasting love now seen
as whole. This universe might soon address

rare possibilities, of teaching these
internal methods reaching heights with ease.








Regardless of our paths in life we’re piec-
es on life’s board, all motivated by
strange forces unseen where they’re stored. Like 
geese 
we are imprinted so our habits fly

in flocks. Conventions make for standards, and 
conforming fills Time’s box. Digressing Fate,
that Hell hound mutt, just fences all we’ve planned.
Our choices are corralled on purpose; hate

fills every hand. Shared joys are with compa-
triots who suffer as we do, while won-
dering if all of life is worth this pay
per view. The answers wreathed in silence stun

like snow in mid July. With no reply
from Heaven’s desk, we’d much prefer a lie.







Persuasion is a message carved upon 
the earthly ground, so trackers kneeling down
in dirt explore what they have found. What con
deciphered in the mud can be a crown-

ing truth? What wish from evermore beyond
can tantalize the sleuth? What prophets see,
what seers feel, what magic eight ball blond
can lay upon our table as a key

or magic wand, one startling revela-
tion graced with pictures, words, and deeds, a trail 
marked out as generous that casts away
all needs?…Until such time that rainbows fail

and spider’s do return, we flies will yearn
for scavenged food, while webs plead, “Crash and 
burn!”







The hurdles that are on our paths were placed
here long ago. They are the cattle prods
that keep us minding leash and show. Dreams 
chased 
are likely to dissolve in light of God’s

resolve. They only work if scripted and
when making lives evolve. Who knows if they
were meant to be, or not to be, at hand.
God’s efforts aren’t for viewing, and we may

not know what’s planned. Earth’s architect stays 
shif- 
ty, for Divinity’s a sneak. She has
a sense of humor that can plague you if
you peek. There’s no denying troubles, as

we wander through life’s maze, where constant haze
in front of us confounds our means and ways.






Life’s tests are scored when life is done, when no 
one’s had a clue of what our lives here should
have been, or what we’ve all been through. Although
we come here without maps, but charged with good

time schemes, we’re soon confounded with a ton
of senseless, worthless dreams, where church and school
and state and banks all keep us on the run,
while making plans and learning skills to fool

ourselves for fun. Preoccupation and
diversion fill our minds with junk, so fear
is what we here discover, what’s been planned
as bunk. We cannot know what draws us here

and keeps us stupid blind; but if we find
what life’s about, we’d cease all paths unkind.






The ruling rich live carelessly; they’ve earned 
their place in Hell. They count their pennies ruth-
lessly; they do it very well. What’s learned
from their malevolence is how God’s “’truth”

is played. Prometheus still leads the way
in trying to give aid. His loving care
for humans placed the wrath of Zeus in play;
the courtesy of fire was the dare

that made him pay: tied fast onto a rock
for an eternity or two, while rich
who feed off everyone, we cannot block
or screw. If you just add up scores and ditch

all thoughts that gods are nice, you’ll see the vice
of Earth as Hell: a “masterful” device.







What choices are we given here? What truths
can we all know? What good deeds go unpun-
ished, while blest evils fill our show? Do youths
attempt to figure out if life here’s fun

or slop? When banging heads against walls, does
it feel good when we stop? What choice events
are placed here as “the cream” for social buzz,
to be distractions so we never sense

what’s here, because, we’re not allowed to know
what’s real or ever figure out: that death 
is life, and life is death, that “to” is “fro;”
no doubt. Though gods have placed, in every breath

we take, this vicious spell: “You’re blessed. All’s well,
in Heaven.” We’d prefer to serve in Hell.







Earth’s entertainment feeds us all an end-
less stream of shit, a mountain of redun-
dancy that will not ever quit. We tend
to underestimate the cruelty done

to all. This snakes and ladders game called life, 
for those of us that crawl, is treacherous,
like blind lobotomizing with a knife.
That we submit to journey here’s a plus

for Heaven’s strife. Angelic guides, who fix
this stage with hurdles, pits, and walls, won’t of-
fer consolation for their jokes and tricks
and falls. We’re used like pig slop in a trough,

regurgitated slime; and though Life’s crime
is never judged, we’ve mountains left to climb. 









After Cassandra was relegated
to wrapped silence by Zeus, did she just sit
on her porch, watch birds on a fence, mated
to a realm of weaving, baking, and fit-

ting in, or did she wander far and wide
down city streets with interesting signs:
“The End is Near,” “Zeus is a Despot,” “Pride
Goeth Before the Fall,” or scribble lines

in the sand, guiding obvious injus-
tice to critiqued acclaimed mud? Sight is not
a gift, nor a blessing. It’s like discuss-
ing night with Oedipus, sponsoring pot

and kettle debates, fixing what’s in tricks
or treats for kids, or sharing stones and sticks.  









Who weeps for God? Now don’t get me wrong. I’m
not referring to those rare few devot-
ed souls who pine, fast, burn, and sing sublime
songs through pained separation. They connote

sparks of God on the verge of communion,
waiting for divine love to complete them.
I’m referring to those under the gun
of knowing God’s invincible problem:

being that One infinite Singular-
ity, surrounded by Nothing, forev-
er, alone, using creation as spare
gaming routines of diversion, and nev-

er at peace. Who weeps for that Child, that poor
Ruler, Who is All that is, but needs more?






I take it you already know of plots
and schemes and games. This world has much that’s hid-
den deep; Earth’s culprits have no names.  God’s lots
are mixed so good and bad hold tight the mid-

dle road. Each step we take’s enough to break
our backs beneath Hell’s load. Work’s notice that
we scan today won’t alter life’s mistake,
nor grant reprieve, nor calm one’s nerves; Mad Hat-

ter’s on the take, where ups are downs, and downs
are ups, and chess board squares get changed. No ans-
wers are forthcoming from life’s smiling clowns
deranged. The only blessing here is chance

that mocks our every turn, so what we earn
as daily bread prevents what we could learn.     

When all is false and lies seem true and hap-
piness is staged, we’ll all be asked to take
our seats, so mindlessly engaged. We’ll clap
and cheer each lesson as we try to make 

it through, this competition juggernaut
that blinds without a clue. Each day shows prom-
ise of relief, like blessings when we’re shot,
though struggling with adversities that calm-

ly keep us fraught. But all just stays the same 
as always: hamster wheels for dough, life’s way
that keeps us all in motion, in this aim-
less show. We’re born, we live, we die each day

without a clue of why, we can’t comply 
with Heaven’s trolls who warn us, “life’s a lie.”








And so it goes as it has gone for ev-
er and a day. The scripts have all been writ-
ten in this never-ending play. Whatev-
er joys and sorrows we’ve encountered sit-
 
ting here were placed by gods as puzzle parts
for lives we’d commandeer. The journey now
for other worlds has doorways for our hearts
that scurry blindly onward and allow
 
unwholesome darts. The trials of this plane
are such that few know of the end, that stays
forever hidden though what’s here’s insane
pretend: a dream world that for sure portrays
 
success at every turn, while how we earn 
our freedom will ensure we crash and burn.

 







Just never play Prometheus, those odds
are set to nil. The world will never bow
to efforts emphasizing skill. The gods
who rule with iron fists determine how
 
we learn. The world is perfect in their eyes,
so saints here crash and burn. If ever there
were blessings that the Fates helped to disguise,
they’d mark what’s pure perfection how they scare
 
and fool the wise. What token benefits
descend are rare and strangely placed. They make
us wonder why it is we’re in these pits 
so graced. All mystery seems on the take;
 
it confounds every thought. So while we’re taught
that love is all, we’re left with all it’s naught. 

 




I choose to live with vagabonds and those
so out of sorts: the lame, the lost, the des-
titute who fail to find supports. Who knows
what we encounter as we trek this bless-
 
éd earth, through trials and conundrums that
can test our every worth. Life often takes,
when we have zilch, and pins us to its mat, 
while playing ref and audience, it breaks
 
us down and flat. Our faith and karma ques-
tioned, what the hell must we have done? We don’t
have much to go on when our proof is less
than none. Experience keeps rolling, won’t
 
time ever lift its fist, as we’re the grist
in heaven’s mill, ensuring we’ll desist.








Rely on this, rely on that, the moves
we make are real. Trust state, trust school, trust church,
trust God, regardless how we feel. Trust grooves
we place our feet in, as we bump and lurch

along, with blind folds in position; what
could possibly go wrong? We have to trust
what we don’t know, we have to make the cut,
prepared for evolution, we adjust

within time’s rut. We package what we think
can help us bypass all life’s blocks. We guess
at how we’ll manage as we hear the clink
of locks. Our untold fate could cause depress-

ion, ‘nough to sink a ship; and from the grip
of Hell above, we’ll bow to chain and whip.








We march to different drummers here, the stars
determine this. We astrologically
control just nothing of life’s bliss. What mars
the comfort of our dreams and blankets rea-

soned hopes are flamed desires and attach-
ments blessed like binding ropes, that confound all 
that we plan here and wreck each scheme we hatch,
as if we had a choice on Earth to call

“Game, set and match.” We have no say in an-
y script; our thoughts are rendered still. This game
was scored before we got here by God’s pen
and quill. The rolls we actors must proclaim,

and proudly preach and rant, are but a scant
of non-sensed wind and what the gods implant.






The cosmic wheels that slowly turn and lev-
el all that is, keep mindless jerks like you 
and me astounded at life’s quiz. It nev-
er fails to undo dreams and squander foo-

lish works, and all that mankind undergoes.
It seldom offers perks? And God is not 
responsible; the Devil runs Earth’s shows. 
But who or what now pulls his strings? That plot 

God won’t disclose. Life’s answers to all ques-
tions are like rainbow pots of gold, that make 
all searching pointless; it’s like myths that les-
sons hold? We’re thieves who trespass Earth’s mistake 

and wander aimlessly, devoid of free-
dom, sense, and skill, like nuts beneath God’s tree.




Belief and hope and faith, oh my, what will 
sustain us now? These yellow bricks are stained 
with loss, and we all wonder how. And still 
we trudge on aimlessly, down here, contained, 

confused; we strive to understand our plight; 
but no-one here’s amused. What have we here, 
what have we done, with no clear end in sight? 
It seems we’ve not been given “truths” that clear 

this endless night. So hopeless, faithless, try-
ing hard, we seek what doesn’t sting. Yet all 
that we encounter tells us, “You’re what die-
ings bring.  You never will escape your fall; 

you can’t escape God’s pen.” We mice and men, 
are surely blessed; we’re screwed here once again.





Lost time, lost will, lost purpose here, life’s stage 
gets cleared of acts. The scripts get dumped and burned 
as trash; our history’s not facts. This age 
was orchestrated by some gods who turned 

this tale. Agenda that they keep in si-
lence are designed to fail. We’re pieces on 
a moving chess board that upholds a lie, 
a destined plight and controversial con 

that’s do and die.  Lord Bacon knew a thing 
or two about this blessed Earth. His son-
net numbered 1-2-9 blows up death’s sting-
ing birth: where we’ve come from, this ride we’re on, 

that leads to stress and pain, where all the gain 
we’d hoped to steal, swirls slowly down Earth’s drain. 




So all that we are going through was God’s 
plan all along? The lyrics were all writ-
ten to this never-ending song? The odds 
that we might make it through this mindless grit 

and noise, are up for grabs this wayward day; 
who knows what Fate employs? There’s no discern-
ing what we’re dealt, no guarantees or say?
Who knows the “Truth?” Dare we believe, what learn-

éd scholars weigh? Who measures what author-
ities have given us to dread? Are we 
to blindly follow, just like wars ignore 
their dead, like witches of Macbeth, all three, 

who spoke through hidden clues, and masked their views 
on life and death, so none knew what to choose?



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.





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.

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.


“Sisyphus, Sisyphus, I want you to 
build me a rock, and I want it made out
of tar, and I want you to stock up two
by two all of the animals about

your dwelling, so they can be audience
as you roll this rock pell mell up to the
top of Mount Ararat. Obedience
in this task will set you free. And here’s a

convenience: make it like a cue ball,
but make three hundred and eighty or so
cue balls, as they will roll back down. Their fall
will be because I am going to go

and make it rain. Your goal is not a hole
to sink the rock in. The rock is your soul.”








“One is One and all alone and ever 
more shall be so.” How can a song older 
than dirt say all there is to know, never
hinting at depths, what’s hotter or colder,

though placed in scriptural terms, or leading
farther on towards what’s based in native rhymes,
wind’s pages, water’s letters, sand’s pleading,
fire’s breathing? Who makes for crow’s nest climbs,

searching, needing logic’s lands of why, that 
leap across fluid‘s rights to share certain 
death for all trying to escape Hell’s mat 
and lair by hiding behind Eve’s curtain,

that Nothing left to show: One is One though
all alone and ever more shall be so.







There was a crooked saint, who laughed a crook-
ed smile, who never spoke a word of jest,
or truth, request, denial. The devil took
his voice away, and threw it west of west,

and though that saint trudged high and low, he failed
to do his best; gave dough to those who need-
ed cash, fixed windows, doors, and locks, and bailed
his fellows out of jail, shared fish to feed

the flocks, and sailed three ships from London town
to parts not owned by crown, to bless and teach
those poor and lost who lived lives upside down,
where less was shared and stress was aired, and reach

for help helped drown; this sage who’s wandered age
to age keeps wisdom off of scripture’s page.




Did you know that the search for Nirvana
has to be mindless? It must be one of
those ironic twists you can’t find on a
whim. Another thing, you have to ask love

to flow through you continuously, af-
ter you’ve removed below all the crap that
prevents it from beginning its rare laugh-
ter of transformation. Does all this mat-

ter? Who’s the crafter of this insani-
ty? Who’s the monkey with more hands than ears,
eyes, mouth? Who’s the Bozo who puts manna
in lands hidden in dreams, fables with fears

surrounding what’s nearer than adherer,
attachments we mind? Look in the mirror.








First the good news: “We’re immortal.” Now, the 
bad news: ”We’re immortal.” With minds wide o-
pen, forever, there’s need for simple a-
musement with aspects of Divine Self, so

awareness of permanent solitude
is not a constant. There you have it: all
of the games of persistence and the rude
persistence of games in a nutshell. Fall

from grace is viewed as diversionary
moments in materialization,
play time in a play, excursionary
visitation far from Realization,

that state of Being One, far from the fun
of, “Now we are here; look what we’ve begun.”









What are the means for getting home, that place
that mourners dream of? What keys, lost within
this realm, are found that help redeem this case,
this shell, this wretched tomb, this world of sin

and fears, while towers hide the Torah and
Tarot? What disappears in time, not worth
our seeking tools, that makes life’s quest like sand
in an hour glass? Would our Souls on Earth

lend us a hand to prosper what we think
might get us through to an end goal? Who is 
kidding whom, both here and beyond? We drink
that whole glass of wonderment, but don’t quiz

about the contents, so we never know
which distractions help keep us here below. 








There are no rules but ones that cut through locks
and chains on gates. Such laws, that Loki sets
to guard the few, align with fates. All blocks
and hazards fixed in life remain as debts

to pay. Each trial is a guessing game
to move ahead or stay. To roll the dice
and take your turn and get a prize to claim
reveals a future destiny, what’s nice 

or just a shame. What’s outward is a won-
derland, a carnival of sorts, a play-
pen of the mind it is, a realm where one
consorts with others lost as they portray

a failed and wondrous course, as headless horse-
men destined to horizons of remorse.








We come here lost to share some love when what
we find is strange. If we could see all points  
and ends we might try hard to change. The rut 
we trudge in daily steps is what anoints 

our dreams. We fail to ever figure out
that life’s not what it seems. We cannot hope
to ever learn or see what we’re about.  
We speak and think and listen hard and cope

with every doubt. But reaching with our yearn-
ing just to hold another soul, and touch
a glimpse of “otherhood” to help us earn 
what’s whole: is everything, and more, as such,

a blessing that we need, a flow of bleed-
ing light from hearts that wish just to be freed.









And no one’s asked me what I’ve thought about 
what we all face, these dreams extending from 
our eyes that light up all of space. What’s out 
now in the open will not fix this sum 

of loss, so let me share a secret here: 
our space and time’s a cross; it’s what we’re nailed 
to, while we dream, just ask our puppeteer. 
He may supply some answers that are veiled 

and quite unclear. I’d hoped to share a key 
or two to unlock cuffs and chains, but maps 
to show us where to go will never free 
our brains, which are completely lost in naps, 

and lullabied like stone, so we’re alone 
in grave like trances caught in caves unknown.






We live in monstrous fantasy; this world 
is but a game. There are no rules, there are 
no goals. We’re prisoners in this shame. What’s hurled 
at us down here on Earth will keep us far 

from home. In every venue we subsist, 
no benefits from Om. This prison here 
has much to love, such choices we could list, 
much more than we could ever manage, clear-

ly truth’s been missed. It hurts that we’re all stuck 
here in an endless cycled loop. It may 
be that we’re comfortable with all this muck 
and poop, like barnyard flies who fight and play 

for bigger fresher piles, as if these trials 
were blessed and fine and just like birthday smiles.



Our merry-go-round goes up and down and 
round and round my friend, and spins like life through 
joy and strife and never asks, “Why end?” Planned 
as a game of endless motion set to 

undo sight, awareness, knowledge, for es-
caping from this thumbscrew night. The rules for 
leaving fence one in, they guard all excess 
flight. Illumination costs too much, more 

than we would guess right. No payment’s ever 
monetary, failures flee through cracks. We 
follow clues like fateful news and never 
think, “Relax.” Death’s goal just needs one lost key:

but methods we shatter: egos? Flatter; 
it doesn’t matter; it Dzogchen matter.



After reading and thinking and guessing, confused, 
he placed these crazed pages in his brief case for home, 
and then smiled, head-scratching, while slightly amused; 
these were things way outside of Earth’s paced metronome. 

And he took the small book placed it back in its locket, 
and placed it up high on a curio shelf, 
right beside a gold filling he’d removed from its socket, where it would stay, probably, for the life of itself. 

Then he brought himself back to his duty at hand, 
and produced an autopsy without question or clues, 
of a scoundrel dispatched by a shiv as if planned, 
with an ending appropriate for the Six O’clock News.

                                                                                         T. W. Gilbert
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The teachings of Huang Po online: https://terebess.hu/zen/Huangpo.pdf
Sonnet #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.”
Francis Bacon (alias William Shakespeare)  
Appendix

Suppositions on why Shakespeare is actually Francis Bacon

The following are my own opinions and have no validity or merit, other than for their own obviousness or perplexity; you decide:

Every year in the United States in the spring time there is a nationally televised horse race in Kentucky referred to as the Kentucky Derby. Almost without fail the TV announcers, when beginning the Mayday Saturday afternoon broadcast at Churchill Downs, begin the lengthy introduction with the comment “Welcome to the Horse Race of horse races, the sport of kings.” And they are right, for I do not own or ride a horse. I know of no one personally who owns a horse or even rides a horse or keeps a horse. Owning and riding horses is an exceedingly expensive leisurely time adventure exclusively for the extremely wealthy. The exception to this rule is for old time family farmers on large farms where keeping a horse or two is made substantially easier because of having the land for farming and the barns and equipment for cows, sheep, and other farm animals. Keeping horses has always been an expensive proposition, even in olden times.

During the time of Shakespeare, if one owned a horse, that horse was a necessity for survival, which was always difficult. If one was poor or even middle class the use of a horse was always out of necessity: for working the fields, for transportation, and for basic means of getting along in a difficult and dangerous world. The concept of someone using a horse for leisurely riding was never considered for the working poor, for taking the risk while leisurely riding and perhaps injuring the horse or damaging it in such a way that it could no longer function as the tool for going to work, going to town for food, doing business, or plowing the field was not ever considered; for that was playing with the fates, who for the poor or middle classes, were always those classic specters hanging in the winds to undo whatever good fortune the poor temporarily had. Only the extremely wealthy or privileged could ever consider riding for leisure and fun, because if a horse of theirs went lame they could get rid of it without a second thought and select another from the stable without worrying about the effects such recklessness would have: so, leisurely riding and having the horse step into a ground hog hole and breaking a leg would permanently undo the stability of the family welfare if one was poor; if one was rich, not so much. Such are the differences between wealth and poverty, and always have been. 

Shakespeare has always been described as a man of meager means. The sonnets have always been described by a vast majority of biographers as being autobiographical. I have no quarrels with such assessments. But there are several sonnets that describe the author as having fun riding horses for leisurely use. This could not have been a person of Shakespeare’s means, not ever. Bacon, however, being a member of the court of Queen Elizabeth, could easily have been a person who rode for leisure, having fun with riding, and not worrying if a horse would come up lame on such an adventure. Shakespeare would never have risked riding for pleasure, ever, if he were truly poor or middle class, with that life style (oil and water).

The other thing is that I am writer, a bad writer, but none the less, a writer. I have been a writer for years, most of my life. I hang out with other writers. I worked as the copy editor of a literary magazine called Black River Review for ten years. We received submissions from around the world and were listed in Poet’s Market and published a high quality magazine once a year for about twelve years. It was a lot of fun. We corresponded with a lot of writers from everywhere and published original poetry, short stories, essays, and artwork. Once during the late 1980s or early 1990s at Cleveland State University, my wife and I and two other students had the privilege of having a two hour private luncheon with the poet Bill Stafford when he came to CSU to read and lecture: one of my most favorite memories of sitting at lunch and talking shop about writing with one of America’s greatest poets. My wife and Bill corresponded for a few years about writing, and shared poems back and forth. Bill stated that his acceptance rate was about 12% to 17% of all manuscripts that he ever sent out. He said that that was unusually high for poets (he said he was luckier than most) who mostly get rejected with the things they submit to magazines for publication. He also admitted to having boxes of writings of things that were unfinished, not good enough to be sent out, or notes on things that had not yet seen his typewriter. All writers have an unfortunate necessary habit of having to keep pen and paper available 24/7 and 365, because the “Muse,” or inspiration, apparently does not understand the human time elements of life with duties and contracts and the habits of life, such that one can be jogging, bathing, sleeping, working, dining, or otherwise preoccupied, etc., when the “Muse” decides that it is time to write, and so napkins, match box covers, Kleenex tissues, paper bags, and empty envelopes, etc., are often the receptacles of new ideas for writings. Not unusually, there are boxes of notes of such materials that keep the original ideas of writings for future poems, essays, short stories, and novels. And then there are the letters back and forth between writers describing the adventures of writing. All writers, without exception, have such boxes and such rooms filled with unused and discarded boxes that make up the research and predicament of being a writer. If we were to go to library and university archives and ask for permission to view the works of some of the world’s greatest writers, there would be found “collections” from around the world of all of the greats, all of them, except for the fact that in Shakespeare’s case this is not so; we have the plays attributed to Shakespeare and we have the sonnets. Do we have letters? No. Do we have note cards? No. Do we have boxes of unfinished drafts? No. Do we have anything to indicate that Shakespeare was a writer other than the finished sonnets and plays? No. If we go to look at the words of some of the world’s greatest writers (see list attached) do we find all of these various things archived (except perhaps of those who lived a millennia or two ago)? Yes. When Bill Stafford died his wife discovered an attic full of 40 to 50 boxes of uncompleted works and scribblings that local and not so local libraries requested to possess so that they would have access into the mind of a brilliant and wonderful poet. My wife who is a poet has had such requests from her two colleges for her words and writings and journals for when she is not longer here on this earth plane. All writers get such requests. And the libraries request everything to be sent to them, literally everything.

When Bacon decided for a multitude of unknown reasons to dump his plays into the hands of Shakespeare he was using the mind of a writer to do so, and he was not thinking like a detective. He was not looking at the fact that all writers have boxes of writings and scribblings on napkins, note cards, letters, journals, scraps of paper with notes; for all writers do. He was thinking that if he assigned a name, not his own, to the words, he would not be discovered as the author and that the world would believe that this Shakespeare was the author, even when the evidence would not reflect it. For all writers have and leave trails of light and refuse, the same way comets have trails and tails. Shakespeare had none. Bacon had plenty.





Very Partial list of some of the world’s greatest writers:

James Joyce, William Faulkner, Vladimir Nabokov,.Virginia Woolf, William
Shakespeare, Henry James, D.H. Lawrence, George Orwell, John Steinbeck,
F. Scott Fitzgerald, Ernest Hemingway, Joseph Conrad, Leo Tolstoy, Fyodor, Dostoyevsky, Marcel Proust, William Butler Yeats, Miguel de Cervantes, Saavedra, William Wordsworth, Herman Melville, William Blake, Ralph Ellison, Charles Dickens, Franz Kafka, Walt Whitman, Edgar Allan Poe, Toni Morrison, John Keats, Joseph Heller, Kurt Vonnegut, E.M. Forster, Willa Cather, Aldous Huxley, Homer, John Milton, Rudyard Kipling, Dante Aligheri, Jane Austen, Mark Twain (Samuel Clemens), Gustave Flaubert, Stendhal, Emily Dickinson, J.D. Salinger, Theodore Dreiser, Samuel Beckett, Jack Kerouac, Edith Wharton, George Eliot (Mary Ann Evans), Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Evelyn Waugh, Laurence Sterne, John Donne, Geoffrey Chaucer, J.R.R Tolkien, Emily Bronte, Murasaki Shikibu, Percy Bysshe Shelley, Charlotte Bronte, William Golding, Anton Chekhov, Malcolm Lowry, Richard Wright, Charles Baudelaire, Thomas Mann, Euripides, Virgil, Pablo Neruda, James Baldwin, Thomas Hardy, Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Henry Miller, Robert Musil, Thomas Pynchon, William Carlos Williams, Ovid, Harper Lee, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Jack London, Saul Bellow, Flannery O’Connor, Ayn Rand, Honore’ de Balzac, Sophocles, Gertrude Stein, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Robert Frost, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, Langston Hughes, Robert Browning, Alfred Lord Tennyson, Henry Fielding, Rabindranath Tagore, Maya Angelou, Anthony Burgess, Ford Madox Ford, Charles Bukowski, Sylvia Plath, T.S. Eliot, Alexander Pushkin, Ivan Turgenev, Carson McCullers, John Irving, Emily Dickinson, Khalil Gibran, Doald Dahl, Ogden Nash, Anne Sexton, Henry lawson, kumart Vishwas, Mirza Ghalib, Robert William Service, Dylan thomas, Kabir, Paul Lawrence Dunbar, Alan Ginsberg, Sara Teasdale, Sarojini Haidu, Philip Larkin, Wilfred Owen, Rainer Maria Rilke, Dorothy Parker, James Whitcomb Riley, Ella wheeler Wilcox. Kazi Hazrul Islam, Exra Pound, Edna St. Vincent Millay, Billy Collins, Elizabeth Bishop, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Alfred Edward Housman, Edgar Albert Guest, Robert Louis Stevenson.

And if my thoughts on all of this are not enough, go to this web site and see for yourself.

Shakespeare is Bacon:

http://books.google.com/books?id=p1QPAAAAQAAJ&pg=PA168&dq=Signature+examples+of+Sir+Francis+Bacon's+hand+writing&hl=en&sa=X&ei=c5L6U8XPKtKXyAThw4FQ&ved=0CEsQ6AEwAw#v=onepage&q=Signature%20examples%20of%20Sir%20Francis%20Bacon's%20hand%20writing&f=false
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