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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 fate 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 
through life’s canvas that quickly reveals its own paint.” 

“And we travel and comment and witness 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 propounded is layered confusion; extracting it all takes long 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. 
There’s a sense of beginning, though I’m not sure I’m staying, 
as your words seem so scary, as if loaded with harm.” 


“Meditation for hours, through years, across lifetimes, 
connecting one’s Source for directions and needs, 
to do otherwise borders on hard karmic fell crimes: 
aids attraction’s distraction where our ego soon feeds.” 

“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 no place of renown.” 

“We can learn to dissolve what we’ve come here to find, though that sounds rather strange, in some logic or sense. 
But it’s real, though we feel, we’ve been led so unkind 
by some forces and courses 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 you can find 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 to this location right quick? 
This old guy is not safe by himself any 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, he’s 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 that I’m quickly transported, 
I’ve been waiting your coming, to get into your ride.  
Dave and Mike, let’s get busy, 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’s this game you are playing?”
“Life’s records (Akashic) reveal your life’s mess,  
your past, present,  future, while on earth you are staying.” 

“I read it like note cards from ‘being to knowing’.
It’s laid out in a 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 where 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 up 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 in patterns that work into places. 
Caste systems work best when set parts fit a mold. 
Aberration is frowned upon, noting disgraces. 



The sun through the leaves, on the trip through the park 
to the hospital clinic where a stay might take years,
fluttered gently like sea 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, 
but he’s new age and nutty 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 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 discrete.” 

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 here measuring time. 

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 insights 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, 
and today’s interactions had been playful, if brusque.  

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

Life was good, and chaotic, downright false and blued red: these were things the Fates called for: deliberately 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 slowly, like roof icicles dripping; 
he could hear distant music, a radio was playing.  
The clock in the day room to the silence was skipping, 
while thoughts stationed in air he’d been constantly weighing. 

Three gong chimes then delivered a bed time reminder:
their precision decision to end all endeavors 
left no doubt that one’s ‘tired,’ could not 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 streaming 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 this 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 soon winter. 
But 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 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’ve lived everywhere poor, and am high class ragtag. And 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, though I try to exist leaving no karmic pain, 
in this world where indifference is 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. 
Although it sounds strange, I’ll not hide these impressions, it’s about time we 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.” 

As he looked round the table at his listeners’ jaws, 
all framed frozen and open, in disbelief shock; 
their silence, played much like he’d broken some laws.
They’d crashed headlong, crumbled on his verbal roadblock. 

“Good luck with the doctor, you will 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 clock work, 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, while spooned up 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. 
I stay here for the peace, far from all that’s unjust.” 


“That I know, Jane Mckensie, 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; 
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,” what she mumbled; she 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 that 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 that bar when you pulled at her gown?” 
Asked Gremmer, while noting this open disgrace, 

while 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 just please take a seat. 
The Doctor will see you,” she said, casually, proudly. “Thank you, Eleanor, kindly, I’m so 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 would 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 artwork raising beauty to heights, imaginably far from most clients’ despair: 
incongruous rituals framing sure blacks with 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. 
Doctor Skree answered softly, as if someone could hear, 

“Come on in, please,” as these words seemed overly ominous.
So Gremmer courageously took hold of the knob, 
with opposable thumb work, as if maybe hominis,
and entered the realm of this ‘thingamabob’:
a medical cleric with sheep skins 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.” 

“So 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 by which we’d 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. 
And complexities block us from doing our best, 
and our tendencies keep us from knowing who’s who. 
And all answers so simple get graced as we’re blessed.” 

“But we miss them so often as we charge place to place, obeying authority, and scripture, and law, 
while paying 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 far 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 a lost inner 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 bereft of 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 could inherit? Realistically speaking, can you share what helps how?” 

“Can you share 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. 
I smell lots of scents, like a garden bouquet.” 

“And I know lots of things from my 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 all souls are striving.” 





“And it all comes like ticker tape, endless and silent, 
though some times it’s 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! 
Could we 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 were in strategic defense.” 

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

“But when I grew up the job offers went crazed: 
like a long distance viewer for some NSA 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 make any 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 is it we’ve not learned of life’s conflagrations, perceiving their 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’d zilch to look forward to, like exalted careers.” 

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

“I am friendly for some, and quite dangerous for others. 
As 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, our lost souls have no grievance.” 

“So I’m here playing out the last notes of my song 
in this beautiful mess we call life on this plane 
trusting in my escape, from where I don’t belong, 
in this world 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. 
David stared at this patient with this unknown horizon. 
And these two shared a balance of askewed 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 will take time,  
to listen and tolerate these 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, before you, right at your own feet.” 

Gremmer bowed with his head ever slightly in thanks, 
then got up 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 a guy jumped up 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 correct 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 cares?” 

“Volunteering when called at the drop of a hat?” 
“Because I’m [you’re] here in this world 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 happened like a blood bonding pact, 
and awareness bloomed presence, an informative key. 


“Well, how interesting 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’d held a door swinging. 
“Have a great blessed 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 outside 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 the 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. 
All men’s clocks stop at death, it’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 will not 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 any ‘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.” “That sounds fine to me also,” said Gremmer, on queue, (though the fates, he now guessed would create a monsoon). 

In his office down stairs, 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 to this facility, by EMS squad, 
an elderly male with thin build, though neglected. 
Motor activity slow, but deliberate, not odd. 
Unlike some psychotics, his thought structures: collected.’

‘His 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. 
His strong verbal intelligence: run of the mill. 
Social, perceptive: all 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 may now present as Delusional Construct:
systematized, needing more observation; 
or a deeply internalized mystical substruct. 
At present these 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 fates 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 now only 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: 
for the ‘best laid plans’ stating facts with word turns,
means a candle that burns, is then set for a douse. 

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 any more.” 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 is ancient and real, divine spirit infused, 
using symbols and mantras to bolster your guides: 
yes, we have them, called angels, so you’re not too confused. 
It will help being centered as this strange truth confides.”

“Reiki’s pure energy (inner chi) if you will. 
And we who now use it are 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 quite 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, mental are there, 
and if pains are so many, your guides will come through. 
They see from their realm energy 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. 
It was better unscheduled and quiet; that’s it! 

She carried her bags, extra clothes, extra snacks. 
She 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 tried then to set down her 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 flowing 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 has 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 unknowing 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 the bags off the floor, raced the hall to the exit as anger now grew. 
There were lawyers she knew who would grapple this gore. 

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

“If you want I can give you an attunement for free,” 
stated Gremmer so lightly, 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 all divine healers, except for one thing: 
Our connections to healers we just have to obtain, 
so our Reiki hands placed will know just what to bring.” 

“I’m not sure I’d be 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 and I’ll teach you just how 
all the symbols and mantras fit 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. 
And 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 Jane always talked and 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, 
and 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. 

And now this!: inside safety; ‘twas over the limit. 
Whoever this creep was, he’d pay for this crime. 
She would 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 asked her to slow down, diminish her speed: 
relax, take a pill, so they’d firmly deduce 


all the reasons she 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, it breaks my heartstrings, 
being taken advantage of, as 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?
For such crimes they should charge him and place him in jail, 
for behaviors ungodly I should think I’ve a grievance.” 
“Could 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 who to blame.” 

“Now please call the police it’s the first thing you do. 
They will come to your home, take your evidence quickly, 
and interview 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 for 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 taken advantage of, 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. 
Thank you, Mrs. Cumberfield, we won’t leave you 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 the louse.” 

It was well after eight, with a knock at her door, 
that Gracie got up from her living room couch, 
wondered what these cops now would be here to explore: 
On whose side would these officers be leaning to vouch? 

Would it matter what histories were offered up now? 
What details, Janie’s past, would be safe to divulge? 
What tidbits from Jane’s past 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 tell 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; 
where we, just like you, have lived through all 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, where full guardianship keeps her balanced and safe. 
Well, I thought, she was safe, in that home far from strife: unforgivable harm to my Janie does chafe.” 


“My incompetent Janie’s not able to choose, 
right or wrong are not options for her as decisions. 
She does not understand when one hopes to abuse: 
life in her fantasy is 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 this time with you: part of our record, 
can we reach out with questions if more things do arise? It’s best so we know all 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, 
as 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 this case, 
to exhibit the seeds and fine trails of stepped traces,
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 be able to 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 Jane’s innocence happens  as she’s clearly non-able.” 

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

“If we get it, we’ll tell you; you may soon get promoted. 
Then we’ll send squads to Clement to despatch that guy Gremmer. 
We will need those recordings so your actions are quoted. And we’ll make the sweep clean so no one will condemn her.” 
In the chambers of respected Judge Clarence O’Conner, 
a police woman Sanders shared the the history of Jane, and the video recording of Gremmer, the goner, 
having sex, reportedly, with this woman insane. 

“Moral outrage, and decadence, depravity, all,” 
proclaimed Clarence when seeing and hearing the words. 
“Is this year 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 my job easy, Lass, 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 ride couldn’t be missed. 

They drew straws for the capture, made sure bets on the grab, 
wondered all about news, TV, papers, online. 
Serge swore them to secrecy, no one could now gab, 
this wonderful gig could make their station house 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 voiced a costly quagmire. 

“We’ve a grave arrest warrant for a client of yours,”
said the captain in charge of the flotilla behind him. 
“One Gremmer Hormsley, whom this unit abhors. 
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, as his fate’s been decided? The sooner the better so we won’t be impeded.” 

The director, pale ashen, spoke with quavering voice, “Absolutely, yes, Sir. Gale, please lead them to him.” 
The director knew firstly,  he’d only one choice, 
to find Dr. Skree, and determine what slim 

saving methods that must avoid pending lawsuits;
they’d need strategies fast, just to cover their asses, 
because 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 have got to be kidding.” “Well, does it look like I’m mad? 
I tell ya they’re cops; he’s now going away. 
Go over your notes, ‘cause I think we’ve been had! 
You have just two damned hours, before I kick you astray.” 

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

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





He was face down and smiling, his hands on his back. 
He seemed ready for cuffing and quite non-resistant. 
The cops were non-plussed; they’d assumed some attack. 
“I’m ready when you are,” he seemed 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, with hand’s motion cockeyed, while some others looked on sensing specters of dread.  

The rush of the breeze as they left from the lobby 
showed a fall day south wind that resembled a spring, which ignored all the codes of ill-famed Hammurabi, 
with some robins and jays fair anointing this thing. 

And the sun rendered down a grave silence of light, 
over shadowing all with effulgence-like signs, 
holding stillness in time, with all lessons in flight, 
leaving flaling and mess with its creeping of vines. 


Gremmer peered through the haze of this glorious morn, 
as they marched him some feet from the squad car now parked. 
They had moved with precision by 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 bsstard,” 
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 these 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 the fates 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, 
she felt sure they’d agree and assist her entreating. 

In their 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 was blushing, hands cupped to her face. “Can you help and describe all events up to date?” 
Asked the lawyer now wishing details set in place. 
“Do you mind if I take time to get it all 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. 
ried to end her own life, many times, since her Christening.” 

“She’s been hospitalized through the years near unending, 
with psychologists helping to undo what’s her damage. 
And 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 here’s this abuse, what any parent now 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 a decision 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 have all information for contact 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 real self had been grey. 

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

‘And deliver each other through the worst of life’s crimes,’ had this ring of deception right 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. 

He’d been fooled by a psychopath, 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,’ 
for 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. 



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

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

‘As I realized my skills could be used for great harm,’ 
and he said it right here, right in front of if my face, 
and 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 for Mrs. Cumberfield exposing falsehood, 
and arranging the dominoes to fall where it’s dark. 

The phone on Dave’s desk beeped an incoming call. 
“Whatcha got for me buddy, I’m so sorry I lost it?” 
“Well he so much as admitted his impervious gall. 
It was all laid out plain, as if he’d 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 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 waiting 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 so fine. 
The beach sand is warm; it feels great on your toes. 
And there’s miles of beach here along this coast line, 
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, 
so 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 tomb, 
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 clear down the hall.
“We will go,” said the cops, all their minds in a whirl. 
“I’m so sorry, now, Grace, you saw all this befall.”

“It’s ok,” she said sadly. “I’m so used to it now.
Every one of these episodes fits to 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 neither you or I have it, because we’re not able, 
to decipher the fates for their reason or rhyme.” 

And it came to him just as he left from Jane’s room, 
as he was Doctor Dave, a responsible sort, 
he was more like a fly stuck in spider web gloom, 
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 sun light, cast shadows of stone, that spoke silence with swings of backwards and forwards. 

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. 

The TV News streaming live at six 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, has been ruled sheer inept, 
and could never consent to relationships closed, 
at Mount Clement where patients are routinely kept 
for their safety, securely, free of dangers supposed,” 

a man, Gremmer Hormsley took advantage of her, allegedly, now, charged with sexual battery. 
Police hauled him away, though we need to confer, 
there’ll be charges ensuing 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 TV whispered news in 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 garnered by judges and cops 
and been taken to jail now accused of malfeasance.
Did he now think Maurice would avail of his chops, 
make connections with friends through back channels perchance? 

“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.” “

“Thanks, got it, Bro, now, you the best, owe you one, 
we got friends, don’t you know, who will 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.” 

In his cell, Gremmer Hormsley, sat still, no regret, 
in this new Justice Center with accoutrements clean,  
he regarded his fate as primarily set, 
the 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: the 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 see right 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.” “

“Life’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 it’s won, 
is the way to encounter what all 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 I wonder how long they’ll take without a care, spending lifetimes so lost, deaf to their inner call!” 

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




“Yup and yup, I agree, our examples should teach. 
But the blind to the blind speak a truth that we’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 so unlike distractions that beckon us all.
Who spends time being grist getting ground in God’s will: being risen like bread so soon after their fall?” 

“Well I’d better get busy, I’ve 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 wanten 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 that you may choose 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 in 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 anyway?
 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 instructions that the fates would adore, yet his act, deemed most high, his own gang 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 his tats of cyclops, 
jumped and let go his mop, and with swears and complaints, 

charged like hell the new inmate, and scuffles ensued, 
an alarm was then sounded, reinforcements arrived. 
The mop landed softly, on cell bars pursued, 
had its shiv-handled top, grabbed so neatly contrived, 

by the innate named Jenkins who’d palmed it right quick, 
and while turning around faced a being so gentle. 
Gremmer Hormsley now stood like a statue or trick, 
as if glowing in light and not one bit judgmental: 

his 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, 
“Please give Maurice my thanks, he has raised me to Chi-Zeus, 
and my positive blessings I grant 
here 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 so sorry old man, it was part of my deal, 
I don’t know what I’ve done, I just might burn in Hell. 
Please forgive me right now as this whole thing’s surreal, there are roses and candles and incense I smell.” 


And all this was so true as he knelt to the floor 
and began weeping hard, overcome like a child. 
Gremmer passed into shadows ascending before,
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 need caustic sensation and nothing discrete. 
There’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 dreams we can scour.” 

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


“Candice Schleemer, first here, with KGDS News, 
breaking this story of the death of a monster, 
and 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, your 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, 
while your talking of monsters and wars unfulfilled. 
Maybe worry some more about teaching kids rules.” 

“Mister, have a second? Could you speak on this murder?” “The guy had it coming, for all that I know. 
It was stated he was just a flamboyant ‘worder,’ 
a deviant 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 fine “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, and his death just today?” “Where’s the funding from all of that Medicare dough? Where’s the staffing that’s absent due to minimal pay?” 

“Who was minding that girl? No one paying attention? 
Is this then insanity we are 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 any 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 trying hard not to miss 
any chance to redeem what is not yet begun.”
















                                                         T. W. Gilbert
