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Introduction to: 

But You’ve Been told It’s Not Really Raining
My name is Thomas Wistar Gilbert. I was born on June 19th, 1950, 5:31 and a half PM in Northampton, Massachusetts. I was the third of 5 biological children born to John Ellis Gilbert and Barbara Brooks Gilbert. We lived in the small town of Easthampton, Massachusetts, just west of Holyoke, which is north of Springfield.

When I was almost exactly one year old, in June of 1951, my older brother, Gordon Brooks Gilbert, aged 6, drowned in a pond, less than a quarter mile from our home in Easthampton.

Events like this seem either to bring a family closer together, through a growing, healing process, or to destroy it. It destroyed mine. My parents, both MDs, did not seek help in their desolation, because MDs help other people with their problems. They are, as MDs, basically, unprepared and ill-equipped to seek out help from anyone. This was also the early 1950s. There were no agencies, or programs, or self-help counselors who dealt in the grief process, for healing or recovery.

I spent my early years, in dreams at night, searching for my older brother. I never found him.

If you ever happen to get a chance to see the movie, “Ordinary People”, starring Mary Tyler Moore, Donald Sutherland, and Timothy Hutton, and directed by Robert Redford (and if you are interested), it is an almost exact replica of the family dynamic in which I grew up.

My older sister Meredith and I were, essentially, emotionally abandoned after Gordon’s death, as our parents remained in an exasperatedly lost and eventfully unforgiving state of incapacity due to the loss of Gordon.

Our parents became severe alcoholics. The family, due to its economic status, appeared on the outside to acquaintances and strangers as being a terrific family, with abundant resources, position, prestige, affluence, and magnanimous congeniality. My mother, especially, became a “rescuer” of lost souls, trying to undo the event of Gordon’s death, by saving anyone and everyone needing rescuing from any-and-all disastrous fates, perhaps to make up for her not being able to save Gordon. Her rescuing became a permanent state of incentive, like a broken record, because each attempt, although successful in its own right, never “un-did” the event of Gordon’s death.

Gordon, regardless of how he actually was as a child, became viewed as a more-and-more perfect child, over the years, and a standard for all perfect children in the eyes of my mother. As a result of his status of perfection, Meredith and I became less and less perfect daily.

Although our parents also had two more children, Jeffrey and Harriet, after the drowning event, they were not able to appreciate their new children as individuals needing love, attention, and nurturing, and the two new children flowed into the current of the dysfunctional family dynamic without knowing how or why they fit into this unnatural state of confusion. 

Causes of rescue became incredibly important to our mother. My father went along with the events, but became very emotionally withdrawn and distant, while remaining somewhat affable, humorous, and congenial. 

But Meredith and I became lost children within our own family. We technically disappeared right underneath our parents’ noses. Any ailments, problems, diseases, and/or difficulties we ever experienced were summarily dismissed as non-problematic, non-existent, “the result, surely, of our imagination”, or vain attempts on our parts at getting unnecessary attention. Meredith was labeled as a hypochondriac, and I was labeled as a lazy, klutzy, absentminded, reckless child who would never amount to anything (such a pity, really).

I was started in nursery school at the age of three, as I was so impossible to deal with at home.

I was also sent to summer camps every summer starting at the age of seven, because I was so difficult to deal with.

My behaviors at home were so difficult that I was “timed out” in my bedroom a great deal (the statement, “Go to your room,” was an inevitable daily occurrence and a natural consequence of my simply “being”). I actually do remember standing at the single window in my bedroom staring out of the window on many occasions wishing I were outside, rather than being “timed out” in my bedroom; and while staring out of the window, I actually remember eating all of the white paint off of the windowsill of my bedroom window (I don’t know why). The house, by the way, was an old New England house, built in 1840 (You do the math.). 

My behaviors became subsequently more and more difficult and impossible to explain (remember that my parents were both MDs, my father being a pathologist, which means diagnostician, and my mother, being a pediatrician, working with children: how ironic). 

Lead poisoning often produces pica behavior (which I developed), ADHD, severe lack of short-term memory development, and cognitive processing problems, as well as uncontrolled aggression, hyperactivity, and anti-social behavior. 

In the fourth grade, I took my first IQ test on which, it was reported, that I scored an 80, putting me in the developmentally delayed region of mental aptitude and academic skills. I was given special tutoring at school to try to deal with my deficits. 

I remember my mother coming home one evening after a parent teacher conference in the sixth grade and severely berating me (it went on for hours); she had been unmercifully humiliated by my sixth grade teacher, Mrs. Kenny. Mrs. Kenny had told her that, because I was so slow, deficient, and incapable academically, I would never be admitted to the private school my parents wished me to attend, and that I would never amount to anything in life that was worthwhile.

In the lecture that my mother gave me at home, following my mother’s humiliation, I was told that my lazy behavior would have to end, and that I would be expected to come home directly from school every day and study every night until I had changed my ways. This house-arrest was enforced strictly, for at least a year and a half.

During some time in the seventh grade, I was taken to Deerfield Academy on a Saturday, all day, to take the regional prep school entrance examinations to see whether or not I qualified for entrance into prep school. I did so horribly on those exams that I was directed to attend summer school before I could even be considered for entrance into prep school, and only if I passed all of the summer school courses in English and Mathematics. 

By the way, my parents were very close friends with the headmaster of the prep school I was being “prepared for”, so that my entrance into the school was a “given”, as long as I could do well enough on the necessary entrance exams, and/or do well enough in summer school before hand.

Oddly enough, I stayed home with my dad that summer (1963), who had to work, and the rest of my family went off to live at our summer cottage in New Hampshire. On the first day of summer school, I made the mistake of going to my first math class 2 hours earlier than I should have, and ended up in the 8th grade remedial class rather than the 7th grade remedial class. The teacher, John Cody (the same teacher for both sections), for some reason, asked me if I wanted to also take that class, just for the heck of it, to see how I could do. I said, “Sure, I didn’t care.” I had nothing better to do.

For some reason, I passed both math classes, which put me into advanced placement math at the prep school when I entered it in the fall of my eighth grade year, 1963.

After five years of prep school life, I graduated in the bottom 12th of my class (a grade of sixty was passing at the school. My final accumulative grade was about a sixty-one or two.)

(It was during this time at prep school that my parents, with the help of my older sister Meredith, adopted a sixteen-year-old friend of Meredith’s, Patricia. She was at the same prep school for girls that Meredith attended, and she then became a permanent member of our family [another person to be rescued, thus fulfilling the family dynamic my mother was following].)

However, due to my attending advanced placement math classes for all five years, I scored over 700 on my math college-board exams (I don’t know why).

In my junior year at prep school, I was asked by my parents to submit applications for admission to various New England and East Coast colleges – Haverford, Amherst, Williams, Dartmouth, etc. (I would never have gotten into any of them, with my grades being so poor, and I knew it.)

I was so completely fed up with school life at this point (the constant humiliation of being publicly dubbed stupid, due to my grades) that I never wanted to go to school again. It didn’t matter how hard I tried, or what efforts I put into school work, I never did well on papers, studying, home work, exams, etc. Also, all of the grades and the academic standings were publicly displayed at each term’s end, so that all and sundry could see competitively how one did and how everyone else did. 

I never sent in my college applications in my junior year, and lied about doing so.

When everyone else in senior year had gotten into college, and I had not received anything in the mail (it was also after any deadlines for being able to submit applications), I admitted to my parents that I had not sent in any applications and that I had decided I wasn’t going to college. I had decided on my own to do 2 years of alternative service for the draft as an orderly in a local hospital. This took place during the Vietnam War. I had been raised as a Quaker, and this was my pacifist response to the current war situation; and I did not want to go to 4 more years of college when I had been such a failure at school in 5 years of prep school and hadn’t gotten it right, yet.

My parents did not want this for me, and, instead of allowing me to follow my dreams, or plans, determined that I should go to Europe instead and attend a post-graduate year at a Quaker prep school in England. In the meantime, I was forced to apply to colleges while away at the English school. My parents hurriedly had me look at schools far away from New England (I demanded this), and so we looked quickly at schools in Ohio, one of them being the College of Wooster, where the headmaster of the prep school I had attended was good friends with the then president of the College of Wooster.

I probably was accepted into the College of Wooster only because of the friendship my prep school headmaster had with that current College President, and perhaps due to my high scores on the math college boards, perhaps indicating that I was an underachiever.

In my brief summer vacation (August 1969) after returning from England, just prior-to my entrance into the College of Wooster, I attended and volunteered at a summer camp in upper state New York where my older sister Meredith was a counselor. It was a camp for mentally retarded, developmentally disabled children. I instantly gravitated towards working with these individuals and spontaneously discovered my future field of work. It seemed very natural for me to be involved in working with individuals who clearly had many, many more difficulties with coping with life than I had.

I dropped out of the College of Wooster after a year (actually flunked out), as I had not discovered the true nature of my own disabilities, and was unable to accomplish studying seriously in order to accomplish my school work.

I began the next fall to work at Wooster Community Hospital as an orderly doing my alternative service for the draft, and while working at the hospital, got slowly back into the College of Wooster, provisionally. 

I got married at the college of Wooster in 1972: began work as an aide at a group home for mentally retarded individuals; and then got divorced in 1974. I also failed, in1974, to finish the last requirement for graduation at the College of Wooster, and so dropped out of the college a second time.

I then got remarried, proceeded to have 3 children, Jason, John, and Melissa, with my second wife, and got full time into the field of working with handicapped individuals, as an aide, by getting a job as a direct care worker and part time supervisor at Apple Creek State Institute. After ten years of marriage, moving over ten times in ten years, changing jobs, and living paycheck to paycheck, I ended up getting a second divorce and moving to a basement single room boarding house in Wooster.

I then met my 3rd wife, who was guest lecturing at the College of Wooster on March 28th, 1984, and, then set about, with her help, to get my life in order (for the first time). I got back into the College of Wooster, and finished my Bachelor’s degree in Sociology/Social Welfare.

I moved to Cleveland in June of 1986, directly after graduation, and started working again in the field of MR/DD. I entered the Master’s program in Special Education Multi-handicapped at CSU in the fall of 1987.

During my getting together with my third wife Deborah, she asked me about my entire life history, fascinated at how I had done the things I’d done, the good things and the stupid things, the successes (rare) and the failures (plentiful).

In looking at all the details of my life, we uncovered the dynamics of my biological dysfunctional family. In discovering the dynamics, I began to change: emotionally, mentally, physically, and spiritually.

(When I was in Graduate school at CSU, I analyzed my own disabilities, comparing my own symptoms with individuals I had known, worked with, and studied [in the field of special Education]. I then proceeded to diagnose myself with ADHD, this being a result of lead poisoning. I subsequently worked on how to achieve better academic standards by adapting my study skills to my disabilities. I now have 2 Masters degrees in Education, both with perfect 4 point accumulative records.)

My wife Deborah, when we first met, was a published and award winning poet, and I gravitated to writing poetry, as I accompanied her to all the poetry groups with which she was involved. I began writing simple things, but slowly evolved into writing about my own emotional circumstances, my biological family, and my history, all of which took on a “Plathean”, male-rage, confessional style that became a necessary and extremely powerful personal therapy for me, though the written material was decidedly extremely negative, hostile, vituperative, and calculatingly spiteful and degenerative.

When I began these growth processes for change (these sessions of self analysis and self discovery), I was met with intense resistance from parents and siblings, as I was shedding a role I had had in the family dynamic for my whole life, and it appeared that the role I was shedding “broke the rules of the family dynamic game”. My decision to change was therefore “not allowed”, and the huge resistance from all the rest of the members of the family was a natural consequence of my desire to change and grow.

The resulting conflicts precipitated a huge and nasty split (apparently, at the time, permanent) with the entire family; the split lasted for the better part of 16 years.

After failed school opportunities, failed marriages, failed careers, and failed reconciliations, I had ceased speaking to my parents and siblings by June 1986. No obvious need and or reason for re-establishment of contact arose (though, at the time of the split, I did retain some contact with my one younger brother Jeff, who also was experiencing a split in his contact with siblings and parents, and some rare contact with Meredith, to discuss our similar pasts).

All of the poetry, you are about to read, But You’ve Been told It’s Not Really Raining, was written between 1987 and 1996.

The Seminar

“Teach me,” I say to the wall, “how you can

hold up more than your share, or more than I’d

care to.” It has the art of a one man 

band down pat, for all to hear, and the pride

to go with it. “Teach me,” I say to the 

wall, “how I can see through you with one eye

closed, or at least with one hand clasped to a 

book, a pen, or a pair of shoes.” I try 

to keep up with the line of sun light now

bent on the wall as it turns the house to

face me. “Teach me,” I say to the wall, “how

you bounce thoughts off the air so they can chew

the fat on their own, stand with the rest of

us to mix truth with tacks and holes with love.”

Haiku

The still of a ditch

highway flowers bask in glass

freezing rain in May

The Green Mountain Round

Windowsill sun tea seeps

through mason jar rubber rings,

as toothless Vermonters

discuss the making of buckets,

the knotting of rope, 

the laying of stone in deepened holes,

by paths lined with granite,

blackberry stalks, and sundials.

Heavy snows fill wells,

ski lodges, and gully roads.

Deer eat willow shoots,

apples, and hunters’ corn.

Village stores sell stamps,

local syrup, and pancake mix.

Kitchen drawers hold spoons,

screwdrivers, and false teeth.

Sisyphus

We are all Greeks who push rocks up hills, though

the rocks we push are our selves. I say this

to the trees on my A.M. run. I know

I’m not sure that the rows of homes could miss

cropped lawns and trimmed trees, swept walks and fenced back

yards, more leashed dogs than barked at cars; but at

six, when no one’s up, one can see the lack

of dreams, the vast town of rocks and hills that

change place like black birds on a fence. Now that

I sit in my car on my way to work,

I can see how my own rock and hill at 

home have a great deal to do with the jerk

who drives each day for no more pay than it

takes to skip stones on waves or paint with shit. 

Leavings

My mother had me

burn trash in a barrel

behind the house.

I learned how to light

matches off orange steel,

let the rolled cardboard hiss and roar

in a flurry that buzzed the barrel

on the supporting bricks.

Magazine pages turned

black, as words seethed neon, 

shaped the fire with crisp insistence.

Elm tree branches danced

out of heat’s reach.

My poking stick

scattered dead pages, 

the way a pocket knife runs 

through dried termite logs,

chasing vacant

pathways. 

Fresh As Daisies

In the right frame of mind, one sees the plan

of God in the flight of a bee, the curl

of a shave of wood, the wounds of a man,

the knots in a rug. The mind is a whirl

of horse fluff that, if glued to a lamp shade

on a good drunk night out, sees the “All is 

All,” with the glee of a self when it’s made

the big loop and stares at its own big “whiz

of a was.” The fates keep their own bits of

red and green and blue glass that turn to show

off new forms and shapes, jags and shards. I love

to watch it all fall down; but I don’t know

how to nudge death next to me, wake it up

so it can swill the dregs in its own cup.

Testing

I once had a job.

I was told I had

to paint shellac

onto paintbrush handles,

and let them dry, 

before I could

paint shellac

onto the paintbrush handles

and let them dry….

I remember this, as I sweat

rings of slow

salt circles,

flat on the school

entrance exam.

Latch Hooks

We stroke and weave

the coils of love, 

that stretch

into a cross-hatched pattern

of warp and weft,

strong enough to hold

the emotional knots

that we walk on, 

as we step out of bed.

Observatory

I turn my head back to look at the rose

clouds as I drive home from work. I say to

my friends that I live for such sights, but those

who know me know that I work to live through

times when I state I am too old for a

child’s mind that will not take things one at a

time, or day to day, as if I fear the

day I might be hit head on and miss the

“I don’t know whats.” I keep it in mind that

each break of “stop and look at it all” has

its place like the flu or a late charge at

the bank. I should not be caught off guard, as

if my need for black and blue stained clouds that

bleed don’t let me know I’m not where it’s at.

Spring Remembers Nothing

Frost drenched leaves,

as burnt squash,

reflect the fall shorn sun.

I slow to closing dark

under an avalanche of orange,

dread the harvest

of inward stares, 

the gather together that

tourniquets warmth,

takes the composted past

for a pickled swim:

yuletide kraut

on the basement floor. 

Neighborhood Watch

I want to protect reality,

but I don’t know

where to get

the fenceposts.

Social Workers Have Burned The Pictures

When people began

putting whisky in the bird baths,

male cuckoos began

to hunt like falcons.

They became so aggressive

they began to eat their young –

a habit they couldn’t 

get out of.

Cuckoo mothers

became so desperate

they began to lay eggs

in other birds’ nests –

a habit they couldn’t 

get out of. 

Surrogate parents would

allow the cuckoos to hatch,

to de-nest their own babies 

(for some reason), 

and then raise them

to hunt or lay eggs

in unguarded nests.

During this time,

flying south was just

a matter of choice.

Cleaning House

My parents forgot to teach me

the seriousness of

protecting fragile things.

So when I grew up anyway,

I used the broom and dust-pan

they’d left me

to try to sweep up the shards

of my laughter.

Earth Exhibit

This glass jar with no seams, no lid, will show

no key to help us solve this locked cage. There’s 

no sign to free us from what we don’t know

of this cell, on this stage, where the gods sow

seeds for us to think, as if one who shares

this glass jar with no seams, no lid, will show

us a way out, or lead us as we flow

on down through this closed maze. The glass wall bears

no sign to free us from what we don’t know

of where we have been or where we should go,

as if we could get out. But no one cares.

This glass jar with no seams, no lid, will show

us off to the gods, as if we were so

much crap on T.V., a sit com that blares

no sign to free us from what we don’t know

of our selves, the best kept lies we can throw

at the walls we call home. But no one dares.

This glass jar with no seams, no lid, will show

no sign to free us from what we don’t know. 

Children’s Reality Death Poem

The itsy bitsy spider

crawled up the water spout

Down came a hand

and rubbed the spider out.

Out came the sun
and dried up what remained.

And the itsy bitsy spider

will never climb again.

And We’re So Proud

As a child

I was taught

to build bridges

by parents who spanned cables

with twisted sterling lies.

They knew

not to set

their examples in concrete.

So I learned to support my arches

by walking 

across

myself.

Just imagine 

what a fear of heights 

could have done

for me.

Entropy

I look toward a jarred past of still born dreams, 

shelved with friends and jobs like last week’s top ten

hits, and shake up the blue glass snow that seems

to share the cloned space of my desk, my pen,

my shoes, to see if sunk dust can drift down

to a changed scene. Leaves don’t need help to learn

how to fall, or to fade from red to brown.

As with a dog’s grace, rain slate smooth, I turn

my mind round and round to rest first growth fears

in a curled nap by a spot where the sun

hits for now, mark the place where thoughts, in tiers

and rows, meet stats that state, “It’s all been done.”

At some point the jars are dumped and cleaned to

make room for new dust and sun to pass through.

Happy Hour

An infestation of in-laws,

haphazard as public square pigeons, 

smarms in black and white

with the periodicity

of light beer commercials,

stages flights of happiness

between communal cooings,

always makes room for another round

of shots and bites for those

with ground level views.

Politics

When I grow up 

I want to be

just like

Robin Williams,

because comedians

can always

get away with

telling the truth,

and you never

know

the difference.

Haiku

Sharp guilt kills claimed deeds,

like hail on rain drenched wheat fields,

sown with stone for seeds.

Mother

S is for the silence that you gave me.

H is for your hush that meant so much.

H is for the humor you forbade me.

H is for your holographic touch.

H is for the hook that couldn’t save me.

H is for your hand-outs in the clutch.

H is for the half-wit that you made me.

H is for your hare kari crutch.

Extended Nuclear Family

You are like unraked solitary leaves

turning winters in a nickelodeon stutter.

You hold your sibling pain as pillows.

And you all wait, as silent arachnids,

to feast on the corpulent trust fund ooze.

Another Day

I have brought the dog’s dish in by the sink

to get the thing cleaned. A moth has tried to

hide on the curved side of the bowl. I think

that if I don’t move fast it will eat through

all the wool in the house like crows in a 

feed bin. I turn on the hot tap to flush

out the dish so the moth can swim round the 

sink. It kicks so I can hear it. The rush

in my ears gives me the creeps, but I don’t 

pick the moth out to give it a chance. I

watch it turn, and fade, like cut grass that won’t 

lie down, like kids when they’re put to bed. My

hands scream to be washed. The dogs bark to be

fed, and the door slams so they can’t see me.

Haiku

I don’t want to know

which side of the dilemma

I want to be on.

Same Channel

I could fall from the tenth floor like that kid

did on the news last night. I saw his folks

with the priest and their friends. There was a lid

placed with such calm on his last thoughts, that jokes

on why he did it would have seemed more like

the truth that was missed. His town, his friends, his 

folks were all in his eyes when he played strike 

up the band with his ribs. He took a whiz

off the rail while he made up his mind just

in front of the jump. He’d said more with that

piss than he’d said in years. They said he must

not have been one who could hold love. He sat

in school, at lunch, on his own; all his need 

lived a hush like mine. Words fall with less speed.

Epigram 2

If stress were food,

we’d never go hungry.

Meltdown

I can feel your death. It tastes like the last 

time we went to the ice cream stand at home

when I was a kid; when the old Dodge passed

the horse trough that no one used, where green foam

frothed on top of the trough to fill the tank

like a milk shake, made the scoop of French mint

that set in the glass of root beer I drank

jump in my gut like a swamped frog: a hint

of fall out, of cold slime as you pass by

to seize in my throat one more time. You must

have asked the flies to lunch. They do not shy

from the thaw of you, the drip in the dust.

Reach with a wrung rag; stoop and wipe the dream

of paved mud from the sign: Home Made, Iced Cream. 

In The Company Of Friends

You can always wish the words away

with your mouth, mother.

Fifteen generations of Quakers

remind us to speak freely,

as the spirit moves us.

I would think that you’d find

the graceful words to rebuke

my spirited silence.

Nothing’s ever stopped you before.

I know there’s no accounting

for the error of my ways,

but you’ll try.

Don’t worry, though.

What I write will never make 

your audience.

They wouldn’t hear of it.

And friendly spirits are bought

easily enough, with just a pittance

of persuasion.

But if wishing friends with words

fails, and the spirit moves you,

you can always wash the words away

with vermouth, mother.

“Another Piece, Please.”

During my everyday

two and a half mile run,

on a Saturday morning, 

Mother’s Day weekend,

I pass a Dairy Queen

billboard that reads,

“Remember Mom

with a D.Q. cake,”

but from where I live, 

I don’t think I could

throw it that far.

Last Act

Place these bones, these skulls, in two piles, on their

still teeth, so they can act just like us. You

own this flesh: it creeps out at night to stare

at the white frames it used to call home. There

is no place death can get to from here, to

place these bones, these skulls, in two piles, on their

last trail to dust. The dried eye balls, with pair

of curled lips, fit the shelf for the flies who

own this flesh: it creeps out at night to stare

at what stares back from the glass case: the bare

drum sticks, the stretched skins that cling to the view.

Place these bones, these skulls, in two piles, on their

own turf, in two skin lined bone crates, with snare 

of quaint quips, as lame jokes, where punch lines do

own this flesh: it creeps out at night to stare

at our stage, where we died, where we could share

the lines, the lights, the glare, the shells we knew.

Place these bones, these skulls, in two piles, on their

own. This flesh, it creeps out at night to stare.

Time Of The Year

Holiday hangnails,

long enough to bleed, 

too short to clip,

burn from eggnog humor.

We decorate the family tree, 

recounting last year’s

communal clutchings:

hurts and slights in practiced wrap.

Everyone gets at least one.

And we stretch winter shadows 

around each hug and kiss,

exchanging numbers for

next year.

All Fall Down

Tails or tails are the flipped sides

of the coins you willed me,

as memories pierce my ringing ears.

Your “play your piece” and 

“guess what he did this time”

score no new lows 

on the family dart board.

I will never again play

that tune which allowed 

you to dance on my plans,

nor straddle that fence

between failure and failure.

The organ grinder monkey

has left my back 

in search of 

a lesser, inopportune 

home.

So you can keep 

your brass bait 

and the hopes you juggled 

while I played for you.

For my half, if you don’t mind,

I will keep my will, my brass, 

and these rosy rings 

that no one leaves me 

but myself.

Red Glare

When I think of you, it’s like sunshine at

the tip of Cape Cod on a calm and chilled

dawn, as that shaft of rose jumps like a cat

off the sea, to rise in the deep blue, that

turns hot in no time at all. I am thrilled

when I think of you. It’s like sunshine at

mid day that warms up the skin on that flat

tongue of land, rides the tides from the cream filled

dawn, as that shaft or rose jumps like a cat

off my lap and curls its tail on the mat

in front of the fire I laid. Thoughts are stilled

when I think of you; it’s like sunshine at

dusk that has a glow that won’t quit, a hat

that fits snug on these days, like a wine swilled

dawn, as that shaft of rose jumps like a cat

that lands on its prey, that plays with the rat

for long hours, and plans how it’s to be killed.

When I think of you, it’s like sunshine at

dawn, as that shaft of rose jumps like a cat. 

Shaken, Not Stirred

I feel your psychic probings

as sterile hands

in an isolette.

My silence encrusts

the surface tension

like left out pea soup

retaining heat.

You assume my play-doh personality

with smile button face

will resume its place

on the family fold-out mantelpiece.

But I pay for love

and you bag guilt.

When we last met and you spread,

like honey on a knife,

“I thought you’d like to know

that your father still loves you

very much,”

I pressed every tingling fingernail

through the eyeballs of my hands,

and knew I’d learned how

to say fuck you

from the bottom of my heart.

Broken Knees

As we wait for a sign

of good luck

and fortune,

we inevitably kiss

the symbol

of the emblem

of the ring

on the finger

of the hand

of truth,

or our children, 

and shudder, 

through clenched teeth,

“Damn it, 

it was our turn.”

Hope, 

as rain, 

goose-steps through the puddles,

blinks at us,

in a dripping heap.

Jetsam

As I run the bathwater,

my waking floats through

the debris of dreams.

I have not seen my children 

in a year.

                  Later, I sit

motionless in the overflowing tub,

steamed to sweat.

Collected dirt, 

softened and swollen, 

separates imperceptibly.

My breath pilots scaled flesh

slowly toward the tilted run-off.

How long I sit and watch

my skin drift away

is as the building 

and unbuilding of clouds.

Fisher Of Men

Claimed pregnancy, as a shark’s tooth, 

bit deep. The oldest trick 

from the oldest trade sucked

me into her maw, swallowed.

She consumed false love as whales

consume krill. Real love was like air 

to fish. She could only breath it murky,

teeming with parasites and carp bait.

What was left after she spawned

and scaled me, with a wedding cake

that sported a frantic boy, hooked

and reeled in, was more of more

of the same. And still she creases an 

immutable guppy smile, her smug

resolution: “Fresh catch, sold daily.”

Her desire reaches for me now,

as a ringing pay phone on an empty pier.

I just wish that the conspiring water

rings would reverse and converge

so that the scum-laced pond

could spit out this spinner

into the hand that hurled it.

Epigram 3: Brown Derby

What you did in your hat

fits well on your head.

Seeded

The ex’s

bisexual

creeps through my veins

as sludge in a drain;

spirals, 

funnels, 

pocks my future

as a blind hurricane

kisses the shore

and promises more.

Water Torture

My older brother

made a cutting board

painted red and shaped like a fish

for my mother

which she still uses.

He was the perfect

six-year old

forever.

He drowned in my future.

I slept in his bed.

When my parents retired

and moved away, they took

the marble monument 

and replanted it in the old graveyard

across the road. 

I’d like to pull up

that headstone

and its underlying dirt

and wheelbarrow it all back

to the pond behind their house.

Lost Cause

He was as old as he could get. I could

stay one, with gut and cheeks for two. My crime,

to live past his years, raised the shrine that would

not share its gifts of loss. He drowned my time

with his, placed my blood in a fixed need for

gloved hands that scream to hold or hurt in ways 

that teach. I built the fence that hid the core

of my folks from me, moats of booze, a daze

of dust drenched shelved love. They did not tell me

I was the whipped boy, roped to my rage and

place. I stayed to be as free as not free, 

while clutched fears pushed dreams from a fist free hand.

I was as hard to get rid of as phlegm

or blood off my mom’s and dad’s hands. Fuck them.

For Better Or Worse

If my mother’s drowned son,

dead thirty-six years, were to arrive home

on a donkey tomorrow, 

she’d escort him

back to the pond

before anyone noticed.

He’s so much more alive

the way things are.

Children’s Services

And you think that what you did, when you turned 

me in, was O.K., the right thing to do,

spare my kids from worse than what they’d been burned 

by? Well thanks for your best move. I’d like to

crush your face with a ten pound sledge and drive

right through to your past like a judge with a 

smile. If I could have been there when your live

first child had drowned in the pond, with all the

facts as I know them now, I’d have read you 

your rights, turned the law on your ass with no 

more thought for you than you had for me. Do

you think that your “fate” and my “crime” don’t flow

from the same gene pool, the same rage, the same

lack of love and care? I do have your name. 

The Whole Truth

I’m always way down on my list

of sons-of-bitches I want to kill.

Family Practice

Don’t look for me

amongst the rest 

of the heirlooms.

I’m that cross 

you nailed your other 

dead son to,

for a piano,

a changed will,

a garage sale

of statues and books.

Who cares if you’ll find room

for the new VCR 

and rototiller.

But you just might find

that old one way mirror

to hold up in front of

all those ambered memories

to shade the light

from your new 

grandson’s eyes.

Call Forwarding

You crush silence 

with an ammonia capsule phone call:

“Your father’s dead.”

I think of all those letters

and pictures I burned and pry,

“How’s everyone taking it?”

As ears drool, you breathe,

“We couldn’t lie when he asked for you,”

pushed words like dirty, wet snow.

I freeze-stare the distance.

Concrete Booties

I wish I could cry but one cries when one 

cares. I have been like a state at war since

I was one and do not know if I’ve won

or lost or if it is now time to mince

words with peace. I have lived so long with an

ax in my throat that I have no use for

thoughts which spare or share grief. What thoughts I can

grasp make me wish for a time that feels, or

a place that knows, what I was like when I 

was so young I could breathe and not hear it.

If I could just go back to the day my

folks put me down as dead, with the drowned hit

they called their best, I could jump in with him,

claim his fears as mine, and try not to swim.

House Keeping

Your love

is as water for a plant,

a broom to the floor, 

a door for the cat, 

a walk to the mailbox,

names on a calendar, 

holiday cards, 

flowers on a grave.

(We love you, Tom.

        We love, you!):

Words that listen;

words that harvest.

Kiss my love-fucked ass.

Written Off

All I can do now is write. I have no

words to reach out or back to the folks who

claimed they’d raised me. My one-man bull shit show

could no more teach them the real me than clue

me in as to what I’ve been up to all

these years. I can not prove to them what they

do not want to know – that I live and crawl

on my own, as they did; that I eat, pray, 

smoke, and drink in fear of my past the way

they do; that I feel the pain of my name

as much as if not more so than they. They 

just want me to be as dead or as tame

as the drowned boy who they dig up and throw

at me when I try to steal my own show.

One Piece At A time

You give what you take and take what you see

when moves you make drain dried tears from my eyes

as you say, “Queen knight’s pawn to queen’s rook three”

on this board of black and white squares where free

moves are like free lunch, as long as one buys.

You give what you take and take what you see

and laugh as you crush each piece left with glee

while you opt for more space, more push, more lies,

as you say, “Queen knight’s pawn to queen’s rook three.”

So who gets to squirm at each check mate, be

the chump who would be champ, and be less wise?

You give what you take and take what you see,

though the rules change; so scratch tooth and nail, tree

this wild game like hounds, be one of the guys.

as you say, “Queen knight’s pawn to queen’s rook three;”

use the sum of your brute force as the key

to get what you want: my life as a prize.

You give what you take and take what you see,

as you say, “Queen knight’s pawn to queen’s rook three.”

Psychic Shrapnel

We try to hear what is not said on nights

when we know you all meet as a group on

the rite hill. You dance round us with fixed sights

that stir a mix of don’ts and do’s. Your bon

fire’s a planned sting and a shell game that begs

for one more snare with a prize or ruse. How

you deal and shift the play or sift the dregs

of tea leaves that tell you, tell us, that now

we are to blame for what you have to do

to us. Your play is a last ploy in a 

deal that went sour when our sons were born: two

sides now vie for all the cause left in the

world as to why the clan split, left us whole,

and you half, left our tea leaves in your bowl. 

Haiku

Words filtered before

they can be formed into sounds:

subconscious fossils

Comparison Shopping

When it comes to our mom, we don’t fear the 

tears that pus out two by two from wounds that 

preach a lust for lost pain. We don’t give a 

shit for her need to keep a dead faith at

the cost of those of us who tried to stay

out of her way. What we did fear was her

mix of “truth” and “facts” when backs turned: the way

she kept us failed, but on the mend, a blur

of what we were, in hopes of what we’d been.

It’s as if as kids we did not share the

same mom or home or dreams. But the odd sin

that binds us now is that we share pain: a

vat of dried hopes, to swim in, in spite of

the lies we lived through, though we can’t share love.

Haiku

Your life overflows

with non-directed purpose

and valium dreams.

A Marriage Of Hellish Conditions

I fight not to bite

my nails, peel

cuticles with teeth that mutter

peppercorn words.

I still don’t know 

if I am to eat

or be eaten.

I search the wrappings

of my youth for lost cards –

words to bend into pleasures, 

my what-ifs used

with the frequency

of hay-fever tissues.

I used to fall in love

with answers my mind gave me

to questions my parents

never asked.

In the reflections of my past,

I ask them now, study 

reasons behind them:

butterscotch tears on vanilla cheeks.

Mourning Mirror

I shave my mother’s face;

I comb my father’s hair, 

with genuflected hands

and paint-peeled heart,

my tongue and shoes tied

through burnt learnings.

Hear my echo, 

envying oaks,

that stretch their bark

from wombless births.

Apocrypha

One:

I’m telling.

You

stop me.

Thirty-seven years

your drowned son steals sleep (you say), 

pours your vermouth, 

rises with each tissue and blurred

window, like when a storm

delayed Rod’s flight an hour, or 

nasty George’s Doberman mix

mauled your kitten outside

in the rock garden

and married the event to the view. You let

six-year old Gordon

out too, to go

fishing that Saturday; let

four-year old Meredith

watch me,

as you walked the thousand

unsuspecting yards to the pond,

play with me, 

as your departed mother (you say)

spoke to you on the bridge, imparted

the exact spot in the water.

You walked back to the house (you say)

to make the phone call to my father;

I heard he later found and carried

him to the bank.

Two:

The first time

I went fishing, I caught

a bass that died in the bucket

where I forgot it. You laughed,

thought the whole thing cute when I cried

because I couldn’t revive it,

got upset when I took

it back into deep water

to give it a second chance.

Mr. Kitson, the scoutmaster barber, who gave

Gordon a haircut an hour before he drowned, 

never slapped a joke on my neck,

never nicked my ears,

always made me go straight home;

had watery eyes, 

not because he was old.

You didn’t know (you say)

that the snipped pieces of rose

Gordon gave you before 

he left would be a last gift.

You tell me I don’t 

remember the smell of puke,

the pink ceiling of Ruthie Steven’s bedroom

where we spent the first nights after.

A one-year old (you say) 

doesn’t know, as I could not have known later

that my room was his room,

that his pond was your pond.

Three:

Your father demanded perfection (you say)

beyond your not-good-enough test scores of 99, 

though your perfect pitched

older sister renounced affection

and career and succeeded.

You sought both, undetected,

to trip away with an empty-handed

M.D. at twenty-three;

but your tone deaf voice

projected a stranger sound 

from two highly touted

musical parents.

Recounted, recounted, recounted,

scores of scores of retold lines

of lies and lives and more.

You wonder why home is not a direction

my past will lead me toward.

Four:

My sixteen years to get a college degree

cloud Gordon’s first grade truancy

that kept you laughing far beyond scolding.

The three divorced children I left behind

sky the distance between you and me, 

the distance between you and Gordon,

make my stage fright in the nursery

school pageant that left me

screaming under the teacher’s front hall

buffet worthy of the spurred march home 

across town in full cowboy costume.

Memories like an open dumpster

Waiting for summer.

Was it politically correct to remember

what we tried to forget

and forget what we tried

to remember?

Five:

I recall the crab medicine my father

gave me after your preferred foreign import

had skipped town and everyone was so appalled,

and wonder at the sentiment my father felt

at keeping the little green

army issue metal tin

for so many years….

My father’s car accident on a Saturday

when I was six; when everyone was so grateful,

that a passing motorist

saved his life by pulling

him from the crunched blue metal,

and wonder at the coincidence

that a nurse from the hospital where

he practiced was following

behind him that day on his way 

to Greenfield…..

Your lecture on baldness as

being a hereditary condition

passed always

from father to daughter-carrier to son

and that I would luckily

have a full thatch of hair just like

my grandfather who died with all of his.

I smile,

In silence, 

under a rapidly thinning scalp.

Epigram 4

If God isn’t stupid, there is no hell.

It would be redundant.

Vacuum Sealed

I live like there’s no turn of the wheel, like

the road is a stream of piss, like I’ve been 

back home at least a year too long. My bike

moves on a shroud of dust, too, while I’m in

a mood to run and run and run, though I 

can’t seem to get out of my own way. The

words fall to this page like chop sticks I try

to grasp with hands that have as much of a

feel for thought as my eyes have for touch. When

these words make as much sense as the past, and

Yule is a hole in me I can’t hug, then

it all seems to stop where it starts. The hand

that feeds words to this page can not help me

know how or why I have needs I can’t see.

Punched Out

I would take back what is mine, but give me

a clue, friends. This shell is like a bare tree

with all the trim still at the store. I’m free

to come and go as I will, but I’ll be

damned if I know from where or where to. I

feel like I just woke up half way through a

walk through a fun house with no map. A pie

in the face right now would taste good. And the

fear which rides hand in hand with “what’s next” would

at least spare me for a time. But what’s so

sad is that I can do most things you could 

think of, but I don’t know why, though I know

how. Do you think my folks could know the half

of it?  Have a first rate clue? What a laugh!

The Nuremberg Rag

I’m sorry,

Your Honor, 

I was actually

only the fifth one

in line 

in the water 

brigade.

I didn’t

even know

the barn

was on fire.

Ballad Stanza Make Believe Sonnet

I try to think that I’m the last, that I 

won’t bash my kid, that what I’ve stopped will end

for good, that lies will not be hid. I try

to think my mom and dad will one day send

a card, and tell us that the blame is shared,

the void we left is hard. But genes that show

a trait for harm are passed when folks are paired;

the lives they’ve touched with pain and dread all know

their kids are scared. Our hands and hearts are marred

from pasts too quick to judge with blame. We act

too fast from fear of “truth” when we were scarred

with shame. We know too well our lives are fact,

that change is like a curse; our need to nurse

the lives we know is what makes love seem worse.

Sustained

I’m tapped out as I try to write more verse

on why I need to write. The pain that I’ve

lived with my whole life is now just a curse

I’d like to send back home. I’d love to drive

my folks nuts with the chance to speak up and 

put my myths in print for all to read. The 

dream to tell my side as sound and right, stand

on my own, but not in their midst, is a

plan I have yet to grasp. It makes no sense.

Not now. Not at all. But what can I do 

to prove to them all that they were wrong, fence

them in with words they can’t touch or change? Sue

for back love, like I’d know what it was, or 

how to use it, to spend it at what store?

The Orbit

My skin skids like the car she drives, though I 

have not seen her in six years. We have made

just a few phone calls since last March, to try

to see if frayed ends fit. We hope to trade

dirt, scratch our roots. I can feel her thoughts bent

on this house as she crawls through states out west

of here. I want to know if she was sent

by our folks to cut a deal. She will test

my face for lies to see if I’ve been coached

by those same two flakes back east. We may dig

through the best kept parts of our pasts, the poached

hoards that were kept hid for too long, a big

deal for two kids who did not know how to

grow up till old age was as good as new.

Scratched Record

You are the iron on my lapel,

the shoe horn inside my heel,

the dock that prevents my boat

from throwing itself on the beach.

I must touch you with my gold,

my bouquet, my report cards.

You are my ghoul so I will

not continue to be “It” all

the time, but here I go again.

Why can’t I just once hold out

my arms and you fill the holes?

The Insecurities Commission

I don’t want to feel too safe when it comes

to my work or the pay I get. It’s not 

that I was raised a stressed out kid that numbs

me to dreams most hope for in life. A lot

of times I like malls, shop for things I don’t

need. Some days my kids don’t fight at all, so

I can turn down the rock and roll. I won’t 

cook cheese hot dogs just cause they’re quick, for though

the stuff makes me feel like a slug, I get

them on sale when they’re a buck nine a pack.

You can’t beat that. The change, I save, I set

out for the kids to get a school lunch snack

if they’ve been good. With most things which I try

to deal with, day in, day out, I get by.

Par Igneous

I look at my past

like a mountain looks down

upon the roadway that winds

up its side. 

I am not

the one who puts up

the falling rock signs.

Briar Patch

Do you think we could just be friends? I mean

what kind of life do we have when we can’t

talk on the same wave length? We seem to lean

toward a blind truce, where we each have a slant

on what we feel is right or wrong, but are

so fixed, due to where we’ve come from, that we

read our staged lines from scripts that fail to jar

loose what we wish we could say. And I see

all your points as I’m sure you do mine. There

has to be room for both of us to find

out who we are, and, at the same time, care

for what we could share. Do you think we’d mind

a rare truce, find out our true pasts, or are

we stuck in this place, like two fists in tar?

Like Living Room Kids

Echoes ripple across the plain

like desert dew.

The sunrise jackals

tear screams

from the smallest remnant.

The ringside event

follows the trapeze

audience from tree to tree.

The sun dings noon;

buzzards sweep up.

Solstice

On the front porch at dusk, I watch plane lights,

through the trees, as they come in to land. It

is Yule. The lights blink and glow on the flights

as they do on this street. Cars pass. I sit

in the dark, in the chill. There is no wind

to rip through still time as the earth tilts toward

long days and short nights. I breathe in the thinned 

air, and breathe out, to match the earth’s moves, ward

off the dark, at the point where I could freeze

too, turn toward the light of the porch, the glow

of the house, the pulse of stars as they ease

soft lights through the haze of the town. I know

I am home, in this place, for a time, while

life, which turns like the earth, lights a fixed smile.

Haiku

Invisible knots

tied by deaf hands in the dark:

institution bound

Compulsory Figures

Some day I will go back to my home town

with my skates, and glide on the ice of the 

pond that I learned to skate on. And I’ll drown

on the blue black glass with long strokes, at a 

slow starved pace with my hands in my coat and

my eyes in a fixed stare at the carved bank

as it slides by. I’ll see the trees that stand

on the south shore of the pond in a blank

frost I breathe through the still cold. They will hold

a few curled leaves that fail to find the ground, 

as iced air cuts their source of warmth. The old

bridge, which links the fields, will clang a soft sound,

each time, when ice splits, rips to the bank by 

its foot, breaks off the clean edge with a sigh.

Training Pants

I went to a prep school for five years, all

boys, all toys, just like camp, but who knew? I

mean – the just fledged guards who screamed down the hall,

the crap of three piece suits each day, the high

church rites each dawn, the school song at the field

house pep march on the eve of the “big game,”

the “Yes, sirs,” “No, sirs,” “Thank you, sirs,” all sealed

in the school plans, as my plans, all the same,

right down to the last tick of the clock for

five years, or more, when I was too young to

know that my nick name, “Shit-for-brains,” was more

of a sign that the school and all those who

lived in it were as sick as fuck, than that

I claimed it as a brand, a noose, a hat.

Crossing The Great Waters

My life is tuned to not one but two forms 

of death. The I Ching states that I have not

let my mind seek that place of rest, where storms

of the heart can’t lick my dim wit with hot

strokes of mixed love and hate. It must be my

fault of course, as if life weren’t planned by the

fates who draw straws from a loft, sure that I

can’t see the lost of this world and that: a

wild deck of cards, cut in half for two hands,

both played to win and to lose and to cheat

in a game that goes back and forth, yet stands 

as still as a post in the sand and heat 

of the west. There is no goal or gold or

pot for which to put piss or dreams in store.

Solitaire

So if it’s just a game, and we play the

whole thing by house rules, who’s to say it’s done

when it’s done? Who gets to call time for a 

break? Who gets to deal the next round? It’s fun,

you say, to watch those who’ve quit and thrown their

cards to the wind, come back to taunt and jeer

those who do not know they’ve lost to the chair

you sit in, ‘til it’s too late to claim fear

as a high stakes move. Who puts an end to

that streak of not quite all black or red cards?

who tilts the pot to slide your way, or do

you sit in each chair just to see who guards

the play, cuts the cards, deals each hand, so you

can feel safe when the rules fail, as you do?

Erasure

The print on the page, that tells you just how

and what I feel, is not mine. You see, the

bark on this tree has no life in it now,

and when it did, the young thing was not a 

threat to the rules of growth and space. So when

you pick up this page and think you’ve found some

new truth that rings your soul and mind, and then

helps you solve a mess that keeps you as dumb

as all the rest of us, pause a bit to

see that it is the dead in me that has 

reached out and touched the dead in you. You do

not have to know that print is like food, as

dead as meat and fruit which we choose to eat,

to know that words are an ax at your feet.

Haiku

Buzzards as mobiles 

dance to the sacred rattle

wobble as wind chimes

Epilogue: Unobstructed Vision

If everything

on God’s 

green earth

has a purpose,

does the rain 

on the window pane

really help 

the glass 

to grow?

Postscript to:

 But You’ve Been told It’s Not Really Raining
In 1998, when I was 48 years old, an unexpected twist to this whole story began:

On September 21st, 1998, I was working at Alpha 2, Northeast Care Center, late in the evening, and received a call from my wife Deborah. She began with, “Are you sitting down?” I said, “yes.” She then said, “Then sit down.” Apparently, she had started speaking with our youngest, Gwydion Gilbert (age 3), about his up-coming birthday in October, when he was going to be 4, and she wanted to know what he wanted for his birthday. His nickname is ‘Boo”.

The following are quotes from my wife who took notes:

“At about 5:20 PM, on 9/21/98, Gwydion, aged 3, told me, Deb, not to call him ‘Boo’, that his name was Gordon, and he’s not a baby; he is 6.” Deb then told Gwydion that he would be four in 3 weeks time. Later at 7:10 PM, Gwydion said that he was so six, when he was Gordon and Grandma killed him [I’ll get back to this puzzler later]. At 7:14 PM he said, “I know a pond, but I don’t remember where it is. It was the last place I went when I was six.” Later he also stated he was Dylan’s uncle. Dylan is his current older brother.

When I got home, I asked Gwydion if he wanted to look at my early biological family’s pictures, which I’d never shown to anyone in the family, nor talked about ever. He said yes. When I got out the family album picture book, and he saw the book, he yelled and ran screaming from the room. It took over a month of gentle coaxing, but he eventually agreed to look at the pictures. When I opened the book to a page showing my biological family (my father, mother, sister Meredith, me, and my older brother Gordon), he pointed to my mom and dad and sister and brother and me, and said, “There’s my dad, and mom, and you, and me, and my sister”, in front of Deb, Hester, and Dylan (Deb’s two other children), without hesitation. 

For quite a while, I was in and out of disbelief, shock, and perplexity.

However the clincher happened at Christmas time that year, when Gwydion was 4. Gwydion, one Sunday morning, asked for some orange juice. It was early. No-one else was up. I went to the refrigerator, and he yelled, “Make me some orange juice,” pointing to a newly purchased bag of oranges. I then searched through the pantry for a manual squeezer, and found an old one, cleaned it up, and started the process of squeezing 10 halved oranges to make a glass of orange juice. When I got it done, and handed him the glass, I demanded much thanks for the aggravation. He took the glass, stopped, and said, “Put in the red stuff.”

“What?” I stated.  He said, emphatically, “Put in the red stuff.” 

“What are you talking about? I asked. 

Again, he demanded, “Put in the red stuff.”

Then I remembered. My parents had used a Hamilton-Beech Electric orange squeezer to process orange juice all the time for us as kids, growing up, 40 plus years ago. When everyone had gotten their glasses of fresh squeezed orange juice in the mornings, my dad would go to the refrigerator and pull out a jar of Maraschino Cherries, and then add some of the red juice to each glass, turning the orange juice from an orange color to a bright red.

We had never had Maraschino Cherries in this, our current house, ever, and a simple inquiry, directed at all baby sitters Gwydion had had with us, produced no similar experiences with Maraschino Cherries in any environment that Gwydion had been in, this time around.

After Christmas that year, during the week between Christmas and New Years, I was sitting with Gwydion in our living room early Sunday morning staring at all the Christmas decorations we had put up and asked Gwydion what he thought about all the decorations. He said he didn’t like the tree. He told me that what we should have done was go out and get a real tree, a live one, and get one that goes all the way up to the ceiling. Then cut it down and bring it back to the house, and then you take a screw driver (much animation in his description of the process. What I later realized was that he had no knowledge of how to describe a drill bit, except by calling it a screw driver) and put holes in the bottom of the tree and then stick it in a thing and put water in it and then decorate it.

Gwydion had never been to a house with a real tree, as all his baby-sitters had had artificial ones, and we had never had a real tree in our house.

When I grew up in Massachusetts, my parents had always had a real tree and our living room ceiling was ten feet tall. Also, when my dad got the tree each year, he would take one of the kids to help him out on the back porch with the real tree. He would take a drill bit and drill holes in the base of the tree so that it could absorb water from the stand. The drilling would also allow the tree to be stood upright in the stand without falling over, because the old stand hooks could fit into the drilled-out base of the tree.

Gwydion was clearly remembering these former events with real trees that he had helped my dad with as Gordon. No other explanation, of his describing to me what we should have done correctly with our tree in Lakewood, Ohio, works.

One thing that I haven’t mentioned is what Gwydion had said on the night of September 21, 1998 when he had first announced his identity: he had stated to Deb, my wife, “I’ve loved Daddy, since Daddy was a baby.”

This is really the oddest thing mentioned by him on that first revealing session.

One possible explanation is this: for 43 years, Gwydion/Gordon had perhaps been my, and my family’s, “guardian angel”, watching over all of us from the other side, before returning. No other explanation seems to fit.

Some of the consequences of this revelation are that I have re-established contact with all my siblings and my parents. I have given my parents and my brother Jeff the notes that my wife took on Gwydion’s/Gordon’s revelations as to his identity, and the subsequent stories regarding his memories. Oddly enough, my parents don’t really believe my wife and me. I don’t think my parents shared the stories with Meredith, Harriet, and Patricia. I have yet to do so, as the opportunities for doing so have not arisen. I have also re-established contact with my children from my second marriage, and although there are still difficulties with relationships, things are slowly resolving.

What also has happened, over the years since the revelations from Gwydion, is that my anger, my uncomfortable feelings about and with life, my confusion with my placement in the world, the ranting and spitefulness, and my desire to play the revenge card for my upbringing and pain in my youth (all of it) has dissipated and vanished. I’m not sure why, really. I have no metaphysical explanations as to how my son Gwydion’s revelations (his being also my older brother Gordon) fit in with the “whys or “hows” or “whats” of my life (in terms of giving me answers to all the cosmic metaphysical questions I have regarding our connections), but none of that seems to matter at this point, really.

It is quite clear that a cosmic plan is here and everywhere, and is working, regardless of how much I understand, or don’t understand. I can speculate all I want, and whatever is revealed to me in the process of further self discovery will most likely make sense somehow.

This rare and bizarre glimpse into a reality beyond reality has been mind-boggling. But as Dennis Miller so aptly states when he finishes his monologues, “This is just my opinion, I could be wrong.”

By the way, when Gordon drowned, back in 1951, my mother, on that fateful morning, actually went out looking for him. When she crossed over a wooden bridge in the center of the pond, where he’d drowned, she stated (as upon numerous occasions) that she was met by her deceased mother, who had told her what had happened, and where they would find the body. This encounter with my mother’s mother on the bridge could be Gwydion’s reference in his statement on 9/21/98 that his grandmother had killed him, perhaps quite a mistaken remembrance. Gordon’ s deceased grandmother apparently was there at the time of his death to simply help him pass over, which, oddly enough, along with everything else he related, he’d actually remembered.

The facts of Gordon’s entire life history (along with everything else from my past) had, previously to his revelations, never been told to any of Deb’s and my children (Hester, Dylan, and Gwydion), as a result of the familial split in 1986. Only Deb knew, and she’d been really quiet about it, so that Gwydion’s revelations were definitely from his own memory, or from somewhere other than this earth plane.  

Although I have had, since early childhood, what I would consider an unusual quantity of bizarre metaphysical, mystical experiences that have been for me unrelated and unexplainable, I am very comfortable with all of them upon reflection at this point in my life. They do make sense now. 

Although I now have little use for all of the poetry in But You’ve Been told It’s Not Really Raining, at this point in my life, I thought the collection of poems might somehow be a useful or perhaps beneficial  “been there, done that” guide for any and all people who have had difficult lives as survivors in dysfunctional families. This collection is also for those who are adult children of alcoholics, for children who have experienced abuse of any kind in early childhood, for those who have experienced repetition compulsions in relationships, and for those who have seen themselves as survivors in an unpredictably hostile world. The twists of fate, of life, and of fortune and misfortune, are somewhat (who’s kidding whom?) unpredictable when the turmoil of life is at its most prolonged worst.

Regardless of the circumstances of one’s life, there seem to be opportunities for discovery, resolution, forgiveness, understanding, and peace, amidst the chaos of life. 

I hope that this book is able to convey a picture of that process of transformation such that others might find solace in their own lives and a connection to their own internal process of discovery for understanding the mysteries in which we find ourselves here on this earth plane.

The sequel (companion) to this book is Metaphysical Rhyme, which was written over the years 1979 to 2003, in response to an internal need to make optimistic sense out of the complete mess of my life.
