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Landscapes
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“These chairs were laid out for a wedding in 1939 in Poland. The wedding was abandoned, and so were the chairs due to the German invasion. They were found again after the war with the trees growing through them. Every year they are repainted.”

Borrowed from: https://www.bing.com/search?q=1939+polish+wedding+with+red+chairs&qs=HS&pq=1&sc=6-1&cvid=668D183BFC7E416A88C589F415340039&FORM=QBLH&sp=1
A 1939 Polish Wedding

There is a poem in the security

of this green hall. It is heard in the dan-

dilion seeds that this year fall so free-

ly beside their lost mother plants, to fan

out and reach just beyond themselves, and grow

into yellow suns, standing for all that

is the night time dew, where daylight’s not slow,

nor late, nor tired, but waiting its turn, fat

from its near showing, its crowning into

the emptiness of being, while now bur-

ied in a moment’s moment, in a clue-

less mile of time, frames in frames of our car-

ing feet that measure walks in woods, and talks

of seasoned growths by dandelion stalks. 

The Cold Seasons

What we can say of moods that live in red,

that cast November’s pall among the leaves,

it’s better to leave understandings dead

and buried with the tulip bulbs instead,

to ward off winter’s warmth as it relieves

what we can say of moods that live in red.

Subjecting sheep to countless nights of lead

gilds alchemy and resurrection thieves.

It’s better to leave understandings dead

and gone the way of best laid plans we’ve wed

and ringed and honored for what Death believes.

What we can say of moods that live in red,

reciting scripture lines that we have bled,

like sap from trees of life or figged-leaved Eves.

It’s better to leave understandings dead,

like manic monarchs pleading how to shed

bloodied de Milo wings cloaked within sleeves.

What we can say of moods that live in red:

It’s better to leave understandings dead.

Tails, Tusks, Ears

Not all blind Indians find an ele-
phant. Some things found are just broken choices,
impeccable mistakes not bound by a
logical system of cheerful voices:

no canes allowed, no Braille, no clickings -- sound
that wards off all those banes of self discov-
ery, those hidden pitfalls, where fears pound
just nails into those cerebral frames of

destiny, crowned with friendly reminders,
photos, invitations, all begging for
attachments we can’t refuse, from lenders
who peg their botched infirmities and poor-

ly designed defenses, absent senses
that crawl their way among raised spite fences.

Words and Wards

After Cassandra was relegated

to wrapped silence by Zeus, did she just sit

on her porch, watch birds on a fence, mated

to a realm of weaving, baking, and fit-

ting in, or did she wander far and wide

down city streets with interesting signs:

“The End is Near,” “Zeus is a Despot,” “Pride

Goeth Before the Fall,” or scribble lines

in the sand, guiding obvious injus-

tice to critiqued acclaimed mud? Sight is not

a gift, nor a blessing. It’s like discuss-

ing night with Oedipus, sponsoring pot

and kettle debates, fixing what’s in tricks

or treats for kids, or sharing stones and sticks.  

A Better Mouse Trap

The Nothing and the Everything keep danc-

ing in Hell’s sphere. They spit out lust and hate

and crime while preaching what to fear. While chance

is what they revel in, they pass out fat-

ed charms. Their holographic carrots sprink-

le fairy dust that harms, for all expec-

tant mothers leading children to life’s brink,

that everlasting patronage that beck-

ons what to think. Deceptions are Hell’s rem-

edy. We’re doomed before we start. We nev-

er were God’s chosen child. That myth’s redemp-

tion’s dart. Salvation’s plague consumes our ev-

er lasting grip on life. We welcome strife

as Glory’s Road, while treading tightrope’s knife.

Light Bearer

The humorist, who stands outside, but lets
faint light come in, unfrazzled by life’s Fates
and Gods who can’t abide the sin, regrets
his solitary stance, where darkness baits

his sight. Fiends won’t allow such glimmering
that plagues their precious night, while those not free,
through deathly chill, in gravesite quieting, 
are left in hopeless bondage; they can’t see

what lights can bring. The humorist, bereft
of keys to open hearts and minds, is bent
on overcoming fears that cling to left
behinds, partakes of rare enlightenment

without a thought or pause, while natural laws
from patterned breath lock tight life’s hidden cause.

Where Heaven Lies

Salvation is a Vegas bet where odds

are fixed for loss. We play as if life’s goals

are ours, where faith assumes we’re boss. While God’s

forgiveness preached worldwide predicts all souls

advance, no data from fair Heaven’s fogs 

contribute to that stance. What we believe

is taught in churches, mosques, and synagogues:

prized faith and deeds, strict faith and creeds, will leave

us whipped like dogs. We beg for lost compan-

ionship while life on Earth is Hell, and fail

to ever figure out that Heaven’s plan

ain’t swell, while we recycle through Earth’s Grail

like wine that’s swilled and spit, now deemed not fit

for Heaven’s gate because we’re flushed like shit.

Halloween

When parasites dispense with hosts and seek

out greener fields, they do so when their food

runs dry, when taps share weakened yields. That leak

of oozing nutrients that fills a mood

with wealth, confounds upcoming wintering

that lays bare grueling health. A grasshopper

that pleads with ants who stored enough ‘til spring,

is left alone to wager and confer

with those that sing. We harvest as the sea-

sons want to fill our empty holes. For us

it’s how we gather that will quiet nee-

dy souls. For all of life’s Ororborus

and living to consume, though gods assume

we aren’t awake to share that righteous doom.

What the Empty Playground Said

Bullying is not a game, and hurts all

youths worth bossing. It's like stomping flowers, 

pulling wings off flies, and causing to sprawl,

helpless kids, without hope, as if powers

of being were compromised for the sake

of jokes, brutality, and injustice.

And there is no consolation for tak-

ing hits, those favored punching bags, like us, 

who cannot fake how we feel, beaten, laughed

at, scorned, isolated, silenced, wishing

for peace, love, and smiles, but given the shaft,

and fenced in a box of gloom, while fishing

for any reprieve, lost, while being bossed,

as if we were just life's trash that's been tossed.

Tiger, Tiger Burning Bright

What visions of God’s world were Blake’s, that posed

for him: those sketched rare window scenes of spir-

it realms: what Earth’s travelers fetched from closed

and locked gates, by Hell’s fence, conveying fear

or sin?……….. Whose imagination concocts

such “outsides looking in” as terrific,

as blessings, as salvation, so well boxed?

Are all of us that desperately sick

and lost, outfoxed, in love with our selves, as

if totally mesmerized, to not see

we’ve swallowed, hook, line, and sinker bedaz-

zled poo, just good enough for you and me,

so we stay culled, shunned, and scorned, while demand-

ing audience from beneath Heaven’s hand? 

♬ The Hells Are Alive ♬
When the dog bites, when the bee stings, when I’m

feeling sad, I realize how pissed I get

watching the fates wreck things, designing crime

and incessant obstruction. You can bet

it’s pre-arranged, destroying life’s failed work,

like my own: teaching needy illiter-

ates how to read. It’s not only berserk,

but calculatingly evil, better

than sweets to irk a stage four cancer in-

to infection, like bleeding out, like or-

gan failure, slowly choking life within,

without, a steam roller cruising through tor-

ment’s bleak landscape, life’s wake, God’s grand mistake,

where no one gets out, released or awake.

Arguments for Privilege

The pitter patter letters that fall in-

to words: spilled dope, dumpster divings, dancing

for a two A.M. last call, hoping sin

will attract any offers, bus glancing,

penny jars, dog food, timecards held like cou-

pons, vacations anywhere else, call back

waiting in the dark, vended hot dogs, two

for one, value world sweaters from the stack

of almost new, plastic storm windows held

with duct tape, because staples look tacky

on aluminum siding, while friends, belled

by hook, crook, or any other lackey,

stand in line for fair shares, those basement cares,

lottery tickets, and gold-plated prayers. 

For Trying Out Loud

The art of mysticism might be plac-

ing pen to page, connecting those few dots

one finds that pop up every age. The space 

time continuum is a playground sots

like you and I return to over and 

over again, like through the looking glass,

because the hell of “knowing all” is banned

at the source. You wouldn’t think so, but class

rooms here are standing room only and filled

with individuals seeking some sort

of truth to explain why we’re all here, skilled

at swinging a bat in the dark, for sport

and amusement, when the target’s just a

God with an invisible agenda.

What Dayton Never Dreamed

I launch failed paper butterflies, crash coursed

through corks and glass, while wormless birds and bright 

windshields converge towards fated pass. The forced

refrains of monarched wings that seek a light

without, all follow instinct’s patterned trails

that ley lines fail to scout. Their destinies

are trackless dreams that glide on senseless rails,

and speed or slow by moonlit glow, to seize

what winds their sails. The fluttered words that rise

and fall to metronomic boots, consid-

er nothing of their end, or what feeds wis-

er roots. The net is plate and fork to bid

all flighted forms return to what may earn

port’s Phoenix fire, where feasts survive the burn.

Cell Therapy

Fidgeting with my place settings, pretend-

ing to be lost in the silence of the

other guests, contemplating cost, that end-

less conversation, between smiles and a

nod, that punctuate the salad and en-

tree deliveries. At least the hallway

grandfather clock and the breathings can pon-

tificate with armadillo eyes, say-

ing, “So, what’s on for desert? You have brand- 

y and pie, or cognac, if I prefer?

The whipped cream is organic, can one stand

it?” Biding this water-boarding banter,

I grab my ringing phone, my safe un-koan 

visionary: the cheese that stands alone.  

Buoyed

There are days when we can neither rest nor
bail nor row nor look out for land. We could
warn others, but our semaphore is shore-
less, like dime-less pockets, grass-less yards, wood-

less fires, and our pulpit’s below the hor-
izon. Caring expires with wedding rice;
and looking behind, at whatever door
we came in, reveals armless guards precise-

ly where we ordered them to stand, eyeless,
voiceless, better than piggy banks, with just
the right amount of jingle to possess
our thanks and gratitude, or what’s discussed

behind offering trays, worthless displays
of ropes and knots and moorings nowadays.

Buying Silence

Are you the seller pushing goods who sets

things on display, the one who transacts spec-

ial deals, and maximizes pay, who gets

the crowds excited for antiques just fresh-

ly made, a smorgasbord of priceless snares

well auctioned for those played, where noise of gav-

els pounding final shackles into prayers

is music for fine galleries that have 

such noxious wares? Your merchandise is sent-

ient and has parasitic claws; it works

its way for strangleholds while wearing rent-

ed laws. Your honored robes as garnered perks

display your periled height, while timeless night

through moneyed trails retains its sightless might.

Happy Birthday

We come here lost to share some love when what

we find is strange. If we could see all points  

and ends we might try hard to change. The rut 

we trudge in daily steps is what anoints 

our dreams. We fail to ever figure out

that life’s not what it seems. We cannot hope

to ever learn or see what we’re about.  

We speak and think and listen hard and cope

with every doubt. But reaching with our yearn-

ing just to hold another soul, and touch

a glimpse of “otherhood” to help us earn 

what’s whole: is everything, and more, as such,

a blessing that we need, a flow of bleed-

ing light from hearts that wish just to be freed.

Seamless

There is just one lesson among the bones

and fur cast off during the building of

nests, sorted from dirt’s dusty trough, unknowns

within fair choices: food or shelter, love

or need: the selections that we swallow.

Beaks, like cat claws, impede inspection. Time

clogs breath and searching, filling the hollow

too quickly, bending, spinning old Earth’s mime

to Sun’s wallow. Crickets sing Indian

Summer’s dinner bell for a crow eyrie,

morsel choices within oblivion

with no consolations for the weary:

unknowingly the same, compunction’s aim:

that Eagles are also mites in life’s game.

My Bucket List

Imagining reality as a

temporary immortality, grow-

ing a tail so I can chase it, writing 

an unrhymed sonnet for The New Yorker,

planting daisies in a minefield, sewer

trout fishing, playing a pick-up game of

charades with Woody Allen, Beelzebub,

Hillary Clinton, and Mohamed, chang-

ing a light bulb with the Rockettes, running

across America with Forrest Gump 

just one more time, being chosen from the

audience at The Price Is Right with a

chance to play Plinko, and eating a stack

of blueberry pancakes without dying. 

Oblivion

Who weeps for God? Now don’t get me wrong. I’m

not referring to those rare few devot-

ed souls who pine, fast, burn, and sing sublime

songs through pained separation. They connote

sparks of God on the verge of communion,

waiting for divine love to complete them.

I’m referring to those under the gun

of knowing God’s invincible problem:

being that One infinite Singular-

ity, surrounded by Nothing, forev-

er, alone, using creation as spare

gaming routines of diversion, and nev-

er at peace. Who weeps for that Child, that poor

Ruler, Who is All that is, but needs more?

Isn’t it real?

I often try to figure out why all

of us are here. There may not be a bet-

ter time to state what isn’t clear. This fall

my wife’s received some news: her cancer’s set

her time. The price of guessing what to do

came like a sidewalk dime. I pick my nose;

I pull my beard; I stare at nothing new.

The TV off and books unread now close

her life that’s through. The weighing and the meas-

uring aren’t like a game of fish. We can

not go, nor ask for cards, nor make a treas-

ured wish. The visiting will be our plan,

like tea times filled with treats, where sugared eats

for featured guests will follow what retreats.

…mine, not mine…
The semblance of choice and opportuni-

ty, when there is none, graces us like a

biopsy, an auction, a quiz, a si-

tuation of voting. I prefer the

daisy, with all its petals intact, un-

plucked from a field, carefree in the sunshine,

and dancing in an August wind, just one

of thousands, maybe millions, but not mine

to hold or shun, pretending ownership,

privilege, containment, fenced, a pet to be

fed and watered, needing a way to slip

that set-in-stone pre-nup contract, and free

itself with its one voice: that silent bois-

terous white, yellow, orange, and green choice.  
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No Good Deed Goes Unpunished
So once there was this Avatar from In-
dia it seems, Who stated bluntly to
my face that waking folks from dreams was sin-
ful and just not preferred, unless one knew
God’s truth: that only Ones descended from
on High could ‘man’ that booth, delivering
such blessings that would levitate the numb,
those desperate and lost in life, who cling
to being dumb. So we’re just not allowed
to help or save or prosper folk who live
and die in wretchedness, blind to God’s shroud-
ed joke. Of course we must strive to forgive
such cruelty from on High, and wonder why
we can’t love all, when God states, “Do and die.”

Choosing the Form

Dichotomy and Unity are lov-
ers in this realm. Their fighting’s a diver-

sion like posed dragons on a helm. Their cov-

enants have purpose, just beyond our ner-

vous sight: that keeps each precious loving thought

divided in Hell’s night. We laugh and cry

at sacred feasts; we relish what we’re taught.

We climb this Sisyphean hill: a lie 

that we have bought. We trudge through countless life-

times praying that life’s goals are pure, confus-

ing every dream we’re fed with what God’s strife 

can’t cure. There are no pathways we could choose

that lead through Heaven’s door. We’re on the floor

of Hell’s great depth. We’ll be here evermore.

Tomorrow and Tomorrow and Tomorrow……

Being just a worm in a farmer’s field,

consuming luscious dirt beneath the air,

one of millions, seeking the rushing yield

of sun and rain and summer’s warmth, that fair

regard for season’s triumph, unconcerned

about plows, birds, that marred reality,

injected occasionally, like turned

earth, March floods, ravenous moles, spring’s duty

towards scare crows spurned, blessing seeds with the free-

dom of growth or rot, of food or fertil-

izer, harvest’s plate for all and sundry,

this poor worm’s delicacy, a choice spill

of privileged refuse dumped, for starved worms stumped,

as fates have dealt their cards for those they’ve trumped.    

Morning Walk

There is nothing here that is ours alone,
as age reminds us more and more to leave
without this skin of flesh and mind of bone

and wander once again in spirit’s zone
to contemplate what once was ours to grieve:
there is nothing here that is ours alone,

where all who are lost and ceaselessly drone,
“We came here to discover, not conceive,
without this skin of flesh and mind of bone

that limits, halts, obstructs what dreams have grown,
as if our webs of truth have begged us weave,
there is nothing here that is ours alone:”

a tragedy of sight: what’s unbeknown, 
a something we could share or soon retrieve,
without this skin of flesh and mind of bone. 

Lost answers, with which we might soon atone,
may well be ours if we could just believe,
there is nothing here that is ours alone
without this skin of flesh and mind of bone. 

“To the Cliff…”
Impacts in sight, coupled with a resig-
nation collage: those flack-jackets of choice,
for warmth, protection, camouflage: the big
stuff of need, in boots laced up tight, with voice
the same, following in line, not too close,
not too lagging, with name tag and title
clearly displayed, well ordered, like a dose
of sacrificial friendships, so vital
for comatose prayers and loyalty oaths,
decked out in khaki caves and campfire nights,
practicing lunging through wild under growths,
while tramping to the drumming and fierce fights,
for love of God, where pride and peace reside:
well discharged, when habit and change collide.

Life, as we try to discern it:

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


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


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

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

When I was a very little child, I
do not remember my grandparents speak-
ing to me ever. What made them so si-
lent? Did they know some things that were unique

to this family’s dysfunction? Our brother’s 
death at age six? The physical abuse,
along with the alcohol? And Mother’s
narcissism, and pill popping? Excus-

es, through other’s perspectives, are out of
the question. We who lived in the cruci-
ble still examine our scars. We know love,
and a lot more of what it is not. I-

magine a fish bowl: fish, no water, wish-
ing for at least a rainy day; capisce?  

There is a burn that shames like frost and turns

hard into clean; it sometimes breaks plain’s sun-

set chain that crashes in between. Concerns

of bottled wines and ships help bridge our un-

dertow, that sentient speech that walks the chalk 

and questions what we know, where rules expand 

like cactus stalks and make red rain drops balk,
that climb back into oyster shells while grand

blind shepherds gawk. Feast’s table, upside down, 

and planted, under stoney graves, can take

directions once we start exploring drown- 

ing waves. I once remembered all that make

up lies we ever dream, like coffee cream

and basket’s plaid, and winter’s gentle scream.

I’m torn between my past and now, for work 

compels my dreams, and stands as door to fu-

ture paths, yet holds what links extremes. Berserk 

as life presents itself it offers few 

real keys, or signs to indicate what roads 

are safe or drive disease. The laughter hid-

den in the dark surrounding hand held codes,

evokes a blind malevolence: what’s bid

as life implodes, where pox evolves from pax 

in time, and gross evolves from grace. We tee-

ter in these coaster carts upon these tracks 

that race, around around in apogee, 

centripetal and lost, while we’ve been tossed 

to Hell and back not knowing of the cost.
When all is false and lies seem true and hap-
piness is staged, we’ll all be asked to take
our seats, so mindlessly engaged. We’ll clap
and cheer each lesson as we try to make 
it through, this competition juggernaut
that blinds without a clue. Each day shows prom-
ise of relief, like blessings when we’re shot,
though struggling with adversities that calm-
ly keep us fraught. But all just stays the same 
as always: hamster wheels for dough, life’s way
that keeps us all in motion, in this aim-
less show. We’re born, we live, we die each day
without a clue of why we can’t comply 
with Heaven’s trolls who warn us, “life’s a lie.”

The air is dusty calm this morn. I think 

it means there’s time. We might be able to 

escape, and leave life’s futile crime. The stink 

of worthless trials here is making new 

hope rare. Retreating far from pointless crowds  

seems like a thoughtful share. We’ve spent our life- 

times working hard, our efforts rich as clouds, 

that, fleeting, move, and vaporize, yet rife, 

as funeral shrouds. Life’s Fates remind us dail-

 y that our efforts matter not. We are 

but fares in coaster cars, stuck on earth’s trail 

of rot. These pleasantries that often bar 

our consciousness to flee, are chains that plea 

we stay right here in pointless reverie.

You have a full hand-basket ready for 

delivery. Need directions? The des-

tination is an old dead tree with more 

internal rings than A. T. & T. , guess-

ing from the little girl who still guards it, 

with a message that summons, “Take heed not

to force the force with the force. There’s some shit 

better left well enough alone. Hell’s plot 

would as soon split your destiny into

worthless shards of unremembered events,

holding you fast, but charmed, unable to

be heard, noticed, found, without any sense 

or awareness of time, that unpaired prime, 

alone, cast out like a Rubicon crime.

And so it goes as it has gone for ev-
er and a day. The scripts have all been writ-
ten in this never ending play. Whatev-
er joys and sorrows we’ve encountered sit-

 

ting here were placed by gods as puzzle parts
for lives we’d commandeer. The journey now
for other worlds has doorways for our hearts
that scurry blindly onward and allow

 

unwholesome darts. The trials of this plane
are such that few know of the end, that stays
forever hidden though what’s here’s insane
pretend: a dream world that for sure portrays

 

success at every turn, while how we earn 
our freedom will ensure we crash and burn.

 

Just never play Prometheus, those odds
are set to nil. The world will never bow
to efforts emphasizing skill. The gods
who rule with iron fists determine how

 

we learn. The world is perfect in their eyes,
so saints here crash and burn. If ever there
were blessings that the fates helped to disguise,
they’d mark what’s pure perfection how they scare

 

and fool the wise. What token benefits
descend are rare and strangely placed. They make
us wonder why it is we’re in these pits 
so graced. All mystery seems on the take;

 

it confounds every thought. So while we’re taught
that love is all, we’re left with all it’s naught. 

 

I choose to live with vagabonds and those
so out of sorts: the lame, the lost, the des-
titute who fail to find supports. Who knows
what we encounter as we trek this bless-

 

éd earth, through trials and conundrums that
can test our every worth. Life often takes,
when we have zilch, and pins us to its mat, 
while playing ref and audience, it breaks

 

us down and flat. Our faith and karma ques-
tioned, what the hell must we have done? We don’t
have much to go on when our proof is less
than none. Experience keeps rolling, won’t

 

time ever lift its fist, as we’re the grist
in heaven’s mill, ensuring we’ll desist.
The darkness has enveloped Earth, in shades
of black and black. The treachery predom-
inates, and evils have no lack. Charades
are played with ballroom masks to hide a com-

mon plot. All problems we encounter here
are solved with just a shot. Concoctions may
have side effects; they’re nothing we should fear.
For more pills will take care of those the day


we volunteer. We’re all in this togeth-
er now; we’re shamed if we digress. We must
stay brave and loyal in this social teth-
ered mess, which keeps us ever mindful just

to follow with the herd, as every word
we’re told is scripture: blessed, stamped, sealed, preferred.  

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

along, with blind folds in position; what

could possibly go wrong? We have to trust
what we don’t know, we have to make the cut,
prepared for evolution, we adjust

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

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

The Hell of Hells, the blind of blinds, is just 
what makes life home. This love of death is tant-
amount to adding paint to chrome. Mistrust
is screws and nails and timber, and what can’t 

be seen, within the fabric of our peace,

where walls are just a screen. Impossible
are talking points, about what brings release
from cares of sense, or tempests new, what’s full

of time’s increase. So walking’s my confess-
ional, a flogging of my feet, a best
way for invisible to be where less-
ons meet. The uncaged bird is silent, lest

its secrets noose its neck, within the wreck 

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


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

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

and proudly preach and rant are but a scant
of nonsensed wind and what the gods implant.

God’s guillotine is set for work, a sub-
ject has been picked. But choices for redemp-
tion are still offered for those tricked. A pub-
lic execution would not favor semp-

er fi; exposing truths to scrutiny
might keep folks asking why. Who needs such real-
izations that reality’s not free
from terror and deception, and that deal

that’s Satan’s fee: the hold on all souls des-
tined here, with bonds which keep us held. God’s lie
can’t ever be exposed; Hell needs such guess-
ing quelled. Narcotics are what keep fools high,

or sound asleep, or good. It’s understood
Hell’s peace is best when souls seek childhood.

Who’s placed these roadblocks in our paths, those tricks
that keep us here? Enlightenment seems too
damned hard; our strengths are based in fear. The mix
of karmic destiny with Kali Yu-

ga screws keeps everyone in constant flux
with way more “don’ts” than “dos.” A last device,
pretended safe, and guaranteed deluxe,
is grace bestowed on righteous few, like dice

for megabucks. We need to be remind-
ed that our goal’s within our grasp, that we
can climb that final hill, with one more grind
and gasp, that we’re not lost in nether’s sea,

alone to fight despair. Please know and share
this righteous truth: God’s placed you in Hell’s care.
I never planned to plan, I said, the odds

are way too bleak. I’ve just discovered sen-

tient lies that play at hide and seek. What gods

insist that rules be clear? That closed eyes ten-

der counts? That gouls stay put in backyard games? 
That nerf balls shouldn’t bounce? That cell phones keep 
their secrets plain and seldom give up names? 
That politicians smile less, and sleep

with fewer dames? That Marvel heroes are

not real? That mothers never drink? That God

is nothing if not love? That life’s a jar 

of stink? That parasites on hosts aren’t odd? 
That bullying’s not mean? That what’s obscene 
in daily life is death that’s unforeseen?

The cosmic wheels that slowly turn and lev-
el all that is, keep mindless jerks like you 
and me astounded at life’s quiz. It nev-
er fails to undo dreams and squander foo-
lish works, and all that mankind undergoes.
It seldom offers perks? And God is not 
responsible; the Devil runs Earth’s shows. 
But who or what now pulls his strings? That plot 
God won’t disclose. Life’s answers to all ques-
tions are like rainbow pots of gold, that make 
all searching pointless; it’s like myths that les-
sons hold? We’re thieves who trespass Earth’s mistake 
and wander aimlessly, devoid of free-
dom, sense, and skill, like nuts beneath God’s tree.
The peaceful slaughter of the slaughtered peace-
ful is the new balance in time’s clock, way 
too cosy for sunsets and blue skies, cease- 
less seasons of wanton happiness, play-
ful days: those mindless rhythms and bastions 
of griefless journeys, ways for staunching sane, 
when all the world’s smiling at Earth’s actions, 
as if the reverie and joyful pain 
of love’s factions, dancing heedless through end-
less masquerade balls, where lost glass slippers 
are all the rage, were just the way to mend, 
alas, a few lost hopes, those failed grippers 
to reality’s ledge, that lovely edge, 
where, through all the joy, “What does God allege?”
Thank God for this pandemic here, this might 
of wordy lies, we have not suffered long 
enough beneath this masked disguise. This night 
of terror has it all, a plague so wrong 
it’s weird, the propaganda perfect so 
all know it’s to be feared.  Intelligence 
now cast aside, with wisdom on the go, 
there’s nothing left to harbor thought or sense 
down here below. We’re lost in Hell’s great swamp 
of fiends, those heartless sordid beasts. We’re right 
here to be skinned, prepared, as food at chomp-
ing feasts. The gods have got an appetite, 
so revel in your fate, it’s not too late 
to change your course, just choose which bowl or plate.
I’ve chronicled insanity, a page 
ripped out of books. It all appears as won-
derful: by loving caring crooks. My rage 
is often tantamount to light from sun 
and moon, where shadows guide all relevance, 
and sense is out of tune.  I now believe
in Morpheus who placed pills on a fence: 
one red one blue, for what was true, to grieve
or soon commence, a journey down the hole 
with Alice into wonderland, with eyes 
wide open for the trip, awake for soul 
command. The dead shall bury those compris-
ing shells marked vacancy, where in life’s sea 
of plastic trash those down and out aren’t free.
“Nothing is promised; everything is earned:”
A triple koan. The great Nothing is the 
void, the Mother, what we now own. We learned 
that once, before we ever came here, a 
time out of time.  And “promise” means “consent 
together”; it’s about an agreement, 
a hand shake, a wink and a nod; it’s meant 
as an agreed-upon diversion: lent, 
and what’s been spent, like an unpaid loan, like 
this koan, a sign post pointing to nowhere; 
though, “earned” is of course “urned:” contained, ghostlike, 
construing ashes, dust, as worshipped fare,  
or fair, though maybe foul, like boheme’s owl, 
that goal or ghoul or guile still on the prowl.
Belief and hope and faith, oh my, what will 
sustain us now? These yellow bricks are stained 
with loss, and we all wonder how. And still 
we trudge on aimlessly, down here, contained, 
confused; we strive to understand our plight; 
but no-one here’s amused. What have we here, 
what have we done, with no clear end in sight? 
It seems we’ve not been given truths that clear 
this endless night. So hopeless, faithless, try-
ing hard, we seek what doesn’t sting. Yet all 
that we encounter tells us, “You’re what die-
ings bring.  You never will escape your fall; 
you can’t escape God’s pen.” We mice and men, 
are surely blessed; we’re screwed here once again.
The chill of springtime’s in the air, the breeze
is silent loud. The faceless strangers out 
for walks are seamless as a crowd. The trees 
stay helpless as they bud, not caring ‘bout
leaf’s shade, but welcome sunshine, clouds, and rains. 
These wonders all have stayed. Of course direc-
tion’s seasonal for migratory cranes, 
where ducks and warblers northern bound, all trek 
these patterned chains, evolved through countless years 
or more, like clockwork’s silent chimes. And clouds 
drift by so noiselessly, and make our tears 
seem crimes, just begging for those faceless crowds 
to stop and please be still, to stand the thrill 
of springtime joys, and cease time’s marching drill.
I take my bucket to the sea to fill 
it to the top, with water, seaweed, sand 
and fish; I hope to never stop. I spill 
a little here and there; I’m clumsy and 
inept. But now I travel to my town, 
to where my duty’s kept.  There is a pond 
I need to stock, where all my work’s laid down.  
Official business is my job, respond-
ing with renown. I’ve done this chore a thou-
sand times, it’s what my boss demands. I know 
my work is necessary, and it’s how 
life stands.  I can’t recall a better show 
of money better spent, for each red cent, 
I earn is paid me by my government.
And no one’s asked me what I’ve thought about 
what we all face, these dreams extending from 
our eyes that light up all of space. What’s out 
now in the open will not fix this sum 
of loss, so let me share a secret here: 
our space and time’s a cross; it’s what we’re nailed 
to, while we dream, just ask our puppeteer. 
He may supply some answers that are veiled 
and quite unclear. I’d hoped to share a key 
or two to unlock cuffs and chains, but maps 
to show us where to go will never free 
our brains, which are completely lost in naps, 
and lullabied like stone, so we’re alone 
in grave like trances caught in caves unknown.
The party’s just got started here, the band 
is tuning up.  The decorations hung 
with care, the booze is in my cup. I’ll hand 
it to the organizers who’ve not rung 
that bell, that warns all those attending this 
we’re not too far from Hell. The circumstance 
and pomp are such that all are lost in bliss. 
The music and the dancing keep the trance 
a rare abyss. The revelry is mar-
velous and features charm and glee. There’s no 
describing tolerance for what’s this scar-
ring spree: that hidden killing means that slow-
ly topples all we love: what’s here above 
and what’s below, without a push or shove.
We live in monstrous fantasy; this world 
is but a game. There are no rules, there are 
no goals. We’re prisoners in this shame. What’s hurled 
at us down here on Earth will keep us far 
from home. In every venue we subsist, 
no benefits from Om. This prison here 
has much to love, such choices we could list, 
much more than we could ever manage, clear-
ly truth’s been missed. It hurts that we’re all stuck 
here in an endless cycled loop. It may 
be that we’re comfortable with all this muck 
and poop, like barnyard flies who fight and play 
for bigger fresher piles, as if these trials 
were blessed and fine and just like birthday smiles.
Lost time, lost will, lost purpose here, life’s stage 
gets cleared of acts. The scripts get dumped and burned 
as trash; our history’s not facts. This age 
was orchestrated by some gods who turned 
this tale. Agenda that they keep in si-
lence are designed to fail. We’re pieces on 
a moving chess board that upholds a lie, 
a destined plight and controversial con 
that’s do and die.  Lord Bacon knew a thing 
or two about this blessed Earth. His son-
net numbered 1-2-9 blows up death’s sting-
ing birth: where we’ve come from, this ride we’re on, 
that leads to stress and pain, where all the gain 
we’d hoped to steal, swirls slowly down death’s drain. 
We won’t just use the guillotine, the rope, 
the poisoned shot. Our guns and knives prefer 
calm hands; and glyphosate’s so hot. Our hope 
is that these nano gems will not deter 
our goal. They infest down to cells and quarks, 
we’d hoped they’d hit your soul. But cancer’s on 
the rise, and blesséd chemo hits its marks. 
And 5G, mixed with x-rays, is a con 
that eats like sharks. And pesticides in food, 
and GMOs to spice them up.  We need 
this operation, just like how we’ve brewed 
your cup: of coffee, water, tea, indeed, 
we have to fix all ends, so with your friends 
you’ll realize on how much your death depends.
And God is so delighted with the way 
things have become. His right hand is aware
of where his left hand’s coming from. The pay- 
off’s a surprise demise, a means for glar-
ing peace, a silence over all landscapes, 
a place where all lives cease.  The wiping of 
our slate is where God’s planet of the apes
becomes that nightmare we all fear, where love, 
pure joy, escapes, beyond our grasp for ev-
ermore, so souls are gathered tight, then told, 
that all we’ve ever known was more than nev-
er right. Deception was the fabric sold 
when this old world was made. So what’s portrayed 
in this fair Hell, is like a pulled grenade.
