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One For All, and All For One

                                                                                             by T. W. Gilbert

Musings 1

(A Citizen’s Manifesto, 

From the 7th Level of Hell: 

Our Friendly Planet Earth) 

The only ones pretentious and presumptuous enough to guarantee success in the results of their work are politicians, and I don’t trust them either.

Is the spirit in beer like the spirit in man, 

when a cold rigored body’s like an empty beer can?

If God isn’t stupid, there is no Hell; it would be redundant.

P = 2 – 2(N+1) + 3 – (3(2N+1)) + (6N±1) -〈(6N₁→…±1)•(6N…∞ ±1)〉, 

             Where P ≠ 0 or 1, and           

             Where P = all primes, and

             Where N = all whole numbers from 1, 2, 3, etc…… or

f(n) - f((2*(n+1)) + (3*(2*n+1)) + ((6*n-1)*((6*n-1) + (12*n-1) + (18*n-1) + (24*n-1)…(6*(∞)*n-1))) + ((6*n-1)*((6*n+1) + (12*n+1) + (18*n+1) + (24*n+1)…(6*(∞)*n+1))) + ((6*n+1)*((6*n-1) + (12*n-1) + (18*n-1) + (24*n-1)…(6*(∞)*n-1))) + ((6*n+1)*((6*n+1) + (12*n+1) + (18*n+1) + (24*n+1)…(6*(∞)*n+1)))) = f(f(a))

In order to become a butterfly, one must experience, for a time, being a worm in a strait jacket…. unless something bigger and hungrier comes along in the process and eats you as a snack….then instead of becoming a butterfly, you become just an ordinary bodily extrusion….But, I don’t really see any difference in the long run….

The funniest word in any and every language is the word “choice.” If you don’t think so, perhaps you should study the dynamics of day-to- day life a little more closely.

“Beware of Shysters in Altruist’s clothing.”

“God is a relentless playground bully: always has been, always will be. And nothing you or I or anyone else will ever say, be, do, think, feel, or believe will ever change that fact. Welcome to planet Earth, the 7th level of Hell. Have a nice day.”

I perceive the occasion of Destiny and I am unimpressed. I much prefer sunsets, and frog ponds, and long valleys filled with birds and idle wooden fences.

The necessary levels of inconvenience fostered by bureaucracy to provide bureaucracy with better efficiency have rendered human beings inconvenient.

Whenever you feel that your “back is up against the wall,” it may be important to realize that the wall is actually a veil, and that there are always two supposed opposing entities behind that veil. So when you ask one of them to “get behind you,” the one you ask may not be the one who complies. That may be the reason for the rude urban advice, “Watch your back.”

The best executioners are those who have experienced an entire lifetime of poverty and disenfranchisement and have been given this first opportunity of a job with pay and benefits and their employers explain to them that if they screw up they may never ever be lucky enough to get another job anywhere. Therefore, when the state wants to hire anyone to have the state’s most heinous policies enacted, all they need is a military of enlisted “followers” who will not hesitate to act without questioning for fear of losing what they think is the ultimate lifeline to their very own survival. This is all then the presentation and preservation of insidiousness: the protection of rarified egos (without any compunctions, but under the guise of civility)! (How’s about an army of trained human Pit Bulls?; Wow!)

Authoritarian Personalities: Those who ingratiatingly blaze new trails through incompetence, relieving no injustice or incongruence, while snow plowing everything sensible and useful into oblivion. Yeah, I know. Hollywood couldn’t even make this shit up.

Spirituality: Where nothing but absolutely pure and true beings, who all wear the outer appearances of impurity and unknowingness spend much (if not all) of their time worshipping a God who is absolutely pure and true, but who has created a world of appearances of impurity and unknowingness, for the sake of those who may think they actually belong to a select group of devotees, while experiencing an unending world of horrific trial and error. Did Groucho Marx and Jerry Lewis write and direct this skit?

If God has had a permanent Eternity (an infinity of cycles of existence) in which to try out all possibilities of manifestation, it would then be a safe assumption that everything without exception in existence has been thoroughly planned out to be exactly the way it is, and for very good and sound reasons. One may also assume that all possibilities of trial and error have been successfully explored over time, throughout eternity, with appropriate decisions of efficacy and purpose examined. Are you freaking kidding me? What we now have is what has been chosen as the best of all possible conditions? It all then throws one back into a place where questioning the whys and wherefores should take some precedence. Ya think? Voltaire was right: “An optimist believes we live in the best of all possible worlds; a pessimist fears this is true.”  

Here’s a little hint as to how life in this realm of materialization can get twisted around so imperviously perfectly: Maybe over two hundred years ago when this country was founded, the word “freedom” was almost always used in the context of “freedom from.” Today through some very odd transpositions, the word “freedom” is almost exclusively used in the context of “freedom to.” Just examine for a bit how outlandish that change has rendered all of us, and where it may take all of us. 

The only difference between legitimacy and illegitimacy is simply a roll of the dice, which are not in your hands, but the Fates; and there’s no telling if their dice are loaded or not. 

When technology rules, only those with money or very competent lawyers will ever escape unscathed.

If God intends for you to be run over by his pick up truck and killed, and you do not die from the initial impact, He will continually, or continuously (I’m not sure which), run over you again and again, over and over, until your fate is accomplished. Sometimes a slow death appears as a run of bad luck. Sometimes it appears as a series of bad choices. And again at other times it appears as a result of bad things happening to good people. It will never, though, however, appear as the fate of the hunted at the hands of the Hunter. That would be so inappropriate, even if true.

Don’t ever ask those with money, power, influence, and prestige to solve the world’s most pressing problems; they already have: securing and continuing their dominant control over money, power, influence, and prestige.

What the masters of technology have introduced with the use of computer phones is a very nasty entrance into a one way commercial existence that requires more and more obedience to useless mind controlling idiocy and “group thought” for zero advantage for anyone and everyone in this 7th level of Hell. Just try to escape their maze of unimportant bullshit and ever increasingly difficult meanderings. Good fucking luck!

It is truly amazing that those in power and authority almost demand that all of us sheep attend to the fraudulence of voting to keep up the charade as if our going through with the motions of pretending to make a difference were actually going to accomplish something real and significant. I’m not fooled. They’re not fooled. Why the waste of time and effort? History won’t ever be fooled either. Those who have told me to get into politics to fix things do not realize that I am completely unfamiliar with the sport of mud wrestling, which is even more contrived than the World Wrestling Federation; and I have no interest in attempting to deceive myself worse than I’d be deceiving the general public.

If anyone has ever spent serious time as a literary editor, reading the New Testament of the King James Bible (or actually any version of the NT) reads funnier than the Warren Commission Report. To think that the quasi political hacks working under Constantine (perhaps the most notorious homicidal maniac of the last 2400 years) at the Council of Nicea during years 324-325 AD were serious editors of all the metaphysical documents available at the time while constructing a state religion that to them made perfect sense is so freaking hilarious. No wonder the Catholic Church refused to allow parishioners for hundreds of years to read the damned concocted drivel. Anyone with half a brain could figure out it was spliced hogwash. But what’s even funnier is realizing that if the political hacks under Constantine had known even a miniscule trifle of spirituality they would have removed more of the subtle metaphysical truths than they actually did, leaving the NT completely vacuous and not just overwhelmingly vacuous.

“Here” is always where the start of something takes place. “Halfway” is always the furthest one can be from the start of anything that takes place. The “end” is always right at the same place where “here” was when you started whatever it was that was begun. Existence always takes place in cycles as opposed to linear extensions of straight lines. Those only happen in the imagination.

I don’t believe there’s a yardstick that measures crazy.

When God has occasion to play good cop/bad cop, it is not necessarily periodically over time. It can actually take place in the same breath. It does not make for a great sacred romance.

What is socially acceptable charade, if not ornamental diversion that we vigorously and religiously protect, uphold, and use as indoctrination for our young?

Faith is no more than the probabilistic balancing of assumptions based on memory and experience and has as much credence in this world, this 7th level of Hell, as flipping pancakes over an outdoor fire at night while wearing blindfolds. 

What’s that little voice in your head telling you to always have a replacement ready in the background in case the thing or project or person fails to live up to expectations? Is that why we always carry spares, extras, closets full of supplies? “You can’t have enough of those,” we’re told. It’s perhaps why we have insurance policies, purses, cupboards, sewing kits, pantries, bank accounts, gas cans, garages, spare keys, tool rooms, pockets, wallets, glove compartments, stores, clubs, recruitments, social organizations, schools, hospitals, political parties, police departments, militaries, guns, medicines, band aides, waiting lines…. The lists may go on forever. That little voice is always proclaiming that there is no experiential reason for ever having faith in anything, and it’s probably right! Who has the proper alignment of stars to expect that the Fates are entirely 100% behind every thought, action, deed, experiment, activity, and will not deliberately undermine any and all proceedings? Only the Avatars are so lucky, and they arrive with an understood script of everything that will happen, so there are never any surprises. Have a nice day. Have several. Have an eternity of them. They’re all the same, regarding outcomes. Oh well.

A “free” society depends upon this unequivocal maxim: Without exception, all mindless square pegs must enthusiastically fit into their predestined round holes with ease and without complaint, not because they feel they have to, but because they want to and overwhelmingly need to, and without further exculpation.

We are all given ample opportunity to be dumb fucks perpetually, if we so choose. Then again, it may all just be the fortunes of destiny being fulfilled the way they were ever intended.

You come to a place down a long corridor where there are two closed doors. There are two directional signs posted on the shut doors. The one on the left door reads: “Do not enter here unless you are prepared to fix the broken world.” The one on the right door reads: “Do not enter here unless you are prepared to break the fixed world.” As you think about the two admonitions and what they might mean, you look down at your feet. Scratched in the floor from a sharp object is a note with an arrow pointing in the direction you have come from. The scratched note reads: “Run as fast as you can from this place of despair and ruin. This is your last chance.”

“Doom!” is the sound that God’s drum makes when you as the mallet come face to face with the taut hard skin of Earthly reality (and it just doesn’t happen only one time).

Sometimes the most aggravating thing we can ever experience in life is day to day living.

As far as I can ascertain, the only purposeful function that Avatars maintain when rarely coming and visiting this realm of materialization, this 7th level of Hell, is simply to sing lullabies to all of us babies and keep us all in peaceful restful sleep, eyes closed, unconscious………. happy ………blissful………….unknowing………….zzzzzzzzzzzzzz

Have you ever envisioned how scary the phrase, “As above, so below,” really is?

A fool and his wisdom are seldom united.

God is running the most perfect scam on Himself: He presents the same information on Himself to two eternally oppositional forces, the saints and the demons, both of whom are told in confidence that the other oppositional side is the real “enemy.” Now these eternal heavenly features are then replicated on this Earthly plane where the “godly like” rulers encourage the oppositional warfare of the “rights” and the “lefts” who are encouraged to believe that the other side is of the devil and must be controlled and subdued, or maybe even erased. No one could ever try to change this permanent state of insanity without being labeled the “true enemy” by any force in or out of this world. So there is perpetual room for martyrs of all kinds. It all makes the book by Kurt Vonnegut, Slaughter House 5, perhaps the truest historical document regarding human behavior. Penguin Island by Anatole France is also just as good a reference to the actual plot. Or maybe Joseph Heller’s Catch 22. Actually most good literature is pervasive with this nonsense, although the extrapolation of hypothetical conclusions by readers and critics tend to differ wildly, which I’m sure is God’s point: the tower of Babel realized to perfection.

Prayer is solace for the prayerful.

Destiny is solace for God.

Chaos is solace for the unknowing.

Peace is solace for the unborn.

All else is solace for the stars.

Q. “Do you believe in God?” 

A. “ Why, yes, unfortunately.”

Is painting oneself into a corner a learnéd skill or an innately presumed talent? 

Be very wary of times when incarnations of God are foretold, because the reality of those times can be far, far worse than fiction writers could ever imagine. Though such times are fraught with “oodles” of competing charlatans (those who will make the shell game of guessing which ones may or may not be the real deal, the Heaven sent Messiahs, a desperate challenge), the “real McCoys” are always far more dangerous and insidious than any of the charlatans could ever try to be. Did I really say that, and what it implies? I did, I did. Holy clay, Batman! Make sure you really know how to hide your hide during such times and blend in anywhere so you can simply appear not to be, in order to remain relatively safe and undetected.

That the lies will not end is a fact,

If a “Truth” is put forth, they’ll redact;

That confusion is blessed,

With Hell’s fortunes confessed,

Keeps us stuck in this maze still intact. 

Is what we do daily to survive this Hell Hole perhaps what actually keeps us here?

When one considers the fact that human beings are by and large habitual and ritualistic, has anyone ever weighed the subsequent benefits and detriments related to the apparent conditioned responses of such myopic behaviors? An analogy: an eggshell initially is absolutely protective of the growing embryo, until such time as the egg contents are ready to embark on a path of greater independence, whereupon the shell ceases to be a protector and becomes an impediment. The question then is: when do habits and rituals cease being protective and become impediments in their life cycle of use? 

Can habitual and ritualistic behaviors associated with human beings be studied under the “host-parasite” (or slave/master) paradigm model? If so, what educational experiences for the host-respondent-student-human can be extracted from the experience of being absorbed, committed, involved with the habit-ritual-teacher-parasite during its connective symbiosis? How are initial contracts established or evolved? How and when are contracts disconnected, completed, resolved, or dissolved? How are benefits and/or detriments evaluated?

Historically, whenever societies have observed a problem within or without the communal borders, there is put forth an effort generally to provide a very temporary “fix” for the problem(s) so that society can resume its standards of procedure without further impediments; like when a window is broken, the necessary tools are brought out to fix the problem; once the problem is fixed, the tools are put away. Taxation, on the other hand, is one such tool that is always professed by politicians as a necessary device used to fix problems, when no other fix was available. That may or may not be the case. However, when looking at a leaky boat, if one professed that continuous and perpetual bailing were to be the solution to avoid sinking, then the providing of tools to permanently repair the holes and leaks would have been inexcusably not considered. Whenever taxation is not used as a limited and very temporary fix (in other words, where taxation has been allowed to be and remain a permanent fix forever to a leaky boat problem) to any of society’s woes, then real and successful fixes have been summarily avoided, ignored, or perhaps have never even been considered. Therefore, it is my contention that whenever taxation for anything is set up and designated as a permanent solution to a temporary problem, all affected by the solution should indefatigably investigate any and all hidden agenda to determine why such a solution as permanent taxation is deemed a perfect solution to a temporary problem, and ferret out the hidden answers, while providing real and practical solutions. As hosts (citizens) we must always consider motives of and behind the parasites (politicians, and their masters) who feed off of us. To do otherwise is a “death” worse than death. 

When trying to work productively in any field, always consult with those who work in the trenches, as they will always accurately inform you as to which pegs will and/or will not fit into the round holes pertaining to each task encountered, making productivity a thing of precision. Then, if you can, seriously try to circumvent the dictates of those above you who think they actually “know better.”

When is “The Reconciliation of Opposites” not “The Rationalization of Excuses?” What side of the fence are we on when we examine existence: the outside of life, or the inside? If all of life is the junk between polarities, then all of the “whys” and “wherefores” are hidden within the back-dropped principles of diversion and obsession. Who is watching whom, and why?

Clarity of expression is understanding without contrast: an invincible disclosure of purpose without antithetical considerations: a “what must be what must be” answer to the question, “Why are there apparent polarities in existence when the Creator is always scripturally designated as a Being of Absolutes?”

“Family” is a word almost as comforting as a cemetery fence.

Do the dead sleep like there’s no tomorrow?

Yaldabaoth is an old name for the Demiurge: the Creator of Man and the World in which we live. He is also called Jehovah or Yahweh. The odd thing is that phonetically the name Yaldabaoth sounds too similar to the line, “You’ll die by oath,” and funny thing, the name may just mean exactly that (“That’s what He does; that’s all He does.”).

Bureaucrats are people who can approach worthless from any and all directions.

All animate creatures, even those who presume to be sentient, surviving in this 7th level of Hell, are necessarily “bottom feeders.” To think otherwise is a sad state of delusion and misperception. This is, after all, the bottom of existence.

When God places the methods, means, and attributes of pure and true religiosity as close as possible to the methods, means and attributes of true and pure insanity, then the camouflage works in both ways so utterly perfectly. That “one way fence,” created to protect God from any and all invaders, is the perfect veil/wall and provides the necessary disclaimers to the “Pearly Gates” that both the saints and the demons need for maintaining the necessary perfect solitude to undermine any and all unwanted seekers. The landscape for genius is probably in the same ballpark.

Q. What is the only difference between our physical bodies and county jail cell bars?

A. The jailer who holds the keys to potentially unlock the county jail cell bars may have a sense of humor.

Another thing that’s funny: In our city it is against the law not to pick up dog poop when walking a dog and the fine is $1,000 dollars a terd for not doing so. However, the companies Tru Green and Chem Lawn (There are probably others, too.) are allowed by law to spray strange chemicals on all city lawns. These chemicals are in fact mutagenic, teratogenic, and carcinogenic (one can look up the statistical information with relative ease) and these chemicals eventually leach into our water supply causing untold levels of deleterious physical effects on everything attempting to live, breathe, and eat in this world. One can safely assume that the dog poop is relatively organic and breaks down nicely as restorative and beneficial fertilizer. I guess I do not need to state whether or not this odd set of circumstances is the result of upside down, moronic, or even demonic thinking.

 “It’s really quite alright ma’am; mental retardation is not contagious, as far as we know.”

Unfortunately, the word “death,” which may connote the passing from this world to the next from this realm, is as inconsequential as turning off a light, closing a door, turning a page in a book, or cleaning up in the kitchen after a meal. In reality, “true death,” or spiritual death, is in fact this life, as we know it, here in this realm of materialization. As I was saying, unfortunately, few in this world are aware of these facts, and if they were, they would reject them summarily and completely as hogwash. Unfortunately, their reactions are also not only quite logical, but they are deliberately anticipated.

A deliberate nefarious act by our government, a “false flag” agenda, will accomplish exactly what the government foresees, as long as nobody behind the scenes talks or releases information about the project and its execution. We shall see. Then again, nothing may be exactly as it seems.

When confusion is recognized as the normal, typical, and enduring state of mind for all human beings in this world, it will neither be critical nor absolving to comment that compassion is utterly necessary and in fact required under all circumstances of interaction on any level and in any venue. To do otherwise is simply self- condemnation and torturous cruelty in every regard.

Are “rebels without a cause” cast outs without a goal or cast outs without a source? Is there a difference?  

What if the story about the “prodigal son” were in fact a story about our periodical sun, as it traverses through the universe, dispensing lavish gifts of “pseudo” life on all of us billions of itty bitty children for almost an eternity of time?

If there are any questions regarding any or all of these ramblings here, may I suggest a very serious look at the major postulates of most religions around the world: God (or whatever name is chosen to signify the Deity) is infinite, omnipresent, omniscient, everything, all knowing, etc.; and (if you will) once having accepted these postulates as absolute and true, just spend a few moments or lifetimes extrapolating from these declared and accepted truths, and figure out that we are all a part of and existing within a living, vibrant singularity that is immortal, divine, and purposeful in any and all details in the universe (“universe” actually means one word). Also this pure Spirit, which encompasses and is within all manifestations, is the only reality. Everything that we experience within the space/time continuum, these temporal levels of existence, is a complete illusion (life within the mirror, the reflection, the “image” of God), and in fact does not exist. The only thing, which does exist, is that which is interchangeable with those things which are perfect, unchangeable, and of the pure Spirit of God [which is that singularity], which were deliberately fractured into separate perfect pieces (including our perfect immortal souls) at the beginning of manifestation. All temporal existence is then a diversion from the savage permanent aloneness experienced by our Divine Singularity surrounded by Nothingness. So all of the forces for good and evil, and whatever, are then completely controlled by One Puppeteer. Should we not then express humble compassion and gratitude for all of our true brothers and sisters (for they all are, without exception) who are stuck here, which means all beings and non-beings, sentient and non-sentient, that exist as manifestations in this world? (All of us here are in the same damned boat.) For that which is inside all of them is exactly identical to that which is inside all of us. Have a nice day, forever.

Trying to feed a wild pack of dogs is like trimming a Christmas tree; there can be no successful outcome.

If “Necessity is the mother of invention,” who is the author of “necessity?”

Unexpected courtesy from one animate entity to another may be the one thing, and perhaps the only thing, that makes all of life worthwhile.

It is never not “just one of those days.”

In my last lifetime, I was a young child in Northern Europe, as I was interred in a concentration camp during the Second World War. I remember so many details about the circumstances of my death in a gas chamber. The deaths of so many children during the Second World War had the same effect on the destiny of mankind as Herod’s massacre of children during the time of Joshua/Apollonius. This lifetime I made the mistake of believing that changes could be made to the basic fabric of this 7th level of Hell, and I have failed completely and utterly to do anything in regards to that perspective (any and all attempts to help or do “good” for mankind). In my next lifetime I am destined to be a Hitler/Stalin character destroying everything I touch. My birthday will be in Taurus, sometime between April 20th and April 31st (see The Pursuit of Destiny by Muriel Bruce Hasbrouck, in reference to Taurus 5s). The grand master Puppeteer of this realm has a “divine” sense of humor. Retribution for attempting to do anything outside of the script of destiny (especially for “good”) produces unspeakable consequences. I don’t care.

The important thing that our current government fails to realize is that there have always been and always will be many souls capable of detecting any and all subversive maneuvers that the government tries to get away with, and there is no defense for higher inner vision which reveals all covert activities. Children in a sandbox can be such mindless, selfish, and innocuous bullies. Oh well.

Some lines drawn in the sand appear as ripples of light and shadow. Other lines drawn in the sand make the Grand Canyon look like a pursed lip smile. Knowing when to cease and desist when confronted by unknown obstacles or unforgivable hazards is the height of wisdom. But obstacles and hazards seldom advertise consequences adequately. The Darwin Awards are not an inexcusable absence of social engineering but the logical consequence of fatefully driven existence. Some individuals, and even organizations, fail to recognize the simple advice, “Watch your step.”

Are wars in this space/time continuum just examples of God’s cooking humanity as a hot meal for His Divine Entourage?

There is nothing cuter or funnier than the optimism of a hungry dog in a kitchen at Thanksgiving.

Dogs are like ghosts; they are always hungry.

It is a shame, I suppose, that psychologists, physicians, lawyers, prosecutors, policemen, and preachers (who all chose their unique professions out of a desire to truly help other people) all have no definitive factual explanations regarding the consequences of successful suicides, for if they did there wouldn’t be any. It is just my opinion, and I could be very wrong, but the act of suicide interrupts a planned lifetime, and the Fates, who rule this realm of materialization with zero sense of humor, exact a scathing retribution of having to finish all of the unfinished lifetime on top of the next lifetime, simultaneously. In other words, the person doing the suicide experiences two lifetimes of work and toil simultaneously in his or her next (immediate) lifetime. Well, have you ever experienced or known the absolute misery of someone who is bipolar [meaning: “two poles”], and wondered how they deserved that fate? Surprise, surprise. The next time (I truly hope there is none) that you encounter someone expressing a desire to commit suicide, relay the above information so that they can realize that dispensing with their current level of “Hell” in fact doubles it (double Hell) almost immediately: not a pretty, nor even a practical, solution, within any logical system of thought. It’s one of those “Be careful what you ask for…” routines. Perhaps the old adage, “stepping out of the frying pan into the fire,” refers exactly to the unexpected results of what a successful suicide would be. Have a nice day.

I am just a plugged in TV with rabbit ears that picks up anything and everything that’s out there and transmits it. The truth or relative truth about it all I leave up to the few in the audience who choose to stop by and observe what comes through and try to make sense of it. However, this is not entirely a disclaimer. I have been around the block enough times to have experienced patterns of cycles of happenstance to be somewhat aware of the processes of life. And I’ve always been extremely curious about how things actually work. But I do not declare any of my conclusions to be true or correct. They may or may not be so. It is very difficult to describe what life is like off of the “Merry-go-round” when one has spent a lifetime on it in perpetual motion: Einstein’s relativity to a “T.”

Rats may be the most dynamic creatures that God ever created. They breed more efficiently than rabbits. They can consume anything and turn it into digestible food. They can adapt to any and all living and inhospitable conditions. They can climb, swim, and run faster than most predators. And they can somehow compress their bodies into less than half their size in order to squeeze through miniscule holes to escape notice or capture. And they can shit and pee anywhere and everywhere while doing all of these things. Most politicians don’t possess all of these skills.

If police do their jobs to protect the laws of the land, what or whom do the laws protect? And don’t answer with a learnèd explanation provided by a spokesperson from the ruling class, please. What you’ve been taught to say may not be the correct answer.

Is God the Supreme Ruler in His universe or a Prisoner in His universe? Is the aloneness for God His friend or His enemy? Is His space/time continuum toy a road to somewhere or a road to nowhere? As God is portrayed in most religions as Creator, Preserver, and Destroyer all at once, what does that make us? These are the same questions that all philosophers throughout time have always asked themselves. The answers are always right here where you left them the last time you set them down when they hurt too much to be endured. It’s “mirror time.” Break out a cold one!

By the way, if you are reading all of this, I sure as hell don’t want you to do anything stupid, ever. I just want you to think long and hard about what you know, what you’ve experienced, what you believe, and step back, relax, smile, and try to discover some contentment within the rampant chaos called life. You’re immortal, for Christ’s sake: you and all the rest of your immortal brothers and sisters who all have an eternity to figure everything out. Ain’t life fascinating? 

The Earth plane is very much like the Titanic: there are only a few life boats, the wealthy and privileged have the upper decks, there is always an iceberg somewhere directly up ahead, the maiden voyage can only end in tragedy, the real explanation for why and how can only be speculated upon: but, guaranteed, whatever explanation is finally agreed upon, it will be wrong, and any and all possible happy endings are forever lost and devoured by an ever moving and volatile sea which never gives up its secrets ever.

I am rather convinced at this point in time that the very few rich and their rather large army of “wannabes” will keep this Titanic world in a permanent state of sinking without chance or dreams of rescue. And if you even so much as think that a second coming from a divine savior is going to miraculously reverse that scenario a full 180º, so that peace and salvation and joy and beneficence will reign here on Earth forever and ever, please share and pass around whatever it is that you’re smoking so the rest of us can get that high.

The only true choices we have in life (which are matters of inner vision, solely) involve being willing to accept one of two alternatives: either accepting the fact that we are prisoners on Earth, prisoners in our bodies, or prisoners in the aloneness of the universe, or accepting the fact that we are free on Earth, free in our bodies, and free in a universe of infinite finite possibilities. These choices are actually both the same in the reality of their consequences, but different in the matter of perspectives regarding acceptance or rejection: A glass half full or half empty anomaly: which, as a perspective, is only a mental construct, which will never ever have any effects on the container or its contents.

Sometimes laws sure as shit are funny. Tobacco and alcohol are two legal ways society allows you to commit suicide slowly. But with one they demand that you do it exclusively indoors and out of public view or you will be arrested. The other, on the other hand, they demand that you do it exclusively out of doors, or you will be arrested. This then becomes a very funny problem for those who wish to drink and smoke at the same time, though society apparently only allows for one form of slow suicide to be used at any given moment. OK, so society’s logic must be that one form of slow suicide (either tobacco or alcohol) is legal, moral, ethical, and tolerable; but both at once? Well that just crosses the motherfucking line! 

If one keeps one’s friends close and one’s enemies closer, what does this then say about one’s relationship with God? A true devotee keeps his eyes open, his back up against the wall, and holds his breath for an eternity without either misgivings or illusions? What an honest display of religiosity this turns out to be!

Apparently life on this plane of existence is somewhat like dancing a waltz or a series of infinite waltzes with God, who is more or less absent for the entire dance(s), but Who still wants to lead, always. It all makes for rather inevitably humorous scenarios: everyone here raucously dancing around in life solo as if being led by an invisible source (a puppeteer?) who determines through periodic accidents, faux pas, throw downs, trips, collisions, etc., that the drunken ballet has purpose, meaning, and is not just an overwhelmingly boorish slapstick cartoon of an adventure. Although we may all be inclined to voice objections to the never stated rules of the ordeal, we are forced over multiple times and experiential travails to realize that we are more audience than participant and must submit to the insane revelry in order to escape ever increasingly worse conditions, which seem to be the consequences of our refusal to comply with being led throughout the dancing. Isn’t this fun: Life at the hands of a silent yet sadistic and humorless choreographer? Is there any way I can get a substitute for this pink tutu, and get a chartreuse or turquoise one like yours? One is somewhat reminded of the very purposeless ending to the movie, 2001, and now wondering if that was indeed its real purpose, just like all of this.  

If all of the actors, extras, soldiers, warriors, etc., on both sides of the battle plain of Kurukshetra in the Bhagavad Gita are in fact Children of God, who then, pray tell, is the Ultimate Bully in the childhood playground sandbox skirmish for glory in the penultimate temporary victory for claims of being top dog in this king-of-the-mountain heap? And what is it all for, really? If you have to pause to look for answers, you may be missing some of the simple essentials involved in the overall picture.

When governmental propaganda is used as a central backdrop for a major Hollywood movie, the result is neither an historical document nor valuable fodder for discussion in any venue. It’s sort of like painting a whore house to look like a church, or dressing up a desiccated child in a bombed out war torn funeral parlor to look like a Macy’s Christmas store front mannequin. No further comment is necessary.  

What if Earth’s designated mystics (through religious scholars, books, scriptures, parchments?) preach, while we are on this side of existence, in this material realm of Creation, that nothing here on Earth really matters, and that Heaven is the only real reality and the only true state of existence; and then when we arrive on the other side we get a different story that the only way to be released from the cycles of birth, death, and rebirth is to experience life in materialization and while here strive for perfection through deeds that will allow us to break the bonds which hold us to the wheel of existence? And these statements of misdirection from both sides actually keep us in a constant swirling motion around and around and around, forever? Any way of determining what is true and what is not? I didn’t think so.

Life and/or living provide no answers for the meaning of such. There are no patterns that reveal a constancy or determination of principles. There are so many variables, exceptions to rules, and undifferentiated anomalies that pervade experience that conclusions are always open ended, unrevealing, and controversial. The only reliable patterns are astronomical, and these only appear as reliable because our lifetimes are so insignificantly miniscule, in comparison to the huge astronomical cycles, that we are unable to record or perceive the slow moving astronomical changes and divergences. Maybe Francis Bacon was right: “To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, creeps in this petty pace from day to day, to the last syllable of recorded time: And all our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty death. Out, out brief candle! Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player, that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and then is heard no more. It is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.” [I would have tried to have written something original here, but I could never have said it better.] 

What if the Fates have determined that there are only two choices in life for roles here on this Earth plane: either to become a host or a parasite. Either choice provides one with an insane preoccupation for being used or using, of feeding or being fed, of giving or taking, of borrowing or being borrowed, of rearranging the landscape of ticky tacky circumstances from here to there or from there to here. There appear to be a very large number, yet still finite number, of things in this universe which we are allowed to arrange and rearrange as long as we do not attempt to discover and communicate and share the meaninglessness of it all. Why do so few here recognize this Earth plane as the 7th level of Hell?  

Is life in and of itself simply poisonous: a veritable self-imposed cancer: a chosen incurable disease: a pledged no-win scenario at best: a lose/lose situation for all? Probably, yes. If so, is it designed this way to off-set Heaven, that end of the line ride, train-like platform of Nothingness, so that the final destination appears to be the greatest thing since sliced bread, when compared with the Hell that is this? Why yes, of course, so that when we get ready to say, “I’ve seen bad things like this turn right around and get worse,” it all won’t really seem that bad (wink, wink, nod, nod). Then, if this isn’t the “be all” and “end all” of perfect idiocy, we then all choose to do it all, over and over again, and again, and again,……….. throughout eternity. Smile, asshole, you’re upsetting the neighbors. 

Sheer ice on a slope;

I have not enough beads on

My rosary here.

Holidays, Holy days, Horror days: all to remind us as to who we are, where we’ve come from, where we are now, and where we’re going: nobody, nowhere, nothing, no how.

Littering is like defecating in public. “The world shits on me daily, so I’m going to shit on the world.” Unfortunately, the world shits on everyone equally daily, without exception (If you don’t think so, please take a good look at the fact that we’re all, without exception, stuck here). The wealthy, privileged, fortunate, and exclusive just hide their moments of catastrophe better than they hope you will ever realize (“Why?” remains the question).

Is all of the phony scripture available worldwide perhaps hiding the true “mysteries” in plain sight? Is it all (the supposed hidden messages) really available only to those exceedingly rare few who are somehow capable of decoding or interpreting it? Is it all, though, made supposedly available to everyone everywhere by God’s emissaries because God somehow feels guilty keeping all of his lost children permanently disenfranchised from real spirituality? What the fuck kind of a game is this anyway?

The problem with becoming famous is that it might all have ended up being not exactly the way you really had intended it, and for maybe all, if not some, of the wrong reasons. The Fates have an unmistakably crazy sense of misbegotten humor, and exercise it whenever it is surprisingly unexpected and most embarrassing.

What does the phrase, “An Eternity in Hell,” mean to you? What do you envision? Just for the Hell of it (pardon the term, please), try to remember that very fateful disclosure in the movie, The Sixth Sense, when Haley Joel Osment lets us all know that, “I see dead people. They’re everywhere. They don’t even know that they’re dead,” and imagine if you will that the movie’s disclosure is actually “perfectly” analogous to this plane of reality. If we are all basically immortal (our souls at least), and we live and die and reincarnate and live and die and etc., and this process goes on forever, with our incessantly returning to this 7th level of Hell called Earth, then that marvelous little line, “An Eternity in Hell,” takes on a very amusing and accurate label. Well, of course, not amusing to us, all of those stuck here, but to our sadistic bastard Puppeteer, it’s really fucking hilarious.  

What are the differences or supposed differences between win/win, lose/lose, win/lose, and lose/win scenarios? Yes, this is a very stupid question. In any sensible world this is absolute nonsense. But is this world in which we find ourselves truly sensible? Or perhaps ever sensible? What can be trusted; or does anything or anyone exist in which trust can be placed? Who or what can be examined to know and espouse the “truth?” Does “truth” even exist? With the awareness that everything in this space-time continuum is in motion (without exception), everything is changeable, transitory, impermanent, and therefore illusory. Everything is in a state of change posited between various levels of polarity, and therefore in a state of relative competition with everything else, whether or not there are temporary alliances due to convenience. The competition makes everything a game; but there are no rules, no reliefs, no goals, and no exits. Those who were designated, before time and space came into existence, to be and remain here, do so without escape. Those who were designated temporary visitors here cannot stay longer than their designated visas allow. Such is this “Matrix.” The chosen were chosen before any of this happened. The non-chosen are and were simply disposable pieces for the game board. The chosen have all known that they were chosen before they even started. Yeah, I know, we aren’t. Have a nice day.

Ping Pong sidewalk ice,

In a barracuda wind,

Exercising death.

We never forget

Our own staged embarrassments,

Like lingering farts.

Divine threats (or should I say warnings, or perhaps even accommodating recommendations) can sometimes take on the strangest avenues of communication. God does not ever want to come across as anything else but nurturing, and loving, and caring, and magnanimously thoughtful, and truly beneficent. One would never ever want to blatantly accuse God of being deceitful, malicious, treacherous, conniving, and reprehensible! In this world? Why, that would be so completely and utterly preposterous. I’d almost want to add something in the same breath about pigs flying. Wouldn’t you? 

The question I have at the moment is: Do human beings, by and large, initiate on their own the use of psychological blinders when assessing how the world apparently works, or are their strange and desperate beliefs in things socially, or divinely, or perhaps even experientially based, or maybe motivated by an acceptable mixture of all of these, or perhaps some yet undiscovered or unnoticed factors? When I was a prep school student many years ago, my close friends and I would sneak away to illegally smoke whenever we got the chance, and our favorite spot was in a wilderness area that was a functioning farm. On one such occasion one warm spring Saturday, we sat for hours smoking and watching a small herd of cows (maybe 12 to 15) as they wandered and ate and wandered and ate. And a very observant friend of mine (MDM the 3rd) noticed that upon occasion, a single cow would stumble, and fall forward and awkwardly try to regain its footing, and by so doing would appear to be moving forward. The other cows, noticing the maneuver, would all look up and assume that the cow knew of a better place to search for grass, and would all jump at the opportunity to follow in the tripped direction. The one cow that had initially stumbled would become aware of the group move and decide that the rest of the herd knew what they were doing, and continue to move in the accidental direction, and the initial tripping or misplaced hoof would be the reason for the group drift. The intermittent subsequent occasional stopping of the herd would be quite similar to the process of moving, but in reverse sequence. We all watched this weird phenomenon for hours, in fascination and amusement. It all appeared to have some credence. We then extrapolated this bizarre behavior onto all of the rest of the human beings we knew at our school. The reach was not a stretch, and the logical steps and conclusions did not seem to produce any inconsistencies. I may have answered my own question (For your information, I, too, am in the same boat, and I don’t even have an oar.). 

If one were to walk into any court of law anywhere in the world and attempt to argue a case without a shred of evidence, no judge would waste his or her time even hearing the case. Yet every preacher, pastor, priest, evangelist, etc., expects and encourages all within and without the congregation to honestly believe, through faith and trust and expectation, that the cases for God, and saviors, and religious principles, and Heaven and Hell, and spirituality all have perfect credence, but without a single shred of solid, irrefutable evidence. Human determinations, decisions, and caprice are such fascinating expressions of livelihood.

Making predictions about anything is as logical as thinking “Peace on Earth” is ever possible.

When one studies the differences between “Hell” and “Bliss,” one must of necessity examine the intrinsic “value” of being permanently alone with one’s thoughts and beliefs. If one places any value on all of those thoughts and beliefs, then one is in “Hell.” If one places no value on those thoughts and beliefs, then one is in “Bliss.” It is all actually that simple.

When it comes to “Hell,” there is never a question about when or where or what type of, or for how long. The one and only choice we all have ever had then is either between “Hell” or “Nothing.” So, my dear friends, which line are you in?

As if the process of giving birth were not enough of a disgusting and brutal and painful and dangerous initiation into life here in this 7th level of Hell, human beings in all societies have to (for some god-awful reasons) produce initiation “hell weeks” for jobs, social clubs, fraternities and sororities, religious organizations, sports teams, political organizations, tribes, clans, etc, etc. What group of macho morons came up with this unenviable shit? What imbecilic talents do they want any initiate to demonstrate so that he or she appears better than or superior to other unworthy candidates? What levels of embarrassment are expected and socially engineered to be inevitable outcomes of such lunacy? These rituals survive and thrive on ostracism. What unadulterated horse shit!!!!! (I just realized that all sports competitions and all subsequent and commensurate “fandom” experiences without exception, exemplify this crap!)

Why is it that the greatest defenders of God are his most select victims? (Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer?)

When it comes to garbage collection, it doesn’t matter how much the whole industry is actually worth. There are only a few egoless individuals who do not mind putting their bare hands into muck and grunge daily, and they are absolutely necessary for all of these jobs to be performed. Hospital, school, and nursing home employees, as well as grunt soldiers, policemen, and firemen also fit into this category (there are lots and lots of others I’m missing here, but you get the picture). Life’s rubric is not a functional enough sieve to dispense with those who make existence possible. These are not necessarily heroes. They are just compassionate simple folk who don’t know any better, and don’t mind anonymity. 

When it comes to motes around castle walls, examine if you will the various and sundry laws and privileges that surround the Elite and the wealthy. They take on the same protective shielding backdrop that surrounds “Heaven” from intrusion. Now examine if you will the contents of the mote and who designs it and keeps it the way it is, and why. Then examine all of life and see who keeps it exactly the way it is. As above, so below?

It is quite amazing to me that life can be so incredibly hard on its own, yet mankind makes it inevitably exponentially worse at every turn, and seems almost compelled to do so.

Purposelessness is the permanent state of abject disenfranchisement that we think we can unravel in order to discover some or all of the secrets regarding this 7th level of Hell that we call life on Earth. Its answers simply do not exist. They never have. But we all keep trying forever. It really is the true embodiment of Einstein’s definition of insanity. So the choice or question is this: Do we attempt to make sense of “The Great Nothing” in motion, or attempt to make sense of “The Great Nothing” in motionlessness? Hell of a choice, isn’t it?

When parasites (government officials) enlist the help of harvesters to extract life supports from the “have-nots” of the world, it resembles an outbreak of a contagion, except that normally expected public health reactions, anticipations, and resolutions are always nonexistent, deliberately. Also, you had better believe that all existing laws are on the side of the harvesters, because they are. Complaints of any sort only increase the levels of retribution that you will encounter, and from which you, as a matter of course, will suffer.

There are almost no examples of humanitarian success stories that will ever be recorded for posterity’s sake during this time period in the Kali Yuga, though there are perhaps many that could be. Mythologies and histories resplendent with wars and conquests and human frailties and depredations will most probably abound.

The Chi Rho symbol,☧, which Constantine used on his military flag, is actually a Cho-ku-rei or Chakra symbol (the P aspect) superimposed onto a cross (the X aspect), which means that the seven levels of existence, or our pathways through the universe (the P aspect) are then superimposed onto a cross (the X aspect) which is the quartering of the universe into active and passive, and positive and negative, principles. That this combined symbol was also used extensively with the symbols for Alpha and Omega, Α and Ω, means that a mysterious message was and is being conveyed: The Chi Rho symbolizes a P and an X, and the Alpha and Omega symbolize an A and an O. The resulting words are PAX and POX. PAX, meaning Peace, indicates any season of Spring, which represents birth and growth.  POX, meaning disease, indicates any season of Fall, which is decay and death. The Chi Rho symbol,☧, then is simply a representation of the yearly life cycle of existence, no more, no less (things always beginning in PAX, Peace, and ending inevitably in POX, Death). 
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More words have been spent in the pages of explanation to describe the benefits and rewards of, and justification for, glorious combat, while attempting to dispel the realities of military’s Hell, than were ever written attempting to describe, in all of the scriptural books ever written, the love and nurturance of our absent God.

Commercial America spews forth an unending torrential mountain of useless garbage expecting that all human beings will be and/or will become relentless self-absorbed consumers, addicts, and wanton competitors striving for a perpetual treadmill lifestyle of dollars for junk for prestige for privilege for dollars for junk for prestige for privilege for dollars for junk for…………………

There are always more dirty dishes for the sink, more groceries to buy, more animals to be rescued, more bills to be paid, more leaves to be raked, more dirt to be swept, more friends to be clicked, more films to be watched, more meetings to be scheduled, more exercises to be preformed, more thoughts to be entertained, more poems to be written, more fears to be expelled, more missed opportunities to be excused, more failed trials to be shelved, more mistakes to be ignored: each experience like gum, or worse, stuck to the bottom of one of your shoes that takes time, and careful effort, embarrassment, and a stick from the back yard to remove. There is always a hint of not quite audible laughter going on somewhere beyond sensing that makes the skin crawl and the sweat pour and the inevitable acceptance seem like a skinned knee, a stubbed toe, a loose eye lash, a wet pillow. 

Is the reason that leaves turn brilliantly gorgeous and admirable colors in the Fall because our Creator wants us all to realize or recognize that the processes of death and decay have an astounding and enviable beauty to them?

Q. – What are the differences between imbecilic bureaucratic bumblings and brilliantly executed executive inevitabilities?

A. – Whether or not you are in a position that requires hip boots, an umbrella, a survival kit, and a map designating safe routes to the quickest and nearest “exits.”

Whenever I see pennies on the ground, I always pick them up. They always give me a true sense of my life and worth.

What is worse: The threat of Hell or Hell itself? 

I am utterly and completely alone with my thoughts. It’s as if I were a 21st century “Cassandra,” and Zeus were the incessant timelessness of silence.

Waving flags is a sign of conquest or surrender, or a sign of a request for rescue, or a sign of celebration within rigid social stability and tradition. Waving flags is never a sign of peace, friendship, and love, unless those abstractions now come with designated forms of accepted weaponry.

Why is it that most teachers in the US are expected and recommended to display such extreme levels of socially acceptable conformity in dress, manners, thought, expression, decorum, style, etc., etc., while attempting to espouse creativity, originality, excitement, innovation, and liveliness about all things to be explored, learned, invented, and discovered? Are you perhaps thinking that a type of cognitive dissonance is being conveyed here? Holy shit!!!!!!!

I got Altas fucking beat. I regularly juggle more than 2 worlds at once incessantly. He just fucking carries one around with him all day. Big deal. And for most women in the world, they juggle at least half a dozen or more worlds all at the same time without so much as a thank you from anyone for their labors. Altas, Schmatlas! Give me a break.

Perhaps even monsters nurture their reptilian children as if they were Mother Theresa suckling a ward of lepers; just as sleet warms budding crab grass, or smog bedews concrete, or laws cradle the poor and hungry, and time reaches forth a hand to tuck in grave stones with new sod.

I never had any intention of becoming the most dangerous person on the planet; that was just a hole I happened to fall into.

If you take human beings and treat them like flower pots, they will eventually break.

Hell on Earth is forever and ever,

Death as life is not noble it’s clever,

All life’s pathways with tolls,

Signify who controls, 

Heaven’s gates that scream, “No. Not now. Never!”  

What’s the difference between a paranoid schizophrenic and a realist? It depends entirely on how dangerous that individual appears to be to the State and whether or not that individual is able to stay under the radar and remain unnoticed and for how long.

“The sky is brittle! The sky is brittle! The sky is brittle! The sky is brittle!………………………….”

When collusion between gods and men is seen as a usual seasonal display of normalcy, it would be best for those who try to make an ethical difference in the world to lay extremely low on a permanent basis and perhaps feign madness, derangement, or perfect imbecility in both public and private endeavors. Otherwise, accidents of a decidedly insidious nature are far more than likely bound to occur to all those in one’s immediate vicinity. Experience can be a ruthless and overly precise and exacting teacher. If you wish to test this, try to protect yourself and all those around you with every seen and unforeseen measure. You may be quite surprised.

Which is funnier: Being seriously humorless or being humorlessly serious?

How come the Mayan Calendar never mentioned the idea, “Final Clearance?”

When it comes to religious practices, I am definitely a candidate for a diagnosis of “Stockholm Syndrome.”

Life’s Architect is one very sick motherfucker: when anything goes right in our lives, it is God’s work and His glory; when anything goes wrong in our lives, it is because we have made bad choices. 

I have seen and read the handwriting on the wall. It is not the usual, “Mene, mene, tekel upharsin!” It now reads, “Disclosure never arrives before closure; and at that point, it is not necessary.”

What is the only difference between human beings and earthworms? Simply the quantity of food we consume.

I’ve always had an ego bigger than my asshole, and my asshole could swallow the world.

Sadness is a condition that is both solitary and personal, yet is deep, wide, without horizons, timeless, endless, and discouraging. It is the ultimate result of life. It seems to be standard accompaniment with failure. And failure is always the finish line.

I now understand why all true mystics remain celibate. No conscientious and knowledgeable human being would ever want to be held responsible for bringing another human being into this Hell Hole, even as a well thought out joke, or under extreme duress, threat, or blackmail.

Divine lies appear to be the most sacred possessions that human beings cling to. It is a very odd circumstance. I truly wonder at the extreme measures people go through to elevate and perpetuate the myths they uphold, traditionalize, and worship. How meaningless must lives be before illusions and delusions are more sacred than their own pedantic realities? Holy shit, both figuratively and literally!!!!!!!

Only exclusivity and privilege regarding residency, employment, and education could exist so demonstrably in this world with such perfection, sincerity, and resilience as proof of this 7th level of Hell. Looking at it all as objectively as possible is like analyzing barn flies fighting over a steaming pile of fresh horseshit.

Death is just a marvelous utilitarian tool for lassoing stray sheep (who may have been able to disrupt the cosmic order by demonstrating successful rebellion) and removing them from any potential disorder (in other words: their potentially educating others in the means for true permanent escape), which is never allowed. The manufactured superficial peace of this realm is always maintained through deliberately constructed chaos. It all works perfectly well, because it doesn’t. Those who are lassoed, are carefully recycled and returned as innocent mindless beginners. Such is the mobius strip merry-go-round we’re stuck in, forever.

Fate is always an alarming display of merrily successful anger and misfortune that leaves victims and audience participants aghast, sympathetic, astounded, and preachy: all of those things which keep everyone and everything always coming back for more. It may be the perfect example of an endless loop.

Unfortunately Mother Nature does not discriminate between lucky and stupid.

The malfunctioning windshield wiper is never on the passenger side of the windshield.

All normal human beings seem to spend a tremendous amount of time daily in talking to themselves attempting to justify their thoughts, actions, beliefs, decisions, and choices, etc. These appear to be normal behaviors. Their attempts at justification are necessary reinforcements for functioning self worth and emotional stability, and are requirements for survival in the day-to-day drudgery, terror, and dysfunction of life in this realm of materialization. Normal thoughts, behaviors, inclinations, and dispositions, etc., generally flow into what would be objectively observed to be the median or socially acceptable mainstream of conformity, for good or ill. Safety, security, and happiness seem to be very tightly linked and are presumed positions affecting and determining personal choices universally. However, when anyone or anything happens to espouse alternative opinions regarding the nature of existence or reality that demonstrate radical differences from the mainstream, and these differences challenge, disrupt, conflict with, and/or undermine any aspect of anyone’s personal or world views regarding anything, then a shit storm of reaction commences. It all makes the Tunguska Blast in Siberia look more like a birthday party water balloon fight. And then all of the ensuing disparities and discords exemplify the Tower of Babel to perfection. It must make all of the Heavenly Host as gleeful as Hell, where the old adage, “Divide and conquer,” never fails to succeed in its execution.  

I’m so fucking poor I’ve had bank deposits bounce.

Indoctrinating children under the age of 13 with any religious teachings of any kind should be considered a criminal offense. Let them all explore the goddamned world on their own and let them draw their own personal conclusions. They’d all be better off.

It only takes one enormously tragic experience to change an overly optimistic human being into a permanently despondent pessimist.

The road to oblivion is an expressway under construction, lined with incessant orange barrels, stopped traffic, idle bulldozers and hard-hatted workmen chatting and drinking coffee, and with signs indicating your tax dollars at work.

The lost when lost try to help all the rest of the lost when lost. There are no causes.

Banks at their very essence perfectly and completely exemplify this world in which we live, and this world in turn perfectly and completely exemplifies banks. 

If I ever get enough money (not likely), I am going to get a license plate for my ‘beater’ car that reads: “GODSNME,” and then let people guess (without ever revealing the intent) what I actually meant with the message. I’ll probably explain to all who ask that it means exactly what he, she, or they guess or think what it means.

The problem I have with all “authority” is that it always, without fail, hates to be questioned regarding anything. That is its failing, its Achilles Heal, its worst nightmare. My problem is that I refuse to comply with anything unquestioningly. I will never be complicit in anything where I can’t see the effects it has on others, if I can fucking help it. I am that worst nightmare. I am Toto pulling aside the curtain for all to see what is revealed.

One thing you may not realize: I do have a tremendous respect and admiration for all (without exception) who have taken upon themselves the humble role of foot soldiers for any country in any war at any time or place throughout the epochs of time. Their perception of sacrificing themselves to uphold a greater duty, responsibility, and moral obligation is without condemnation and should be held in praise for all their unselfish efforts. I just take exception to all of the leaders, politicians, and businessmen behind the scenes throughout history who have moved these rare brave human beings around the global chessboard like dispensable pawns for purely economic excuses. Please understand my critical viewpoint regarding all wars and their hidden agenda, for I am uncompromising in my perceptions. 

What if the Earth is just a cosmic factory and human beings are what are being produced?

You know you’re poor when shopping at Goodwill is an extravagance.

When you are the blind leading the blind, everything is your fault. When you are the blind following the blind, you are just being stupid.

Are churches actually psychic blood banks that the gods use as receptacles for gathering much needed energy for their existence? They all seem pretty useless for us, so there must be some functional reason for their ridiculously common proliferation, almost like drug stores on every street corner, but in reverse utility. I bet the gods look at us the same way we look at cattle in Chicago stockyards. I wonder if wars for us are picnics for them. Do you suppose we’ll ever wake up and determine we can start the next episode of “Rise of the planet of the humans?” Yeah, me neither.

I suspect that my final resting place will be a jail, an insane asylum, or a landfill. I don’t think cemeteries have vacancies reserved for faithless beings who refuse to cease to question.

Weeds are flowers you can’t get rid of.

If no timid mice will ever come forward to attempt to bell the cat, why not just ask the cat if it wouldn’t like to be the most precious, beautiful, original, and gorgeously unique creature by wearing a glamorous bell and showing up all the rest of the unappreciative and jealous cats in the neighborhood? Works every time!!! Who do you think sold the emperor his new clothes?

Mother Nature is the cowgirl who keeps almost all human beings as corralled branded docile frightened timid socially dependent creatures armed to the teeth and trained to shoot at the drop of a hat their own shadows if necessary.

Death by Bureaucracy: When standing in line for daily crumbs requires ten pages of signed and approved forms stamped by several different agencies from different locales before one is eligible to receive a predetermined meager allotment based on income, family size, veteran status, earned income credit, mortgage payments, bank accounts, credit card debt, college loans, insurance payments, federal, state, and local taxes, etc., etc., etc…….Whereupon, eligibility may be denied for any unfortunate failure in compliance, real or imagined.

Is this world more insane than the people who inhabit it or the gods and fates who run it?

There is nothing sadder or more heart wrenching to view than a vacant farm field or empty wooded lot on a cold dark wet day in the dead of winter, when spring is further away than yesterday’s unfulfilled dreams.

Why is it that the overall impetus to generate, promulgate, and protect huge clots of money through fencing everywhere produces all of the signs of death and decay and rot through perfectly devised social isolation? Yet this is the intelligence of the unrivaled American Dream. We do not yet realize that we carry Satan around in our wallets and smile and laugh at his presence, given and received, with delight at every transaction. Are we fools in training, or expert fools who train? 

Answers? Answers? Why the hell are we always looking for answers? The questions are all cruel enough without looking for the damned answers. You think answers are going to make things appreciably better? Take another toke instead, now, please.

The size of a bureaucracy is inversely proportional to its efficacy, though the amount of revenue it generates is also inversely proportional to its humanity. The question is, which is more important? Yeah, I know, dumb question.

Asymptotic lines,

Algebraically lettered

Algorithmically.

Why is it that the people who do the least amount of work get paid the most, and the people who do the most amount of work get paid the least? If you don’t think this is funny, why is it that the folks on the top of the pile have full authority and zero responsibility and the folks on the bottom have zero authority and full responsibility? Just remove the duct tape from over your mouth and answer the question.

When low rent housing units become indistinguishable from multiple public utility storage units, we will have dug all the way through to China. 

The “I Ching” was supposedly first brought to China in the possession of the refugee first emperor Fu, known as “Kung Fu Tze,” or also known as the first of many with the name “Confucius,” at the time of the great deluge about 11,000 years ago from the sunken island of Atlantis. The book may have been in existence for as long as 15,000 years before Emperor Fu brought it to China. In hexagram #10, “Treading,” there is an unusual set of lines (pg. 44, The I Ching, or Book of Changes, The Richard Wilhelm Translation, Bollingen Series XIX, Princeton University Press, 1950): “The small and cheerful [Tui] treads upon the large and strong [Ch’ien]. The direction of movement of the two primary trigrams is upward. The fact that the strong treads on the weak is not mentioned in the Book of Changes, because it is taken for granted.” [boldface mine, TWG]. If these somewhat learned lines (boldfaced) are ancient assessments of typical human behavior, that are better than 25,000 years old and are as true and real and “dead on” now as they were then, it perhaps indicates how little we have progressed in any manner of civilized growth. I, for one, am not surprised.

What is the difference between candy and jewelry? One is slightly less temporary than the other.

There is really no difference between the food purchased off an extremely expensive four-star restaurant menu and a kid’s meal at Micky D.s. All of it ends up eventually as fodder for the local waste treatment plant, and who values that?

Illiteracy is a much more efficient, productive, and dangerous weapon than guns ever were, and our government knows it.

Do you know what a slow burn in Hell really is? Life as we know it.

I would never trust the ambitions of a young college bound student who pads his or her college application resume with rendezvous stints in multiple community service organizations in order to appear more magnanimous, gregarious, and humanitarian. But colleges typically fucking love it as it makes their student body seem actually humanitarian and philanthropic and not so much completely mercenary. 

No matter how much rich people try to avoid living in close proximity to poor people, their efforts result in failure, always, and no matter how much poor people try to emulate rich people, their efforts follow the same path of despair. Polarities seem to always demand almost a perfect equality of incidence and yet almost always a perfect inequality of circumstance. Scientists would rarely call this a satisfactory balance in any objective universe.

Is it possible that the more money one has the more one will take life seriously, as if that were possible; and conversely, the less money one has the less likely it is that one will take life seriously? Maybe data through a Pierson’s Correlation would show something, or perhaps just a plain old Chi Square.

“Dear God, who ever abused You as a Child? Whatever happened to You that was so traumatic that You had to take it out on all of us children? What the fuck were You thinking that it was OK to allow for all of the deliberately planned perpetual and continuous negativity that thrives so imperviously on this Earth? What dream did You realize that made for a directorship from a state of invisibility and silence? And You demand allegiance, after and in spite of all this rampant shit, that You would never ever have had a hand in? Fuck You and the four horses You road in on!!!!!!”

Why is it that the underbelly of every very deliberately charitable organization, that is primarily a moneymaking business, is coated with snake scales encrusted with slithery dirt?

Do automotive mechanics, in order to be employed and functional and capable of surviving in this world, require that cars regularly break down and need repairs? Do doctors, in order to be employed and functional and capable of surviving in this world, require that other people regularly get sick, ill, maimed, and/or physically crippled? Do teachers, in order to be employed and functional and capable of surviving in this world, require that other people be uneducated, stupid, ignorant, and/or misinformed? Do policemen, in order to be employed and functional and capable of surviving in this world, require that other people be thieves, crooks, and murderers? Do soldiers, in order to be employed and functional and capable of surviving in this world, require that there be wars, skirmishes, and unresolved civil conflicts? Should we not be more careful about what we do anticipate and what we do not anticipate regarding anything? Is this a “Judge not that ye be not judged,” sort of thing? Just asking. And then what about Firemen? Social workers? Transportation construction workers? Paramedics? Coroners? Funeral Home directors? Clergy? Insurance salesmen? If we live in a society that forever anticipates disasters at every turn, they will most assuredly happen; and it will always be a matter of when, and not if (and forget ever talking about politicians).

When people become as mindless as institutions, then there is no lower bottom than here.

People who practice pretension to perfection may never discover that other people’s hearts have longings.

If fish are starving enough, they will fight over jumping at the nearest worm on a hook, like prostitutes after cash, like teachers after classroom attention, like politicians after votes, like children after balloons.

You know you’re old when all of the stupidities you’ve ever committed and catalogued to memory cease to be embarrassing due to their extreme profusion, continuance, and relation to you as a practical second, if not first, nature.

Just another perfect example of futility: On a morning walk, February 2nd, watching a young man bare handed in the middle of a snow storm with out door temperatures in the teens attempting to fill up his car tires at a gas station to an even 32 pounds per square inch regulation because, he thinks, even this matters.

What if the levels of violence in the US were causally and commensurately linked to high fructose corn syrup & cane sugar food consumption?

The problem with life is that if you are looking for answers, they all need to be guessed at. And the reason for this is that all of the questions also need to be guessed at. If you think that there is a truly definitive manual somewhere with both answers and questions (or some of either) you will be eternally disappointed. Even all of the millions of books out there everywhere are fraught with limited human interpretations regarding “truth” and they are all wrong or misinformed to some degree. All of life is a diversion, vacation, and deliberate obfuscation so we don’t have to confront the hardcore reality that we are all utterly alone in a universe surrounded by nothingness eternally. So we made up an unending illusionary movie that we all participate in to keep our focus eternally distant from the hardcore truth about our being stuck alone surrounded by nothingness. It seems to have worked. Almost all of the billions of souls currently here on Earth have no idea about this dilemma. Therefore, because the final reality is so bad, or simply distressing, in order to make it not seem so bad, in comparison, this world on Earth had to be made far worse so that life in “Heaven” would appear that much better, when we get there. Are you following me? We spend a lifetime in ignorance suffering through one mishap after another to the point where we are discouraged, exhausted, depleted, and needing a break just before we give up and die. And that rest, or vacation, that we then need when we get to “Heaven” seems so refreshing, that we can then ignore the facts that these final questions of who and what we truly are and where we truly are will never arise. And then we get ready for a brand new life back here on Earth all over again, over and over and over forever. This cycle of existence has been going on eternally. It is in fact the infinity of God, played out for all of us everywhere. Perhaps the statement, “Ignorance is bliss,” is absolutely correct in every regard. Have a nice eternity.

Are the seasons that we experience a very slow gently rocking back and forth of our cradle by the hand of eternity?

Walking is a thinking man’s library.

Accidents never are. They are, instead, experiences for alternative possibilities or understandings.

If I spend an entire lifetime attempting to figure out all of life, will I have forgotten it all before my next incarnation?

What do church bells signify, announce, or proclaim? Do you suppose Pavlov would be astounded or proud?

Miracles are when God is blindsided by Mother Nature’s sense of humor, and vice versa.

If some people exercise to try to stay young and healthy, is that not one of the dumbest things you’ve ever heard of? 

All of my siblings are smarter than I am. It is not difficult being smarter than a television set.

Death, Hunger, and Love are sisters and they continuously argue as to who should be in control and when. As long as they are arguing, we are relatively safe.

What should I pack for my next afterlife, I wonder?

When it is finally recognized that you are a stranger in a strange land (if, in fact, you are so fortunate as to be able to acquire that perspective), is it more important to be able to cover your tracks, cover your ass, or cover your eyes?

Sometimes the rewards in life are measured in cruelties.

Is money, like manna, the ultimate social glue? A dream realized? Whose dream?

Perhaps the last key to the last gate in any lifetime is the ability to “let go.” It may be that its use is accomplished voluntarily or involuntarily. Regardless, time (and all of its tools) will eventually cause the key to be inserted and turned to allow the one-way gate to be opened. How one learns to approach that key makes for either perfect liberation or complete slavery, or an unusual mix of the two. It is an odd dilemma of lessons. The experience of participating is the necessary silent teacher. And one never knows about the test scores and results. Good luck, although luck has nothing to do with it.

I just wish that life were not a fight to the death, that’s all.

Who are the greater prisoners: those who reside on the inside of prison walls, or those who reside on the outside of prison walls? Yes, it is a trick question.

The ultimate example of stupidity: when a driver uses the vehicle (IN WHICH HE IS DRIVING) as a threat during road rage. Why not just hand the dumb fuck a gun and say, “ OK, here’s your gun; there’s your foot; take careful aim; nice shot; oh, please don’t scream like that!!!!!”

Life is strange enough as it is without my having to infuse my imagination into it and making it worse.

Many years ago, in the early 1970s, perhaps, I happened to watch a Marlin Perkins episode of National Geographic’s Wild Kingdom one Saturday afternoon. Marlin and company had been approached by an anthropologist from somewhere in Africa with an unusual story regarding a native tribe and some successful measures they had discovered for capturing monkeys. So the film crew went to film the events and demonstrate the techniques involved. The events went something like this: The African tribesmen would go to a clearing where the monkeys lived and let the monkeys in the trees (hundreds of them) observe the entire set up. The natives brought in fresh coconuts and drilled a single ¾ inch hole in each. Then they would pour out the liquid contents and fill the emptied coconut with rice. A large metal corkscrew attached to a 15 foot heavy chain was attached to the coconut and the chain was then attached to a metal stake that was pounded securely into the ground. Then the natives retreated beyond the clearing and waited. After a while the monkeys would slowly come out of the trees and descend to the clearing floor. The most brave would run up to a coconut bearing the rice and reach in through the drilled hole and grab a fist full of rice. Unfortunately, due to the small size of the hole, once a fist full of rice had been grabbed the fist was then too large to retract out of the hole and the monkey was trapped (as long as he held onto the rice). The tribesmen would then walk up to the frantic monkey and put him in a crate because the monkey would refuse to let go of the rice (apparently they value rice more than freedom). After the monkey was removed from the clearing, the natives would retreat from the clearing and another monkey having observed the entire previous capture would come down out of the trees, approach a coconut, and reach in for the rice and proceed to get captured. The sequence went on all day until the natives had as many monkeys as they wanted. There appear to be many profoundly impactful metaphysical lessons in this story. 

I just heard on the radio that the “Waste Management Phoenix Open” is the name of a professional golf tour championship game recently won by Phil Mikelson. I don’t think I can honestly make further comment on this.

Sometimes in life the tree does not fall too far from the acorn. 

If all of the space time continuum depends for its very existence on the balancing of polarities in every detail, one might say that duplicity is its very nature.

Slaughter is a societal predilection. How it is routinely packaged as sane, anticipated, and traditionalized is comforting. Communal acceptance of slaughter is second nature. Adversarial controversy over it is never endorsed, expected, or understood. It is as natural as Christmas, Easter, and the flag. Bah, bah, bah.

When one comes to the realization that “rescue is no longer possible,” could it be that it never really was? All it would have ever required would have been a simple change in destiny, and then again, maybe even that would have been an impossibility.

When “Alea iacta est” is practiced by any branch of the government, it is indicative of either a door opening or a door closing. In either case wariness, on the part of all potential victims or casualties of collateral damage, needs to become a 24/7 full time preoccupation. But the wariness needs to be augmented with deliberate lines drawn in the sand, crafted for those who occupy not only the material but also the immaterial realms to demonstrate the seriousness of the stance for liberties. Such lines in the sand, if drawn perfectly, will bring down all of the houses of cards, both here and beyond, at once, should crossing of the lines occur from any aspect or pawn in the system, company, or celestial hierarchy. Then we shall see whose “Alea iacta est” is bigger and badder. This may be the ultimate game of chicken ever played out. Hold onto your hats, if you have them. Is there anybody out there wishing or wanting to play games with the booby trap and risk everything (yes………..everything), just for the permanent Hell of it?

The threat of past and future winters cannot easily or reasonably hide in the throws of an unseasonably brutal July heat. Memory is a stranger bedfellow than expectation, but somewhat more reliable.

There will come a time in the not too distant future when an astounding number who represent the overwhelming majority, but who possess a devotedly limited and insubstantial voice, will beg for totalitarianism, as they will have become utterly convinced and conditioned that this form of confinement through concealment is the most beneficial “light” at the end of their tunnels. I would have said, in the far distant past, “Heaven help us,” but I realize now that Heaven and its Earthly pawns are absolutely in control of and behind this unusual phenomenon in perfect collaboration. There will be no safe refuge, asylum, or secure island apart from the disaster, and any thought of rescue will have been quashed before the tightening of controls were put into irrevocable position. And the propaganda after this somewhat “coup d’etat” will be much more aggressive, extensive, and overwhelmingly noxious than previously. And if you don’t think so, just sit back and watch it all unfold. It’s been in the works for a very, very long time.

When assholes legislate: The United States of America in 2014 is the result.

The reason that none of us is ever truly missed when we leave this Earth plane is that we all know deep down inside that we all return, over and over and over and over and over again, ad infinitum; and disappearing for a short time somehow appears necessary, like needing a rest when going to bed for a bit. How much like little children we all are in fact.

Those who live in and/or perpetuate poverty, with their insistence on “fairness,” fail always to recognize or explore the avenues of jeopardy which sustain it, persist in following all the rules which maintain it, resist any and all temptations to undo it, thwart any change which may disallow it, and fight for the privilege of caring for it, as it must be, it has to be, it most assuredly is, holy.

Deprivation is the universal oil that greases the machinery of chaos and perfects its continuous operation.

While the world is now on fire with the love of God, I seem to have misplaced my fiddle.

When actors play roles reflecting parts showing people slowly dying, do they ever consider that they may be rehearsing for their own futures?

Do you suppose that maybe some fish in the ocean ever consider the Lenten Season as an annual Pogrom?

In this realm of materialization, nothing ever stays sacred for long,

if it ever did or was.

One of the most comical deceptions in the world at any time or place in history involves the word, “advantage,” like when watching three jackals in a desert fighting over a scrap of ostrich gristle, while a dozen or so buzzards wait for the perfect opportune moment to jump in and steal the prize; just like watching any working day on the Wall Street trading floor.

Do privileged and upper class fleas have gated communities in the best real estate areas of a dog?

There is quite a difference between mistakes and deliberately planned attacks. God doesn’t make mistakes.

If you enjoy observing society at its most hideous, take a gander at the current warfare between the authorized casinos in the state of Ohio and the unlicensed Internet Cafes. There is currently legislation before the Ohio House of Representatives proposed by the casino people attempting to outlaw the internet cafes: therefore we have two groups of unsavory parasitic organizations in competition with each other fighting over who has more right to sink their unquenchable vampiric fangs into any and all human hosts who have fallen prey to the disease of gambling. And the State of Ohio is actually playing referee for these organizations, as their competition may provide for more jobs and greater economic opportunities for the citizens of Ohio and everyone will benefit. Un huh, that must be it.

Are those who are fearless simply individuals who possess a sincere convincing belief that they are destined for eternal salvation, or are those who are fearless simply individuals who don’t care one way or the other about their futures, as they are resigned to whatever fatality befalls them and are enjoying the ride wherever it takes them for good or ill? And are those who continuously ruminate in fear those who are resigned to a future of eternal punishment because they see no break in the perpetual disenfranchisement they experience daily and have had no indication that it would ever end regardless of what they might attempt to do to alleviate it? Or are those who fear so used to the comfort of being afraid that they gravitate to anything and everything that continues the shocks, which generate those fears, and don’t care to look for relief at any time or anywhere to disrupt that pattern they have become accustomed to? 

If one is forcibly being put out to pasture, does this mean that one is being pasteurized, like being boiled to a state of being totally innocuous, harmless, and purposeless? 

“To prevent that thing from happening,” is such a marvelously contrived piece of speculation; go ahead, unroll those dice; go ahead, try.

We come and go in the sigh of a ghost, like mites of fear in a shriek of moonlight, and we are all just as consequential.

Beware of all supposed critical decision-making that requires self- imposed blinders.

I don’t belong to a herd. I don’t think I ever did. And I am truly surprised that I haven’t been sought out and hunted down by any of the millions of herds out there and deliberately culled for being defective. They are failing their prime directive.

Sometimes losing battles are the only games in town; well, maybe not quite like that, more like always.

When “being led down the rosy path” leads to certain uncertainty, you will know you’ve arrived.

When I think about everything I’ve learned, observed, experienced, and conjectured about, all conclusions appear more insane, ludicrous, and improbable than possible, except for all of the obvious facts indicating that the “mallard test” is 100% positive and reliable (waddles, swims, quacks, flies: it’s a duck!).

Does new knowledge about anything require confirmation from more than two other sources, sort of like triangulation? Actually confirmation of new knowledge probably requires “parody” to assume transcendence into historical reckoning. Any new viewpoint ever, though, will always attract counterpoint from opposing stations, demanding debate, trial, data, legions of supporters, and unending conflicts and skirmishes, let alone wars, and rewrites of protocol determinations and scientific analyses. Conclusions of any merit will be ransacked, deposed, and disallowed through misinformation blitzes. Of course the older original theories will eventually subsume any new knowledge into a startling mythology for all to adhere to and believe, and the new knowledge will eventually look very much like the old. Such is progress.

Since when is agenda not personal?

You will know that you will have reached societal homeostasis when all of the stone statues in the world have become more real and alive than the historical and mythological figures that they represent.

The words “hope,” “change,” and “new directions” are just navigational keys on military maps used by dictators.

The words “flag” and “flock” etymologically and linguistically are near equivalents, so when you spout, “I pledge allegiance to the flag,” you are saying, in essence, “I pledge allegiance to the flock.” Comforting, sort of, isn’t it? Maybe not.

Losing face is only a consideration when one has a face to lose.

I think that the only ones capable of referring to the pervasive whiteness of a freshly fallen winter snow as a “blanket” are those who have experienced generations of unfailing and unremitting comfort and ease.

Awareness of and commencement of having gratitude and compassion for all of humanity does not come about when one discovers that one is completely and utterly in the hands of the Fates in all details of one’s life (or, should I say, at the mercy of that Steamroller), but when one discovers or realizes that all of humanity, without exception, is also in exactly the same boat. 

Lies are the oxygen that allows all businesses to breathe.

Two hundred years from now the next two generations of people, who at this point in time have not even been born yet, will all be dead.

When happiness is solely arrived at by assuaging egos, then we are all fucked.

“You are being charged with a Class “D” Act of Poverty. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say or do may be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to consult with an attorney before speaking with the police and to have an attorney present during questioning now or in the future. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you before any questioning, if you wish. If you decide to answer any questions now, without an attorney present, you will still have the right to stop answering at any time until you talk to an attorney. Knowing and understanding your rights as I have explained them to you, are you willing to answer my questions without an attorney present? So, you was cold, you was hungry, and you was sick? You is against the law. Lock this dumb worthless motherfucker up.”

Q. – In today’s world, what is the difference between shoppers and thieves?

A. – Opportunity.

The difference between talking and doing is the same difference as that between applying deodorant and building an outhouse.

When civil opportunity ceases to be anything more than a carrot on a string on a pole held by the lawmakers and their upholders, then protests, strikes, and revolutions are the inevitable next steps taken by the lower classes, because death and starting all over again are not worse than mass subjugation, disenfranchisement, and segregation.

When conformity to all bureaucratic timetables is rigidly expected (preferred “form” over neglected “content”), it results in nothing less than an insidiously poisonous atmosphere consuming all of life in a spiritual death. But as the dead only know how to bury the dead (bureaucrats snuffing out other worthless bureaucrats, and all else that moves or gets in their way), conformity as a weapon is “justifiably” their most useful single tool in their single tool toolbox. And there are no, and have never been, and will never be any, means for attempting to educate, or re-educate those who blindly follow or lead in the holy dictates of the bureaucratic mold. The best and perhaps only defense is complete and perfectly silent anonymity; but be prepared to be hunted nonetheless. And while you are despairing that it all seems like the end of the world, realize in your anguish that the bureaucrats are hailing their pristine desolation as the dawning of a new and glorious age.

My wife and I hold hands perpetually through the fence that separates our lives: she on the side of privilege, now, where she has never belonged, but where her greatest insights into life are so pervasive, as she has observed it all so painstakingly from that distance that no one can speak of. And I, in the world of have nots, because I never was, attempting to transgress the laws of circumstance and pulverize the extrusion chambers which manifest these differences. We are the retrospective obverse eye dots in our separate yin yangs, holding onto our fears and dreams not knowing which will stay us, or motivate us to continue. We are alone with each other and know that we can survive only for as long as we don’t let go. It is that trial by fences: borders, veils, that matter anti-matter discussion between blackened words and the whites of the pages between the letters, though these pages that tick like the seconds of our clocks are the few that are seldom numbered.

When artists compete, it is much like watching football players waltz.

If the only guaranteed safe monetary business to ever be involved in within this world is any business that promotes addictions, then our gross understanding of how the world really works needs some tweaking.

Are advertisements, like chumming, expected to provide incentives and hits from the vacantly addicted -- while hunger, teeth, and wallets are all void, empty, and/or missing?

When God created trees, He should have stopped right there. All evolutionary creation beyond that point has been a complete and utter royal fuck up.

When one unexpectedly receives a financial monetary boon from the Fates, one will then most assuredly receive a virtually commensurate loss soon afterwards. It is the punch line of an inevitable cosmic joke. The sequence can be in reverse order just as frequently. When the boon event follows the loss event, it is seen as a reward for the faithful. When it is the loss event following the boon event, it is seen as just retribution for the unfaithful. Perhaps the gods get the orders in their mailroom jumbled either way, and the sequence, whatever it is, is just a bureaucracy being a bureaucracy. The real question, though, is: Does the initial boon happen before the following loss as a way in which the fates are pre-compensating for an eventual karmic loss, or are the fates, with the loss immediately following a gain, simply disposing of or balancing an unnecessary initial financial boon of an almost equal value? Regardless, “Praise be the Name of the Carnival Ticket Taker.” Amen.

Why follow the Path of Prometheus? Not because it is wise, but because it is right. Not because it is not easy, but because it is right. Not because it is not possible, but because it is right. Not because it is not sane, but because it is right. Not because it is lonely, but because it is right. Not because it is not celestially allowed, but because it is right. For those of you who would excuse yourselves from assisting, if you can, and if you would, please get out of the way. Coming through……………………………………

The same insidiousness of silence behind life is the same insidiousness of silence behind space, and the same insidiousness of silence behind time. “For those who have ears, let them hear,” is an admonition for the ever searching deaf, who seek for answers in the ever-present vacuum of existence. This admonition is built into the insubstantial walls of Nothingness that surround us. It cannot leave, along with the silence and its nonexistent answers. Aloneness is not only the problem but also the question and the answer. Ignoring it does not make it go away. 

I have given up trying to find a way of escaping from escaping. Yes, I know, there’s no escaping it.

When the only achievable contentment in this world is nothing more or less than the recognition, toleration, appeasement, and avoidance of assholes in authority, we may conclude that we are all swimming in fathomless shit from which we will never escape.

Government handouts to the poor during times of economic collapse are like putting up a brand new hand railing beside broken crumbling insurmountable steps. But the photo op front-page headlines and dedication, attended to by all the pond-scum-sucking stepping-stone Elite, will be fucking terrific and unparalleled.

Sometimes the purposeful levels of miscommunication in this world simply continue the ever-present confusion and chaos we daily encounter. It is the nonsensical balancing of forces for good and ill, or the reconciliation and irreconciliation of opposites, maintaining that glass half full half empty scenario permanently. It’s like staring at any hourglass and wondering what type of metaphysically designed hourglass we are all stuck in at this moment, and whether or not we are on the bottom or the top. 

Anyone ever figure out that the unholy shit the world has been put through in the last 2400 years has been a staged wretched prelude to a supposed “Golden Age?” Yeah, what a production. Ever heard of the apt joke, “Why do you keep hitting your head against the wall? Because it feels so good when I stop!” Imagine, if you will, a “Divine Savior” arriving in the nick of time in the not too distant future when all of mankind has been threatened with extinction, or terror, or subjugation, or starvation, or intense poverty, or all of these combined, and all of humanity is looking for anyone or anything to remove the inhospitable causes of every unthinkable disaster that have befallen all of us, and then miraculously this loving, all-knowing, perfect, omnipresent, omniscient, and humble “Savior” out of nowhere shows up and delivers all of us from the pains of Hell. OK, but if He were all powerful and all-knowing etc, etc, He then logically pretty much knew and was aware of all of the shit we went through before His arrival to rescue all of us. Who the fuck do you think threw us all into the swamp of alligators before He decided it was the appropriate time to throw us a life preserver? Any of you buying this shit? Time to use your minds people. Please wake the fuck up and smell the horseshit.

Being threatened with “Oblivion” is actually pretty terrific. Perfection does not exist, or should I say, it does exist, but it entails non-existence. “Oblivion” is where we are right now, which we’ve become pretty accustomed to over the billions of years we’ve been stuck here, So, no big deal.

The world is Heaven’s toilet. So, it’s like this: when people either purchase guns to protect their families, their possessions, and their property, or are enlisted by elected authorities to protect the government, its laws, and society in general, or are a part of the disenfranchised and determine that they need to use guns to take back from society what was taken from them or attempt to forcibly acquire from society what society has prevented them from ever getting or having, it is just shit shooting shit, and it always will be, until we collectively figure out that this world is in fact Heaven’s toilet. 

An incurable narcissist (actually all narcissists are incurable) is a narcissist that falls in love with the mirror that he or she is. I would have said becomes, but narcissists are born that way (one has to study very carefully the astrological timing and places of their births). They are not made.

The truth about life is perhaps not only unrevealable, but also undiscoverable.

Is there truly a price on anonymity? 

To the bullies go the histories.

The prescribed and welcomed poisons and medicinally produced blinders made available in this world are so perfectly infused into the fabric of everyday life that there is no safe or tolerated way of escaping them. Their rationale is found like bible verses in every paper, radio, TV, and computerized advertisement for prolonged health and safety. We no longer question sources of information or think about consequences of our actions or inactions. We are not the first carbon and organically based automatons in history, but we are the most docile and efficient. And we are forever cheerful in our unhappiest and most mundane states. But we are all as much to blame for all of this shit as God is, very apparently.

The only enemies of hypocrisy are a few mystics, the many jailed, some monitored lunatics, and the forgotten dead. A few poets and authors perhaps hint at reality through cleverly worded and veiled allusions, but keep their deepest observations off of the pages to protect their temporary hides.  

The government works most productively and most efficiently when all the people are confined and directly monitored every hour of every day for the most money that they can generate for the government. 

Pain is the breath of life. Inhalation and exhalation are the positive and negative polarities of pain. It is not a matter of getting used to it. Unfortunately, you already are.

Guilt is simply the napalm of memories that will not leave your skin, even with soap and water.

Looking ahead is indecision, looking back is regret. Not looking at all is either wisdom or folly, depending on the mood of the “Grand”
Puppeteer.

I never knew when I was young that I would grow up to become an empty vessel of hunger, want, and desperation, sort of like a flowerless rose bush.

Meetings of the minds sometimes leave bruises.

There’s a line somewhere that states “For there shall arise false Christs, and false prophets, and shall shew great signs and wonders; insomuch that, if it were possible, they shall deceive the very elect.” Unfortunately, I wish to trump that comment and let it be known that not only will the elect be deceived, but they already have been, all of them, plus the angels, the demons, the avatars, the righteous, the unrighteous, the ascended masters, the great yogis, the liberated, the unliberated, the earthly manifested, and the unearthly manifested. Well, that pretty much sums it all up, I guess.

Even though He is a cheat and a liar, God, the Black Jack dealer, holds all of the cards, always has, always will. Therefore, the only solution is to leave the table and refuse to play.

I march to the beat of a different Assassin.

When groups of human beings in positions of authority operate business-as-usual schemes behind impenetrable walls of secrecy, all of those who suffer under their dominion have nothing to fall back on, to rely on, to trust, to depend on, or to believe in. It is an impending tragedy waiting for an horrific consequence. However, God is the poster child for perfected and ultimate secrecy, so everything is exactly the way it should be, I guess.

There’s a word for the devotedly religiously disposed. It’s called survival. It sort of makes the concept of “Stockholm Syndrome” look like just being a typically addicted sport’s fan: happy, drunk, mindless, and following the crowd to any stadium of slaughter.

Why hasn’t anyone ever come up with the “Jesus Cookbook: a Thousand and One Ways to Prepare the Communion Blood and Flesh for Proper Consumption?”

So, I’m looking at the fact that all governments currently operating on the planet are disastrous, corrupt, brutal, elitist, unethical, and utterly secretive. It does not matter what political orientation is espoused, or what form of government is in place, the standards by which all governments operate are identical to all of the others currently operating. In order to attempt the Herculean prospect of getting people anywhere to discuss the making of a brand new form of government, an altogether new viewpoint on the human condition must be established. Let’s start with some very basic new premises: 

1.) This level of materialization in which we find ourselves is the 7th level of Hell. 2.) We are all apparently stuck in a continuous reincarnational loop, an eternity in Hell, until, if ever, we discover or find out how to get out of being trapped here. 3.) As prisoners in this realm, it makes absolute sense to join forces uniformly and collectively to help each other while we are stuck here. 4.) To not show gratitude and compassion continuously to each other (all of us trapped here) is beyond ludicrous. 5.) To have systems of governments and/or societies which are exclusive, discriminatory, and/or hierarchical is even more ludicrous (the trapped lording over the trapped?). 6.) We accomplish nothing with wars, supply and demand economics, and privileged, exclusive, and unequal levels of opportunities. 7.) There can be no victors or winners here, ever, if we are all continuously stuck in this shit hole thinking we are the masters of whatever miniscule kingdoms we may lord over (It is Hell, after all). 8.) Governments should espouse awareness of (and in) the potential values of all life everywhere (and should act accordingly, always), as discoveries for advancements in all areas of learning can and should come from anywhere and everywhere. 9.) All forms of weaponry used in defensive and offensive warring are a complete waste of time, energy, effort, and are just perfect examples of errant thinking. 

10.) Any new form of government which simply replicates any current or past forms of government is only exemplifying Einstein’s definition of insanity.

Isn’t it funny (well, maybe, not so funny) that the words “money” and “manna” have the same gematriaic and kabbalistic consonant sound formations? If these words have a more than unusual relation and connection, then the very idea that “money is the root of all evil” could then imply that “manna is the root of all evil” also. Now isn’t that a startling development? 

I just heard on a National Public Radio broadcast a story about Muslim families in Syria attempting to outrun, outlast, and survive military shelling from their own government (or from perhaps the outside insurgents) by ransacking underground caves that eons ago were graves, housing bones and artifacts, and these hundreds of families have set up homes in these underground crypts in order to survive. I’m so glad that God has provided a safe alternative to above ground dwellings, sort of like for the Morlocks in H.G. Well’s The Time Machine. With God, all things are possible (the imaginable and the unimaginable). I’m so happy.   

What is worse, being washed overboard from a sinking ship alone in a raging storm at sea at night, and miraculously being thrown a concrete life preserver, or being locked in a bank vault with Gilbert Godfried and a ticking two-minute time bomb of C4, while provided with a detonator that has instructions in Japanese?  

Why is it that whatever is expected or within the bounds of possibilities in life more than likely approaches that which is considered simply average, and what is unexpected or outside the bounds of possibility more than likely approaches that which is considered insane?

Life is unwholesomely poisonous in and of itself without unthinkingly and mistakenly adding deleterious and noxious ingredients to the mix. And speaking of poisons, if God and mankind exist in a utilitarian symbiotic relationship (a host-parasite paradigm), which aspect is the host and which is the parasite? Be very careful with your answer, as there is an urban legend floating around about vampires not being allowed to enter one’s domain unless asked. Just a courtesy call heads up civil defense warning posting is all. 

I think I ate the red pill.

The name Demi Moore etymologically means “Half Dead.” I wonder which half.

At this moment I would actually gladly trade my life for a hill of beans.

It might just be that experience is the only teacher. But then again, sometimes even experience has little or no patience with the billions of us who are unaware of the hidden invisible lessons without instruction, mentoring, or clarity of paths, boundaries, and pitfalls. 

No one ever mentioned that par for this course was definitely indefinite.

When there is no faith in anything, real, unreal, imagined, or unimagined, then traveling through life, or whatever you want to call it, tends to become rather bumpy. Yeah, just a tad.

When any and/or all of the available answers that are placed in front of you are not the ones you’re looking for, and the three card Monty dealer explains, “Hey kid, what you see is what you get,” then you realize that you have truly entered that place where hope was abandoned before you ever even started.

Does everything that is ever intended for “Good” in this world eventually get turned into putrescent evil?

When governments in collaboration with news organizations put up very public warning signs for all to pay attention to, they are simply redirecting your attention away from something or perhaps many things they are doing which they do not want you to pay attention to. It is exactly like the magician waving his right hand that he wants you to look at while doing something deliberately concealing with his left hand. We are such gullible children in the audience at the magic show.

Are there any human beings who are not disposable?

Does one deliberately exercise in order to keep breathing or breathe in order to keep exercising?

Is there a purpose to purposelessness?

What is wrong with the following statements? Everything is perfect. Nothing is not fixable. Yes, there is a koan here. Can you find it?

Alcohol is such a dear friend, like black ice, like foreclosure, like cancer, like rats in the walls, like bank over-draughts, like American freedom, like belief in ideals, like business as usual, like every TV news program, like Holidays, and reunions, and happy hour with alcohol, like alcohol itself. Yeah, just like that.

Repairmen can only fix anything temporarily. Anything capable of breaking down will do just that over and over and over until it is simply thrown out, and replaced by something else equally expendable.

What happens when the lies from one branch of the government conflict with the lies from another governmental agency? Does anyone care? If this obvious form of deception and malfeasance over time becomes what is truly expected, anticipated, and believed in, then, no, they don’t.

What is worse, being a failed optimist or being an optimistic failure? Yeah, I know, it’s just a matter of time, is all.

If all of life is basically and essentially predetermined, then is the necessity of prayer God’s reassurance that His mythologies are perfectly believed in by those who participate in prayer?

Fear is the inability to balance the polarized possibilities of potential realities. If one were to realize that all potential realities are equally insignificant, then fears, all of them, would vanish. There is a great line from the movie, The Never Ending Story that goes, “It does not matter that is does not matter.”

I have been abandoned. I am hope.

How dreadful can every workweek be that almost every weekend a huge number of inhabitants on this planet attempt to forget about their weekdays with such a reckless abandon that they risk everything that they are and have through intense self destructive behavior, like they have nothing to fear through what they are doing? Are there that many people so lost in life that this cycling from one level of despair to another and back again perpetually is seen as a terrific temporary solution to an unlivable existence? Holy shit!! How is it that no religious scriptural directions entice anyone to see their choices as distinctly unwise until their being on the absolute bottom of despair indicates that an attempt at religious direction is the only possibility left? Why would not an initial sane choice be offered or advisable before hitting rock bottom? Are you kidding me? In 2005, seven point four billion gallons of beer were consumed in the US. That’s pretty telling. Forget hard liquor, prescription drugs, and illicit drugs, which would only compound the statistics. So the directions in the New Testament state that we all love one another, yet the methods for so doing require skills that are provided only in the “Mysteries,” and these are noted as being available only to an elite few, and are not available to the general public, ever. Oh really? This is a perfect solution to the desperation and despair in this world. I am now clapping for the Designer and His cosmic joke. The laughter in the silence is deafening. I may never stop.

Is balance in one’s life something that is relative or distinctly monolithic? Does it depend on weather patterns, gravity, seasonal changes, sunspots and flairs, moon juxtapositions, etc, etc, like with waves in the ocean? Is it dependent on happenstance or formulaic parameters? Is achieving balance a determination of the mind, the heart, both, or something achieved only by the spirit? These may or may not be important or unimportant questions. Who would determine?

There can never be any spiritual answers to temporary questions, and conversely, there can never be any temporary answers to spiritual questions. It’s an oil and water thing. Actually, there can be, but they’ll all be wrong, perhaps maybe interesting, but wrong.

The relationship between Heaven and Earth is a Host-Parasite paradigm that unfortunately evinces a rather disdainful reaction amongst “civilized” folk who generally imagine the dynamics of life to be efficacious, beneficent, and quaint. Any thoughtful approach (even using a modicum of experience as seasoning in the mix) should demonstrate a cement mixer ecologically self-renewing amorphous creation/creature, which regularly consumes itself or parts of itself in order to sustain itself. Can there be another picture or analysis? Do we not use manure to fertilize next year’s crops? Hello!!!

Do we here on Earth imagine that Heaven exists, or do those who inhabit Heaven imagine that Earth exists? 

Whenever legislators hold all of the purse strings of the populace for the protection of the populace without constraints from the populace, then very conniving and shrewd and amoral businessmen, in collusion with the legislators, laboriously and secretly construct artificial “cats” to be “belled” for the protection of the populace, and only those businessmen and legislators, who have recognized and determined the “insidious” nature of the “cats” to be “belled,” will possess the expertise and willingness, and therefore qualifications, to be allowed and fully prepared to ”bell” them. This is almost the entire collective reasoning behind all wars, conflicts, terrorist acts, “false flag” scenarios, and all internal and external crises that must be fixed with patriotism and blind obedience to God, Flag, Country, and Heroism. Oh no, did I let the true “cat” to be “belled” out of the bag?

When ignorant people are placed into positions of authority, Hell on Earth is perfected, with deleterious ramifications for all who traverse the bottom sectors of society.

The “I Ching” is most probably the oldest surviving book on the planet. That it is not a part of every household everywhere is a fine indication that it is not universally understood, or even recognized. As it is a book of perennial wisdom, perhaps the understandings that it attempts to elucidate are really beyond the potential awareness of the general public (but for very understandable reasons). It might be that the general focus of the power brokers who lead all of the directions of education, media, religion, politics, defense, social programs, and their subsequent propagandas, are dead set against people being able to attend to, focus on, and learn from philosophical viewpoints that may help people rather than hinder them.

It may be that ”ordinary” devoted Christians are unaware of the fact that “knowing one’s Bible” may not be exactly the same as “understanding one’s Bible.”

What is it about those in the world who have been made to feel guilty about crimes that they have not committed? How does one seek absolution for a lack of error? What form of trial exists for the innocent? What form of punishment exists for the pure and clean of heart? Is life just an inevitable impending windshield for all of us bugs?

I’m not sure what day it is today. I’m not sure what day it is on any given day. Did the sun and the moon and the stars ever put out a memo indicating how they wanted the days to be recorded and transcribed? 

I trust our government about as much as I trust God. Well now, who’s pointing fingers at whom?

Wind chimes may be the purest form of musical expression, besides waterfalls and birds singing and the hum of insects.

Ignorance is not bliss. It is the permanently and deliberately prescribed production, infusion, and mandate of devilish hands in a maniac’s workshop.

Maybe the reason that mystics do not interfere more with karmic tragedies is that they understand implicitly that any interference only delays an inevitable karmic transaction, and that perhaps delays only make the inevitable actually worse. When any mystic actually does take on the karmic burdens of another, that mystic will simply experience all of the travails that the acceptance of another’s misfortunes will imbue. The Fates are worse than moneychangers when it comes to counting and exacting debts, and they miss nothing when it comes to karmic atonements. So, do you think it is safer to be on the stage, in the audience, or outside the theater during life’s production? It may just be that there are no safe havens anywhere.

The “means always justify the ends,” like when the gods and the ruling forces determine that “might makes right” (and vice versa) and the unholy matrimony of brute force and blind self indulgence prevail to foster domination over everyone and everything at all costs just so a committee of one can then be justifiably happy and blow out all of the candles.

Attempting to teach advanced educational materials to those who have not acquired the necessary basic pre-requisite skills is like attempting to build a pyramid from the top down.

God’s silence is more deafening than the sum total of all of mankind’s knowledge and wisdom combined.

Mankind may eventually prove to be the unhealthiest infestation ever to occupy the skin on this planet, if it hasn’t already.

Forgiveness is just as genuine and real as reflections in a mirror, like when a wet dirty band aide is all you’ve got to cover an old infected oozing wound. So that’s why we always keep Bondo and Duct tape handy; now I get it.

When Mother Nature puts her foot down, nothing ever escapes being affected. It is a plagued inevitability that combines and embraces serious humor with humorous seriousness, and Her word is final.

When “the emperor’s new clothes” becomes the standard template of all business corporation “product and development” departments, you will have realized that Jerry Lewis and his genius have permanently moved from Hollywood to Wall Street.

Why is it that crimes against man are not ever considered as crimes against nature? Since when have we become separated from dirt?

When bureaucracies open their umbrellas of ignorance to cover all of the little itty, bitty tiny cogs in their vast machineries, it is one thing. But when they close up that umbrella of ignorance and deliberately stab me in the foot with it, that is entirely a different matter.

The difference between finding a single loose feather on the ground on a morning walk and finding a wing attached to all of its feathers is the same as the difference between finding a rare autobiography in a box of books by the curb on garbage day and finding a garbage bag with a decomposing body in it. It is all just a matter of time.

As I stand at the streetlight waiting for it to change, a group of teenagers are unable to hide their laughter at my expense for what the Fates have provided for me, and I wish to respond to their laughter, “Patience, my young friends, your turns will come soon enough, soon enough,” but something holds my tongue in a death grip.

If what goes into our lungs is not what comes out of our lungs, and what comes into our ears is not what comes out of our mouths, and what goes into our mouths is not what comes out of our asses, then are not all human beings just bio organic factories?

Is ignorance, that unenviable chasm of bliss, which is spoiled and degenerated by facts, truths, and knowledge, spoiled in the same way as fine wines are spoiled and degenerated by oxygen, turning them into vinegar, aldehydes, and ketones? 

What we do and do not do while in the material realms has zero impact on the spiritual realms, and conversely what we may do or do not do in the spiritual realms has absolutely no impact on the material realms. Symbiosis is not only impossible, it is not allowed.

“♫All avatars are chicken shits, doo dah, doo dah, they come across as strange misfits, oh dee doo dah day. Meditate by day, mediate by night; they can’t help us when we’re stuck here. We’re buried out of sight. ♫”

If necessity is the mother of invention, is mimicry then the mother of corruption?

There will always be a plethora of hooks and temptations and sideshows and diversions and appeals to disallow or squelch or bury or disclaim any experience that informs us of the true nature of this world. That which is sacred is secret and vice versa, and the “protectors” of the “faith” (or whatever version of the “truth” is being paraded around through the swamp of life at any given moment) are armed with a myriad of potential scapegoats, patsies, wannabes, and duplicate transparencies to flood the circus permanently with “he said she said” innuendos and lies and falsehoods and confusions so that no clear picture of actual events, sayings, and restorations could or ever would stand up in any court of law anywhere. And we are all the entertained victims of the grandiose plot we call “life” perpetually and permanently. And all of it (the whole freaking show) is a grand illusion and of utterly no consequence, and never has been and never will be.

If all human beings are, at their most basic elements and nature, seeking and searching for any form of affirmation, confirmation, and approval, what does that affirmation, confirmation, and approval entail: affirmation, confirmation and approval of what? 

If the words “day” and “Tao” are essentially linguistic equivalents, then the phrase “seize the day” could actually mean “seize the Tao,” and that would be most telling.

Why is it that no one ever sees the line “And the meek shall inherit the Earth” as a curse?

Does it ever matter if puppets want recognition for their performances from other puppets or from the puppeteer?

If Christ is a fisher of men, is there ever a prescribed catch limit? Are there some that are too small, or too old to keep so they get tossed back? What kind of bait works best, along with what hooks or lures? Does Christ keep a tackle box? Who does he go fishing with, and where? Does he keep quiet about his favorite fishing hole? Does he have a net for the big ones? Does he have an ice chest cooler for the catch and a place for beers? Does he get up early and come back late? Does he play hooky when the season first opens? I bet he’s got a trophy wall in his den.

The one truly terrific thing about getting old is that caring about things less and less is commensurately proportional to the process of aging, as any real caring is systematically squeezed or beaten out of you every step of the way.

My entire life feels exactly like a perfectly completed painting on a canvas painted over by another perfectly completed painting, therefore hiding everything I am, have tried to do, and have done. And paint has no voice, no air horn or siren, no phone, and no white flag.

If we are all immortal, living in an eternity that comes from a forever in the past and also reaches into a forever into the future, we may logically conclude that we are forever exactly halfway through our existence, always (crucified in the exact center on the cross of materialization).

Writings come off of the mind like skin being shed off of snakes. Their release is absolutely necessary for growth to happen; and if a writer refuses to write, as with the shedding of one’s skin, that writer is strangled by the taut embrace of the enclosure of words that restrict breath until freed.

All “Mission Statements” plastered visibly on office walls by management do nothing more than demonstrate the perfect and complete and utter ignorance and presumption of the bureaucratic mindset, except maybe to cast a galactic shadow across the monstrous impassable chasm erected between those who rule at the top of any company and those who actually do all of the work in the trenches of any company.

As a young child I did not have invisible friends, I had invisible assailants.

If that which separates sentient beings from non-sentient beings is the capacity to believe in or possess mythological thinking, then the upgrade or downgrade really isn’t.

Acts of treason are always defined by those who hold the power tools of legislation, and they are never defined by those who defend reason and intelligence for the “common good.”

Come to think of it, I would prefer to live in the Devil’s pocket right here on Hell’s Earth than in God’s recycle bin in Heaven’s garage.

It is not that we have less significance than the “Whos down in Whoville,” we actually have no significance at all anywhere. And even our complete lack of significance is insignificant.

Legality and illegality are determined discriminately by rulers, judges, and legislators. Seldom is it that instant replay is prescribed, consulted, or even allowed.

Even though it is quite logical to assume that the following is not true (as it is in fact a biological impossibility), there may actually be more assholes in the world than there are people.

God has provided me with an over abundance of troubles of my own without my having to accept, beg, borrow, or steal other people’s assets, thinking maybe that with their possessions I might be better off.

Why is it that “truth” is more often than not a judge’s gavel than a supportive hand?

How is it that a Hollywood movie title, “Sleeping with the Enemy,”

comes so close to describing life in this realm of materialization so perfectly?

Hope is a childhood fantasy more ephemeral than Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny. Unfortunately, it is not without its contingent cheerleaders. 

People only understand what they want to understand, because base social perception, in all of its urban mythological glory, rules the personal educational process. Pain and experience (some determine there is little difference) come in at a mind-numbing light-year-distant 2nd or 3rd in the influencing of personal educational acquisition, followed by reading, gossip, Facebook, Fox News, and Letterman, which are all off the charts completely. 

Sincerity + Naiveté = Death.

A vacation in life is like a volleyball tournament where you as the ball are temporarily set down and replaced by another ball for a time.

“Good Luck” is a warning given by the fruitless to the mindless. “Have a nice day” is the return response of advice in the form of a veiled curse from the mindless back to the fruitless.

When Satan, in the form of bicameral homozygous twins, is both your mother and your father, then attempting to find any place of survival outside the inevitable fallen acorn destination can be a bit daunting.

I love the way clouds neither float up and away like helium balloons nor fall like chunks of concrete, but drift like a school of manatees utterly harmless and content.

Remember, dear sweets, torture is not the only means God has to explore avenues of amusement.

I wish wishing were not a prayer of the imagination.

Life is poisonous enough without having to have any reason whatsoever for voluntarily infusing noxious intoxicants into one’s person. However, when people follow this form of entertainment all the time, their lives might actually be so intolerable that ducking life, as it is, in favor of being perpetually blitzed might not be that bad of an idea. And I have not, obviously, walked in anyone else’s shoes but my own, so I cannot judge with any assurance; but my life I would not wish on anyone else, ever, for good or ill, so I am not quite sure why I abstain.

Life is an animate chessboard that without warning periodically consumes the unsuspecting quasi-sentient pieces that randomly show up to play and romp and have inglorious fun on its surface.

Be very wary always of any and all human beings driven by “purpose.” In their presence you might (I won’t say will) end up as collateral damage.

A promise is like all promises (which is linguistically where we get the term “promissory note”), an IOU with a smile, perhaps deceitful, perhaps laughing, perhaps unconscionable, and also with complete impunity and with no recourse, as God never signs His Name on the dotted line, ever (no handshakes, no winks, no nothing). You won’t even be left holding the bag; what bag?

Institutions that offer Bible Study would do just as well offering Warren Commission Report Study. But that would probably prove more fruitful.

The only reason that the mentally retarded are not systematically killed and disposed of is apparently that there is actually more money generated by using and treating them as “show cattle” than relegating them to compost.

When people sincerely tell me that “All things happen for a reason,” that in and of itself can only scare the living fuck out of me.

Self-discovery is like cracking an egg to examine the shell.

Those who rely on guns as a means for self-defense are perhaps  unable to understand or realize all of the metaphysical laws pertaining to balance, limitation, constraint, and effort.

I am a china shop waiting for the bull to arrive.

There’s no sadness like today, no regret like yesterday, and no fear like tomorrow.

Philosopher’s words are as useful as toilet paper. Unfortunately, words, spoken or written, are the only tools or vehicles of maintenance that philosophers possess for sharing what they know and what they’ve learned, because really purposeful means for actually helping other people (other than through words) are strictly forbidden. 

Ever notice that cash back credit cards are exactly like free drinks in Las Vegas? Maybe you should just eat your shirt before they take it.

If what we do and do not do in life is a reaction to the circumstances that we are exposed to, and that we have had thrown at us, do we then inevitably create more mine fields than we try to sidestep?

A good wind can take a perfectly balanced and sonorous set of wind chimes and turn it into an item indistinguishable from a Gordian knot.

Great poets are like animals caught in leg traps. Their poems are screams of agony. Once out of the traps, they cease to scream their agonies. Some poets never escape from life’s traps and they are the most prolific.

Perfected obfuscation is like a glassless window, a wingless bird, a waterless fall, a dirtless garden, a cakeless party, a governmented country, an airless atmosphere, a Godless universe………..well, no, not really like that, it seems like that’s what we’ve already got.

Wait a minute, I have to leave this camping trip right now and run to the office and get some therapy.

My wife just told me that a woman is her asshole, and then asked me if it were true. How does a husband respond to this and avoid divorce court?

In today’s world, the only potentially successful challenge when a David meets a Goliath is when a David has a sense of humor like Woody Allen and when a Goliath has the sense of a George Bush the 2nd, otherwise there will be unfortunate non-Hollywood endings.

Bureaucrats have the innate ability to destroy, upend, and remove completely what little efficacy that there may have been in a county landfill.

When bureaucrats eventually realize that there is only one possible way to formulate and make functional their work, thereby promoting the company’s financial success and destiny, while having only been provided square pegs to fit into round holes, they will judiciously delegate that part of the operation to grunts way beneath them and pray that success will be the result, while distancing themselves from any and all eventual catastrophes should failures ensue.

An Ascended Bureaucrat is a Master of verbal profundities where the perfected art of commentary along with subjective and spontaneous rule enforcement disallows any reflection into their lack of accomplishment.

What if all of humanity were just an ocean school of krill, and all of us running hell bent towards our divine destinies were just a fated group madly approaching a whale’s open mouth? (Koan here. Find it.)

When one’s poetry paints like a brush,

Does one hold one’s tongue tight in a hush?

Do the words late subconscious,

Dodge huge blocks deemed unconscious

While avoiding an avalanche crush?

All religions are secret passageways in the video game of life. They all lead to the same bullshit end, which is not a real end but just the video game end. We are all stuck in the game for eternity. Unfortunately I have no storybook or Hollywood ending to offer to anyone. There are none.

I realize that the reason I am and always have been a complete and utter failure in life in every aspect is that I was raised to become a sin eater because I was raised as a sin eater. Some courses in nature are really developed over time and through repetition.

There are no happy endings. Endings are not happy.

Capturing lightning in a bottle is a relatively safe spectator sport. It is not so for participants on that quest.

I am no longer worried about what God has in store for me. I already know that it will be inordinately unpleasant. The contentment I have come to understand, accept, and expect is now a “doomorific” (a new word I just made up) wonder.

I am a perfect asshole or a complete goddamned fool or both for trying to do “good” in a world that does not want it, need it, or allow it.

Terror only happens in the calm before the storm when an irrational mind supplants a rational one, arguing for which helpless direction to pursue. During the storm, instinct supplants both of those and is thoughtless.

What if the sword of righteousness that Jesus carried ended up being the cross that he was eventually nailed to? Explain to me the real down to earth benefits of that plan of thinking and destiny, for Christ’s sake, please. Do all saints get slaughtered in this world before they are allowed to do anything worthwhile or deliver any message that can be useful to anyone else stuck here? Apparently.

Life has shown me that there is no safe place for me here.

All of life is not knowing when to stop picking up all of the pieces.

The one common link between all politicians is that they all have graduation certificates from “obedience school.”

When one’s head is on the chopping block, and one has a runny nose, does one ask the executioner for a Kleenex?

The difference between winners and losers is an illusion. Once the principles of decay have truly set in, which they inevitably do with time, the balances are restored, and new fools entering the ring to try to beat the unforeseeable odds do so with optimism and glee.

You can either play the game of life or die. There are no other options. And defeat at the hands of the game is always the conclusion of the game (for you). Actually, the game itself is self-sustaining and never ends.

Some people are players; some are umpires; some are broadcasters; some are reporters; very few are owners; some are spectators in the stands; some are spectators at home; some provide refreshments under the grandstand; some keep the toilets clean; some direct the traffic outside on the street; some outside, waving flags, offer up premium parking spaces for the travelers; some work in distant fields growing food far away and are permanently unaware that any game ever is or was being contested. No role portrayed is more diversionary than any other, and all are equally profitless.

Enemies are natural friends (maybe even of the same sect or family) put into a pit bull arena to fight for the amusement of betting thugs (could be gods, angels, demons, goddesses, celestial nut cases) who delight in such crippling serial episodes of entertainment. It is never pretty or righteous, but for the perfect unsavory crowd it sure as fuck can be exciting.

Dreams don’t come with handles, but sometimes they do arrive requiring oven mitts.

If God chooses not to bury the dead, why do people do it?

Being given any “credit” score by the “earthly powers that be” is like being told that you’re actually in a permanent prison colony, and fellow inmate Bubba is going to have his way with you regardless; but you may be able to choose which way, but not how often, you will be, and will get, fucked.

The most major flaw in the pragmatics of social ordering is that almost 100% of all of the world’s greatest minds ever born foolishly spend their entire lifetimes lavishly catering to the wealthy, the powerful, the influential, and the prestigious, while completely ignoring the poor, the destitute, the ignorant, and the homeless. While in today’s world less than 2,000 persons on the planet control over 97.5% of the world’s wealth, while more than ½ of the world’s population (more than 3.5 billion people) earns less than $2.00 income per day, this means that people born with intelligence do more to widen the disparity than to fix it.

The word “humor” phonetically means “the wisdom of death.” It is an odd thing to consider, unless one thinks, believes, or knows that this level of materialization is in fact the 7th level of Hell, and therefore the quintessential determination of death. Where we are, then, or where we now find ourselves, is the antithesis of anything and everything spiritual, which may be real and true life, although none of us here ever gets to experience that part of existence. Death is Hell and Hell is Death: our blanket, our favorite chair, our team, our pie, and our home. 

Do folks who follow “the straight and narrow” suffer from a “one track mind?”

If ignorance is bliss, I sure as shit ain’t laying no money down on knowledge, wisdom, or truth until we get a new fucking dealer.

If you are a seeker after things new, different, exciting, or enlightening, be prepared to discover that there is never an end to the larger and larger shells you are trying to break out of.

I am a cork from a different ocean following the waves and storms and currents of a former existence in perpetual conflict with today’s rifts. 

I am truly eccentric only in everybody else’s circle.

God has underwritten all of the evils in this world and if you do not recognize this fact you possess Oedipus eyes.

I am a stringless yoyo.

I do not really know if I am an unauthorized or a rubber stamped heretic.

Basketball is a game of chess with self-willed pieces.

When one studies carefully the eating habits of an alligator, one is not generally too upset with the fact that alligators begin digesting the prey they consume whole while the prey is still struggling to get out of the grips of the alligator’s teeth. This is just how they were made, and they do fill a vital role in nature’s hierarchy, just like mortgage companies, and other bottom feeders and scavengers that help clean up and balance the environment. By the way, for all of you interested, the word mortgage (mort-gage) means the “measure of death,” though who would be surprised at that?

I gravitate to all empaths who are so attuned to all of life that they continuously, carefully, and quietly watch all of the steps that they may take with their feet, with their words, with their gestures, and with their eyes.

The difference between “the hands of God” and “the messenger of Death” is just a good pair of gloves.

When the host-parasite phenomenon has become the standard business practice as usual, and the big fish eating the little fish scenario is replaced by an orgiastic consuming free for all, then auto immune disorders of an industrial magnitude (where auto-cannibalism is the accepted business practice) will have emerged as the “be all” and “end all” in restructuring habits. Oh shit, we’re already there.

Bureaucrats are just normal common assholes with licenses, commendations, degrees, medals, and cute family photos on their desks, where they pretend to work so officiously. 

A paranoid bureaucrat is more dangerous than a she bear with cubs, but less tolerant.

All of life is a tar baby. If you have any fucking sense at all, avoid all confrontations, always, as you will personally pay dearly for any involvement with the flypaper. 

What if the real energy of love, that red-hot beam projected from the heart, is in fact a social deterrent (like personal protection, or a repellant)? Wouldn’t that be a trip, both figuratively and literally?

When war against the gods is the only responsibly and sensibly available path for redemption, peace, and justice for the masses, then all is well, regardless of the outcomes. Someone’s got to try to bring down the bullshit house of cards sometime.

If you persist in listening and following the voices in your head, you will lose. The question then is: Are the things that you will lose, are they worth losing? Then the next question is: How is that particular worth measured against the loss? Then the next question is: Who does the measuring, and is there a standard for it? Then the next question is: Do the questions never end?

When social engineers become the de facto quasi-mystical seers of destiny, we are all fucked.

Perfected lies are the ones that no one ever questions, ever. They are like sunsets, smiles, chocolate candy, friendship, and love, indistinguishable from the golden promises of God. Any and all warnings would be futile, and deemed ridiculous, irrelevant, and preposterous.

So, what you’re saying is that the real and ultimate purpose in all of life is to actually figure out what life is all about? Un huh, yup. Then please tell me how many thousands of persons (all of them) throughout history anywhere have been able to accomplish this. And then also there are millions and millions of books in print, and there is that one book that you know of that explains it all? And which one is that? I’m waiting. I have forever.

Life is God’s answer to the alternative of Nothingness. It is always a choice, and never an inappropriate commandment. The acceptance of it is a choice made before entering this world, every time, before it is entered. Well then, which line are you in: life, nothingness, life, nothingness? But then, again, which is which? And there, my friends, lies the ultimate question (or there, my friends, questions the ultimate lie).

Chaos is the blood stream of life in this level of materialization. Its confusion is necessary to keep the architects unnoticed and unattainable. All one-way mirrors are set up this way to ensure scientific validity to the lab experiments. “Welcome home, Rodents!”

What is the mindset of any person who seriously considers the benefit of following the phrase, “Getting ahead?” What can that possibly mean or entail in this world where change (being upended perpetually, like fucking log rolling in a river of piranha), is the daily measuring stick for survival or continuance?

The “Garden of Eden” is actually the “Curtain of Odin.” It is a state of being rather than a place of manifestation. It has no agenda, no description, no beginning or ending, no demands, no expectations, no thoughts, feelings, or efforts. It is only wondered about when one abandons its presence (or is maybe pushed out of the nest).

The “tree of knowledge of good and evil” is actually the Sri Chakra, Mount Meru, the abode of the Divine. It is a destination that so few attain that there is no history of the victors, no yearbook of graduates, no hall of fame for inductees. It may actually be an invitation only club. Wouldn’t that be a divine punch line to an already endless joke?

“Peace on Earth” makes about as much sense as the “flavor of shit.”

Just because I have a lot of observations does not mean that I have any answers.

Where is Prometheus now, and under what name does he go by?

Even the greatest of psychics are sometimes given false information to hand out deliberately, and are fooled into thinking that their wisdom is truth, when in fact it is designed to fulfill the gods’ agenda, which could or may be anything beyond our remotest or wildest considerations.

Life is uncompromising in its infinite levels of deliberate confusion and chaos. Even all planned appearances of patterns can be markedly deceptive in their multi-various possibilities of interpretation. So even if the “Tower of Babel” is manmade, God provides all of the bricks.

Sometimes I don’t actually call them the way I see them. Sometimes I actually call them the way they are.

Come to think of it, you probably don’t want to know what I know.

Well, I tried to raise Hell. But I was told it ain’t allowed. Most of you don’t know what I just said. Less than that know what I meant.

Is the main purpose in learning martial arts to become competent in shouting and yelling with conviction?

How rude of that financial leech to let go of you when it discovered that there was no more accessible blood in your body.

Is there any difference really between the McDonalds Food Corporation and the American Public School System? I didn’t think so.

Q. -- What is the difference between God’s work and the Devil’s work?

A. – The difference is between the reported “official” number and the unreported “actual” number of victims.

My life and job are summarily equivalent to sorting garbage and refuse at a county landfill. I had a dream. I made it happen.

What if all of the stars and planets in the universe were actually the bodies and shells of spiritual beings who refused to comply with the edicts of God and who were then all cast out into the far distant reaches of outer darkness for all of eternity, to remain there throughout all of the myriad cycles of existence? If true, the cosmos is then an infinitely large solar dump or landfill.

Transcendence is the only immunity available to avoid the insane circumstances found in this level of materialization, which is in fact the 7th level of Hell. Take a number, stand in line, there are no guarantees.

I just figured it out: God is worshipped under the guise of Satan being worshipped under the guise of being God; and none of the billions of worshippers would ever consider this particular show of shows as even the remotest of possibilities.

When people attempt to comfort me in this day and age by telling me that we all have nothing to worry about because God is in charge, experience tells me that nothing could ever possibly scare me more than that.

When destiny has you earmarked for catastrophe, nothing in or out of this world will ever successfully interfere with that course. It is quite similar to a fly stuck in a spider web, a gold fish spinning in a flushed toilet, a seagull covered in crude oil on a beach, a mangy old dog in an overcrowded animal shelter, or a citizen of the USA in 2014. To conclude that this is not obvious is like concluding that the fresh smell of skunk coming from your pet dog is an illusion. 

No one ever truly sees another person’s fortune or misfortune. Our separation is part of destiny’s deliberate manifestation of evil. We are neither mercurial, nor soil, nor water, nor air, nor anything that would or could help us exist as a homogeneous collective of uniform purpose. Our separation is for nothing more than dis-collective confusion on a very permanent basis. The only available alternative is mystic self-denial of non-uniformity that results in an autonomic mindlessly devotionally self-absorbed useless zealot, rubber stamped for oblivion and permanent exit. The Earth is then a washing machine for life, and if things are not made perfectly “clean” while here, they are re-washed over and over and over until they are. Whereas some may assume that free will is involved here, there is no choice, ever, and never has been. God is playing Solitaire, and Nothing, in all of its Glory, is looking over His shoulder, forever.

When does ignorance cease being just playful innocence and transgress into deliberate malice? Is it the same differentiation between amateurism and professionalism, the differentiation between degreed and non-degreed? Hourly and salaried? Youth and Age? What?

The only way to successfully participate in games is to ignore the fact completely that they are all by their very nature rigged.

There is no calm before this upcoming storm. The planned chaos is deliberate to obscure any and all observers of the staged performance. The planning and dry runs and countless explorations of possibilities and scenarios with multiple exigencies make for an unusual magic show. And wondering how to quiet or shut up or disappear the disbelievers, skeptics, and vocally conscious and the conscientious minorities will be the difficulty. 

DO NOT BEWARE OF WOLVES IN SHEEP’S CLOTHING. BEWARE OF WOLVES IN SHEPHERD’S CLOTHING.

Follow your own heart. Don’t follow mine.

Everything I have ever written, if it ever gets published, will be edited, re-interpreted, dismissed, altered, shelved, and/or forgotten, to keep it out of the hands of the disenfranchised, the poor, the uneducated, and the have-nots. Though a few in the ruling classes may attempt to extol the works as potentially magnificent, while ignoring all of the basic tenets espoused at their very roots, the works will essentially remain abstruse, unimportant, and collectors and collections of dust.

The true danger of evil is that it is utterly myopic and unremitting in its collective endeavor. Only God could have arranged for this condition of possibility. The question then is: “Why?”

God is afraid that we will all be afraid because He is afraid, and He does not want that for us so He tries to keep us all as ignorant of Ultimate Reality as he possibly can. Therefore the phrase: Ignorance is Bliss.

When Big Brother rubber-stamps itself everywhere, there will be nothing left in existence but watchers, and they will have nothing left to watch.

I am relegated to bean counting, and unfortunately the beans appear to be of a GMO variety.

Hope is a four letter word that is a smoke screened mirrored reflection of a cardboard carrot on a rubber band string seen as a series of discarded film cuts on an editor’s floor about to be swept into the trash for disposal and incineration. Any further allusions to its reality and utility are a perfect fabrication.

For those of you who have spent a lifetime or perhaps lifetimes continuously excluded from exclusive cliques, when you are finally allowed to enter the inner sanctums (if ever), you may discover that the fruits of membership fall way short of the anticipated expectations.

Those who are mentally retarded and developmentally disabled and multi handicapped have been afforded a very special place in society: anywhere and everywhere outside of the exclusive mainstreams where they can not and will not infringe upon the status quo of those who are not expected to have to rearrange themselves in order to tolerate the unnecessary intolerable intrusion into the importance of their selective lives. Inclusion as a concept is so gloriously relevant; but as a practical matter, it is never anything but unquestionably and ridiculously untenable. Really, do you put ketchup on your oatmeal? 

I have come about to have grave misgivings towards any and all of those who stridently choose to belong to organizations of an unnatural bent. Native Americans, aboriginals, and the homeless everywhere are then the exceptions.

What is the unusual plan of enslaving fellow human beings so that they can do a government’s bidding? What dictator in Hell lives so long that this is seen as a substantial benefit that can be taken advantage of? Are you fucking kidding me? Does a dictator really know personally all of the souls who will be incoming into this world as his descendents and recipients of the benefit of his tyranny? Hell no!!! Damn, we can be short sighted!!!

Metaphysics/Mysticism #101: For any and all curious: A new micro book: The Reality of Nature and the Nature of Reality: Two sides of the same coin: The Dispelling of Fears and the Fears of Dispelling: The Conquering of Fears and the Fears of Conquering. These ideas both look at and are looked at. The nature of reality and the reality of nature compile the most fundamental principles of existence: that we observe and are observed at the same time: We are the actors and audience, the movie, the projector, and also editor, ticket salesman, and clean up crew in one of life’s many grandest infinite epochs within the space time continuum, the material realms, of which there are basically six (the seventh [actually, it’s the first. We’re in the seventh. Depends on which way you count] and the highest level is that state of rest we hear referred to so often scripturally). The material realms are a playground, a marvelous series of contraptions for exploration, enjoyment, trial and error, a totally mixed bag of experience, for discovery, for learning, but mostly for diversion. So where do we begin with our analysis? Stating various perspectives on reality and examining how they intersect and/or diverge: “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was With God and the Word was God” (from the New Testament, the gospel according to John). Here is a simple but rough translation: In the beginning was the Mother, and the Mother was With Child, and the Mother was the Child. How so? Rather simple, really. If God is Everything, Infinite, All knowing, Omniscient, and Omnipresent, then God (a perfect Singularity) can only create creation by removing part or parts of Himself (or Herself) to use as materials for that creation. “God is Everything, and God is Nothing, and God is both Everything and Nothing, and God is neither Everything and Nothing,” (from the Book of Tao): A holistic approach to the same ideas previously stated. (Also, Hari, Om, Tat, Sat = Mother, Father, Creator, God). Then again, another perspective on the same ideas: “Nothing real can be threatened. Nothing unreal exists. Herein lies the peace of God.” (from the book, A Course In Miracles): Interpretation: That which is pure spirit is the ultimate and only reality. All else, which is imagined, is unreal and does not exist. Analysis: God, being a Singularity, is ultimately alone in a universe surrounded by Nothingness (an infinite sphere). The Nothingness is then a mirror, an inescapable “image” or reflection of God, for all of eternity. That God spends all of His (Her) time and effort creating Divine imaginings (the space time continuum in which we all inhabit in cycles of “quasi existence” for eternity) simply means we are in and within God’s imagination, in His (Her) mirror, Image, of Nothingness, that surrounds His (Her) Singularity of pure spirit. Yet He (She) has taken parts of Himself (Herself) to be infused in that adventure (His (Her) Sun/Son, the eternal Christ, of which we are all a part, and therefore His (Her) Light of creation), to be crucified (placed) on the cross of matter (Mater, Mother), the space time continuum, for 3 days (ages) in the realms of matter, for a time, or a series of times, to avoid the truth about reality previously mentioned (we are alone in a universe surrounded by Nothingness for all of eternity). But, what this also implies is that we are all infinitesimal parts of God (out Souls of pure Spirit) and are therefore immortal (and have always been, and always will be) and all of the parables, stories, myths, in all religions throughout history in all cultures relay aspects or examples of this reality, from Persephone, to the Prodigal Son, to Sleeping Beauty. The ultimate challenge to knowing any of this comes with the ancient biblical text line: “No one shall eat of the fruit of the tree of knowledge of good and evil [remembering who and what we truly are] whom I can “tempt” (means “time”, as in space time continuum) away.” We are all therefore stuck here for an eternity or until we master the secrets (sacred hidden teachings, mysteries) of how to remove ourselves from the reflection – image - mirror and return to the central source, final End of the journey for a rest (that seventh stage), then do it all over again in another epoch. Why am I relaying all of this? Because the dual nature of everything in existence (from the beginning, the differentiation between what is doing the observation and what is being observed, the Singularity and the Nothingness, God and the mirror) belies the facts that all of us stuck here in this realm, without exception, are children of the Divine, yet are purposefully devised with divergences and varying expectations and differences causing us to be almost permanently at odds (tower of Babel realized to perfection). However, there are so many ways in which we can all stop our myopic meanderings, and our “personal” and corporate and “separate” agendas, and realize that we all have to continuously help each other in this material realm, in order to be at peace. This particular realm in which we find ourselves is in fact the seventh level of  “Hell,” and there’s no getting out of “Hell,” unless we all collectively help each other figure it out. If you are wondering about what happens when we leave this place by dying, we actually recycle through the lower material realms (reincarnate) to return over and over and over again ad infinitum until we detach ourselves from the physical, emotional, and mental attachments (karmic judgments) that we have spent an eternity collecting for ourselves. For those of you not wishing to recognize the reincarnational aspects of life, let me refer you to two marvelous scriptural references which irrefutably imply reincarnation: Matthew, Chapter 11, verses 13 & 14: “For all the prophets and the law prophesized until John, And if ye will receive it, this is E-li’-as, which was for to come.”……. And……… Matthew, Chapter 17, verses 12 & 13: “But I say unto you, That E-li’-as is come already, and they knew him not, but have done unto him whatsoever they listed. Likewise shall also the Son of man suffer of them. Then the disciples understood that he spake unto them of John the Baptist.” If you don’t think this emphatically refers to reincarnation, text or call or write back to me a plausible alternative explanation. I’m waiting. Regardless, the conditions at this “crux” in our collective development in 2014, as divine sibling rivals everywhere, evolving, growing, and expanding, is at more than just a metaphorical “crossroads.” We are capable of leading ourselves to our own salvation or leading ourselves to our own destruction. Our destiny is completely within our own unmistakably Divine hands. Reaching out to any and all with the divine secrets, of who and what we really are, may eventually save us. We are responsible for our own destinies as to the Divine lights within all of us. Your diplomas (sheep skins, golden auras) are in the mail. Blessings and Peace, where we may all foster and encourage them.

Whenever there are exceptions to rules, these are seen only as a matter of privilege; and privilege is something that is always designated by the rule makers. You need a ticket to stand in line and you need to stand in line to get a ticket. Now you see how it works. Keep the line moving, or get out.

I am a Trojan Horse waiting for the Gates of Hell to close around me so I can bring down all of the houses of cards, both in this world of the seen and in the worlds of the unseen. There is no warning, no back tracking, no explanations, and no forgiveness. The one-way street will become the thoroughfare for change, all of it unimaginable and irreversible. Repentance is not in the cards. All of the lines in the sand have been drawn and declared viable by Mother Sea, Mara the Great. Blessings to all who have persevered through endless unremitting trials.

Ramakrishna used to state often that one reaches realization of the Ultimate when one sees absolutely no difference between the Devotee, God, and the Gita. Well, in this day and age, does one also reach a commensurate level of Divine realization when one sees no difference between the slave, the church, and the government?

There is nothing my heart now desires,

There’s no truth in God’s Heavenly Choirs.

There’s no waiting or shame,

There’s no dating life’s game, 

And there’s no one to blame but God’s liars.

Does one realize all demons and saints,

Choose what mischief they do with restraints,

For God holds all the strings

Of these puppets and brings

Countless torment to those with complaints.

The only permanently safe business enterprise to ever be involved with is one that caters to addictions. Now isn’t that just fucking divine? But is “need for beliefs” an addiction?

Life’s a grander than death-knell mistake

Laced with humor that hurts ‘til you break,

‘Til you’re recycled back,

To be last on the track,

And you’ll do it again for God’s sake.

Guy walking down the street on a hot summer day with his family wearing a Molson’s Beer shirt. Does the guy own his shirt or does the shirt own the guy? Or does Molson’s own both the shirt and the guy?

For a long time I thought that the Piscean Age was the “Age of Deception.” I am now wondering if when the Aquarian Age actually begins we might all be simply switching one set of deceptions for an entirely new set of deceptions. This seems much more logical.

The problem is that all of the people on this Earth, who have “means,” are unaware of the fact that the only energies or entities capable of helping all of us are all of us stuck here helping each other. So when we don’t help each other we all suffer. The Prince’s decree at the end of Romeo and Juliet, “All are punishéd,” applies here. There are no deterministic or fair celestial helping hands. There never were (there are monitors, however, making sure that the World continues as it is without disruption). The Fates occasionally whimsically provide temporary relief arbitrarily to “deserving” folks to keep the religiously “faithful” deluded and occupied, but, by and large, the vast majority of times when people truly are in need never results in any needs ever being met.    

Waiting for Salvation in this realm of materialization literally takes forever, which means it will not happen. Holding onto any preconceived notion about anything is a trap. The keys to liberation are in the hands of the Divine. Whether or not they wish to relinquish them and when is a determination only they know about. Nothing is definitive.
Confidence is such a strange word. It implies an assurance regarding knowledge coupled with experience. Knowing something to be true requires confidence, but confidence requires knowledge. It is an endless loop of suppositions in a realm of total impermanence. In the material realms there is no basis for solidity in anything. Matter is energy, held in temporary stasis; and energy is anything if not perfectly unstable.

Success and failure are simply different perspectives regarding the same point on life’s timeline of infinitude. It’s a glass half full or half empty routine. What is perhaps oddest about this is that because we are immortal, and have an eternity behind us and an eternity in front of us, we are always exactly halfway through existence. It is literally being crucified on the cross of matter until we decide to let go of the nails.

There may be no alternative to caring and failing. Not caring and succeeding is not a recommendation, though it is easy.

There are not enough minutes in a lifetime to uncover and remove the infinite layers of nonsense that purposefully hide the “truth” about life.

There is very little corner left and no more paint.

Does shit have time to think of “destiny” when a human hand pushes the lever of the toilet down?

What is it that is consoling about group consensus regarding any particular belief system?

People who help other people never have an opportunity to retreat from their duties.

Did Prometheus ever get angry? If so, was it justified?

Pacifists are only pacifists up to a point. The world’s entire ant population knows this all too well.

Civilization isn’t.

Punishment is always a direct result of any “culprit(s)” discovering something or some things that are intolerable to those who hold the authority, the power, the lawmaking tools, and the gavel. It is entirely possible that punishments may have absolutely no connection whatsoever with the concepts for “right” or “wrong,” “moral” or immoral.”

I have as much of a possibility of surviving at my day job as a 2 inch high oak tree has in the middle of a Clifton Boulevard front lawn.

I’m going to write a new book entitled, “Goddy Dearest.” Do you think I’ll ever find a publisher?

If you think the dealers in Las Vegas have a rigged game, please take a closer look at how the Fates run the world.

Enforced Silence: Because even some truths are blasphemous even to God.

The way things are going, no one may ever know that in a few of my discoveries I was too close for comfort. Now I realize the true impact of that statement: “Keep your friends close and your enemies closer.” Holy shit, both figuratively and literally.

Is being thrown under God’s bus salvation?

The most dangerous man on the planet is a pacifist; who’d a thunk it?

Only the Avatars know who they will be in a future lifetime. All else are just random balls in life’s roulette wheel of misbegotten chance directed by the Fates who control all of their sheep’s destinies. For anyone at any time to follow any exclusive and/or selective creed that pits one minority group against another (or all else) is pure unadulterated horse shit, as he or she may end up in a next lifetime suffering from the consequences of what he or she set up in a previous lifetime. Comprende?  Oh, I hear you, now. The Fates would never be that sick and cruel. Wake the fuck up and look around you. Life is particularly sensitive, loving, nurturing, and safe? That empty space under your rock misses you, and is calling.

Any thing and every one and all of life’s manifestations deserve another or extra chance, always, regardless of circumstances. Not to allow it violates the very core principles upon which this universe is based.

Diversity of exploration is a necessary diversion for Spirit.

Spirit comes and Spirit goes and Spirit sits at rest, forever, in attempts to find out Everything else besides Itself.

When I see trucks for TruGreen in my neighborhood, why am I reminded of the color of Maleficent’s skin from Disney’s Sleeping Beauty?

One of the many messages hidden within the Yin-Yang symbolism is that all (without exception) aspects and examples of manifestation have within them the seeds of their ongoing creation, preservation, and destruction. The changes and impermanence of seasonal existence are an “absolute” within the space-time continuum.

Seasons are God’s way of slowly flushing his toilet, which is the Earth.

The reason that there are very, very few (we’re talking maybe a handful, literally) people who ever ascend to the level of “master” from this stage of materialization is that one would never ever expect to find “diamonds in the rough” in a waste treatment facility or a landfill, which is what this Earth really is.

Oh, yes. He has to admit it, really (He doesn’t, but He should): God does occasionally make mistakes, which may or may not ever be corrected. It’s a simple matter of perspective, and ours doesn’t matter. 

“Our Failure, Who hurt in Half-in, Hollowed be thy Name, Thy Gang Doom come, Thy Veil be down, in Hearth as it is in Half-in. Give us this stay our Daily Brewed, and Fork-half us our Three passes as we Fork-half those who Three pass against us, And Lead us not into Time’s Station, But Deal-ever us from Eve-ill, for Thine is the Gang Doom, and the Poorer, and the Gory, for over and over. Hell, Man.”

The Future can always be predicted in the play of children. 

The current states of all lives of all peoples are perfectly determined equally by their pasts and their futures.

There are no equal partners.

In this world, if there were no contract law, there would be no place for love. 

Shame is God’s answer to the Devil’s attempts at Divine Purpose.

Deception is more of an elementary aspect in the fabric of life than is gravity.

Human beings are inconsolable collectors of junk, and Hell is resplendent with infinite sources of it.

The material levels of manifestation are based on want, need, depravation, and exclusion. So forget about engendering ideals, ever.

Mental Retardation may be nothing more than grooves of repetition compulsion cut too deeply into the fabric of the brain to allow for unexpected levels of creativity, spontaneity, and variations of routine that generally are viewed as marks of intelligence. 

The odd thing about all those who would rule over us is that they have very deep-seated attachments to ancient mythologies that have never been adequately challenged by metaphysical logic, and upon which their practical ideologies are completely based. They could and should be re-educated by allowing them to review their own basic hypotheses when offered better and more reliable alternatives. It is all that simple.

The problem with attempting to embark on any new direction in reality is that all of existence has been around for an eternity, and all matter and all energy have memory, and memory implies an habitual nature. Good fucking luck either de-railing that train or building new tracks for that train you are currently riding on.

The child who called out that the emperor had no clothes had never been given an official appointment for that duty.

Are the number of “mistakes” we make in life counterbalanced by the number of “misgives” that we make? 

Do tobacco shops ever sell healthy organic tobacco? 

Funny how words evolve – meanings and such: take the word “architect.” It phonetically means ship’s book (arc + text). It also means ship builder. But if you were a ship builder you literally had the book of the ship: it’s designs, it’s measurements. But the ship’s book was also the ship’s log – literally. Eons ago, the central pillar or log on a ship had carvings on it daily to indicate how many days it had been at sea for each voyage. So the ship’s log originally was that central beam on the ship that housed the markings, the history of the voyage. How odd is it that on Star Trek the Next Generation the tactical recordings of the events of the days are referred to as the “Ship’s log?

On a long early AM walk, one Sunday morning, I find by the curb 2 unopened beer bottles, anyone’s for the taking. I don’t drink, nor would I ever encourage anyone else to: so clearly, a find not worth a second inspection. Such is my current life of incessant irrelevancies.

“Stop! Don’t do that! You’re taking your life in your own hands!”…….

OK, well, pardon me for being stupid, but, aside from Watson, that other sentient creature, tell me please of any other human being anywhere ever who didn’t take his life in his own hands when doing anything on this Earth plane. I’m just curious. 

If everyone in America were to be asked: “In the last 100 years, what perhaps is the most tragic unexplainable imbecilic collective act that any group of human beings has ever done?” And if these Americans were provided an opportunity to really think hard on the subject, the topic of Jonestown in Guiana might possibly come up as one of innumerable events that could be an answer to the question. If this is the case, why is it that so many of the rulers in our government today are expecting all of us to buy into Monsanto’s GMO “Koolaid” like it’s fine and OK? Are you fucking kidding me? Show me the logic!

I am the poster child for how one fails to execute the “Shoots and Ladders” game in life.

The biggest psychological deterrent for individuals to overcome in any country in any culture and in any time is the lie that we, as human beings, need, require, and are utterly dependant upon governments. However, the contrary is true. Governments require people for everything that they are. Governments are entirely dependent on people for their existence and survival. However, people do not require governments for their very survival – never have, never will. Unfortunately, we as hosts in the host-parasite paradigm need to completely unshackle ourselves from the parasite and live dependent on the Earth, our Source and our Mother, not the governments, for our survival. The first step is breaking the psychological binders. Then everything else actually becomes quite easy.

What if our astrological configurations are just simply the cogs and grooves in our beings that allow us to fit comfortably into our destinies so that we do not ever stray from the expected and anticipated paths of our lives? Like that leash, huh?

Why would anybody drink alcohol deliberately to try to forget completely that which is not worth remembering in the first place? 

Loyalty is like silly putty. It’s a perennial favorite. You can do almost anything with it. It’s completely malleable. And in the end, it’s just a toy, to be played with, and to keep the children occupied and unaware of what the “grown-ups” are actually doing. 

Supposedly all crows are imbedded with the disembodied souls of fallen spiritual beings. Their collective motto is, “I’d rather rule on Earth than serve in Heaven.” My motto is “I’d rather serve on Earth than rule in Heaven.” There might be a difference.

The fact that there are actual folks throughout history who have successfully climbed the inner internal steps to achieve liberation in Samadhi, and then have proceeded to do absolutely nothing to substantially help all of humanity is extremely telling. How about: BECAUSE IT IS NOT ALLOWED! And those who have tried have been assassinated, and all of their writings and works buried, burned, destroyed, re-written, edited, and/or re-arranged to make all of it completely incomprehensible or at least marvelously and permanently confusing. But those who have participated in and promoted the very deliberate obfuscation are profited handsomely. It then lends sardonic implication to the idea that God keeps His friends close but His enemies closer. 

As an artist in mosaics, who regularly explores the shores of Lake Erie to collect much needed colorful “Beach glass,” how do I go about thanking the innumerable drunks and alcoholics throughout Cleveland’s timeless despair who were too drunk to throw themselves into the unforgiving waters of Lake Erie and instead threw their angry empty bottles against the rocks so that I would be able to procure these beautiful sand honed and sand washed specimens for my current works of art?

On a morning walk the other day, I came across an extensive job, hosted by the Dominion East Ohio Gas Company, where huge numbers of workmen with large land moving equipment vehicles were replacing underground gas lines. I asked an idle worker at the end of the line if the new building project at the end of the street were responsible for the maintenance, and would the homeowners on the street be expected to pick up the tab. She informed me that due to new federal citations and regulations, all metal conduit pipes in the state of Ohio were to be replaced by plastic ones. It’s a 20+ year project. This got me thinking. How would the Dominion East Ohio company “KNOW”, “FOR SURE”, that this 20+ year multi-million dollar project is completely without fail (so they are going ahead with it), if they didn’t know for sure that methane gas is available and will be used in complete deference to any other available renewable resource? Makes you wonder. 

All religions are cults, basically. And the word cult is linguistically and phonetically similar to the word guilt, which is similar to the word guild, and similar to the words killed and culled, and also kilt. But kilt is a skirt (covering), which is similar to the words sacred, secret, scarred, scored, and screwed. If you play around with the ramifications, implications, extrapolations, and transliterations the findings can be quite eye opening.

If you can’t smoke in a tobacco store, and you can’t drink in a liquor store, and you can’t eat food in a grocery store, does this necessarily imply that you can’t exercise any of the expressions of the Bill of rights and the Constitution in the Halls of Congress? 

God is an asshole. He’s The Supreme Asshole. But He’s still an asshole.

It’s funny. There’s a line in the Bible somewhere, something about “Resist Ye not evil.” Has anyone ever attempted to determine or decipher or discover the mystical, metaphysical, necessary, practical or perhaps hidden reasons behind this odd warning? Ever? Give it your best shot. Try to come up with a Godly rationalization for this piece of shit, while trying to hold onto any other valid, reliable, terrific, or prudent tenets you may espouse or hold dear. Good luck. And don’t back up and retreat to that all powerful BS nonsense logic like, “That’s what Jesus would have done.” Ain’t that the ultimate fall back position to use when you really haven’t got a clue on your own?

There was a story about Richard Harris, the actor, on one of many occasions when he was out with his dear friends Richard Burton and Peter O’Toole on a several day drunk, that he awoke early one morning while being accosted by Bobbies (Constables on Patrol) somewhere in London while he was sitting on top of a car on an unknown street. When he was asked what he thought he was doing, he responded with, “Well, I have this theory that the Earth goes around, so I’m waiting for my house to come by.” It seems to me, though I may be wrong, that most beliefs in the postulates of any and all religions possess about as much sound logic and credence as found in Richard Harris’ suppositions. 

“You do, with what you got, what you can.”

I prefer rotting in Hell for all eternities than relinquishing my awareness of truth(s).

What a reason to create life: Create a vast unremittingly various and permanently undiscoverable and metamorphic “Nothing” that is in need of ME so that I am diverted from knowing that I am alone in a universe surrounded by Nothing: an invisible yet relentless Gordian Knot.

So the answer is to love the “Nothing”, rather than being upset with it, for it is then the possible “Everything.”

I am “Everything” surrounded by the great “Nothing.” It is an eternal, relentless conversation, dance, and imagining.

There is no better way of continuing the permanent diversions of Creation than by allowing Chaos to always rule and intercede, making any and all conclusions utterly and completely impossible.

I am utterly alone, as God is. There is no other way.

When the Elite rulers of the world determine absolutely that they have a Divinely mandated monopoly on all of the answers to the world’s most pressing problems, we are all fucked, including the Elite rulers.

Best friends do not do business, and business partners do not become friends.

Beyond Pessimism: “Hellurka” (a new word I just made up)

If it is true that absolute power corrupts absolutely, how does God fit into that equation?

You can’t tell a mystic from his or her rags.

Wealth is a gold coin upon BOTH sides of which are duly encrypted the various and subtle marks of evil.

Empty plastic shopping bags are the 21st Century equivalent to tumbleweed. 

I spit in the face of God, because God knows Who spit first.

It is the perpetuity of confusion that keeps life from becoming what it is not: that “sense” is really nonsense, and “nonsense” is really sense; but few tread there.

“In God We Dressed.” 
What’s so horrible with Here and Now?

It’s renewal from God’s sacred cow.

What is deemed fertilizer,

Should be donned equalizer,

Even dirt rightly worships the plow.

The sixteen hundred year fence that the Catholic Church has ceremoniously built to hide all of life’s existential truths from all of humanity is so big and so huge and so vast that even God and the Devil can successfully and casually relax and hide behind it while concealing their collective brotherly schemes.

It is not as bad a thing as you think, when the executioner tells you that he is going to kill you. It is actually far worse when he does it!!!

God’s model for the world: Doing one thing, while pretending to do something else!!

Faith is an acceptance of unknowns……………..as long as those unknowns remain unknowns.

And finally, I’d rather be a fallen angel and a speaker of truths than a risen angel and a purveyor of lies.
The End
(Not really, 

but if you’ve read all of this drivel 

and made sense of it, 

you know what I mean.)
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