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Dedication

For the love of my life, Deborah Glaefke Gilbert, who suffered most of her life from Lupus and Multiple Sclerosis, and smoked like a bat for thirty plus years, but surprisingly succumbed to asbestos poisoning and ensuing lung cancer June 6th 2017: professor, poet, author, mother, grandmother, outrageous intelligence and wit, genius and certifiably crazy, yet compassionate and loving and caring despite a life of insane and prolonged and jaw-dropping torment, always leading and inspirational with all. 

Preface

This is the final reaction to her absence, personal and real. If it can help with anyone else going through grief and loss of a loved one, then good. You may call or email at any time to share commiseration, for absence is indeed a universal, and isolation is so unnecessary. 

All poems here enclosed are written in a new form which I invented. I am calling it “The Glaefke Sonnet.”

It is simultaneously a 5 stanza Ballad Stanza and a Shakespearian Sonnet, where every tenth syllable and every fourteenth syllable rhyme.

Blessings, 

Tom Gilbert

Cell—216-644-6495

thomasgilbert2052@yahoo.com

Forward

This is an addendum to the author’s first book entitled, “The Hole”. All of the information and intimate details of my relationship with the author, my brother, remains the same. What is remarkable is that his grief process has produced two more books indicating the progress made as he walks forward through life without his wife. It is still an honor to witness to this outpouring of emotion in the expression of love and loss. I applaud his effort to understand this great loss and heal from it.

Thomas Wistar Gilbert is my brother, thus we weathered the storms of our childhood together, the most relevant event of that time being the death of our older brother, Gordon. For each of us this loss was monumental. I turned four only five days before this death, while Tom turned one only three days later. Our lives were forever changed in many ways not the least of which were that I was elevated into the position of oldest, though second born, and Tom became the "oldest" boy though third born. It was difficult for anyone in our family to recover but for the two of us losing a brother included the loss of our parents as well to grief.

Tom grew up turning to music for solace, learning to play the piano at age four, graduating to composing fugues by the time he was twelve. He has continued to play anything and everything from jazz to children's songs to original compositions throughout his life, beautiful, lilting pieces full of heart and soul.

His affinity toward poetry took flight when he met and fell in love with his wife, Deb, who was herself a published poet and English major, a professor at Cleveland State. It was through her encouragement and critique that Tom found his voice in the world of words. And his love affair with poetic expression was launched. He has written many books of poetry in the last 30 years.

When Deb died in June 2017 after long battles with MS, Lupus and cancer, that finally took her life, Tom was bereft, lost, scared, confused, alone. I suggested to him that he write about his experience with grief, the vast emptiness left behind, and his gradual adjustment to being alone. We also began the sweet ritual of nightly phone calls to fill a void allowing us both a time to share thoughts, memories, feelings.

As an ordained minister myself having served in universities, jails and mostly hospitals, I have spent a great deal of time closely studying death and dying, grief and loss with individuals and families. Death and dying are very familiar processes as is grief. Thus, it has been an honor to offer support and guidance to Tom at this critical time in his life. It has given us an opportunity to rekindle the closeness we shared earlier in our lives. It has also been a privilege to witness first hand the evolving expression of his grief through his poetry, poignant, sardonic, humorous, creative, real. Thank you, Tom, for sharing your love and loss of Deb with me and with all of your readers. You have provided us with a gift.

Reverend Meredith Ellis

Gloucester, Massachusetts

September 2017

Part Insomnia
Trying to make things better. Than before?
Than now? It’s like worrying about the
tide when making a castle, striking or
breaking what pieces of memories a

room exhibits, or changing the subject
when wincing pain just begs for any new
topic to cover the mess: all the wrecked
composure, sleep, dreams, work, friendships. I knew

I could expect change, difference, anom-
alies of all sorts, but I can’t recog-
nize where I am. It’s uncomfortable, calm-
ly granting me a hole I cannot plug,
a script I cannot read, while life’s misdeed
makes it so impossible to proceed.
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For a person who loves unsolvable 
puzzles, this one sure beats the hell out of
me: no clues, no pieces, no fun, but full
of aggravation, insistent, while lov-

ing my confusion. Are black holes when God
experiences trying loss? I sus-
pect not. There’s no clinical proof, and prod-
ding my intuition to look at us

(we were so odd), when we were that “fit like 
the Piltdown jaw,” produces no help in
determining any answers that strike
a blow for knowing. This conundrum’s been

for me a losing battle and a cat-
egory 5 hurricane where I’m at. 
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I’m not the only one who’s not moved on.
I cannot see a better place to be.
I often try to guess where she has gone,
while praying that it’s nowhere less than free.

I find that I am silencing our crowd,
preferring not to mind my tepid view,
as all around me borders on what’s loud,
through fighting awkwardness of nothing new.

I am not proud of being old as dirt
among few friends who help me when I’m lost.
Though feeling that I’m stable with life’s hurt,
this pen is scribbling to defer the cost

of all that is death’s nature that will stay
while writing what are my lines in this play.
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Helping is the means for living, that’s why
I am here. I must know I am needed
or I’ll up and disappear. Why that I
know this, I won’t say, I’ve not conceded

much. There is no text book for life’s course, no
recommended crutch. Care is so vital, 
that’s for sure; it helps control what’s right, though
preparations preach, “Life’s just a title

sanctioned fight.” Producing best materi-
als for teaching how to live might come as
a surprise for those who choose to barely
give. Right now we have mythologies. Has

anyone seen these? They rule all thought way
worse than known, and spread like dread disease day.   
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Now that Deb’s gone, as we were two eccen-
trics, always on the outside looking in,
my isolation has now gone from ten
to ninety-five, with less and less convin-

cing connections anywhere. I am be-
ginning to fully understand nursing
home people who sit and stare, while forsee-
ing their pasts, presents, and futures as bring-

ing about eventual emptiness,
sooner rather than later. They know of
being slowly pushed towards that brink, where less
is way more probable than seeking love

that’s left their side for good; not that it should
be considered what’s another falsehood.
[image: image7.png]



Life is full without Deb, but it’s not the
same. T.V. is full. Septic tanks are full.
I don’t need full. I don’t need misery. 
We had comfort, quiet, peace, and a pull-

ing, back and forth. It wasn’t a Pulit-
zer, or a Nobel, stacking up with what-
ever T.M.Z. is parading. It
was ours. It was O.K. It was the nut-

tiness of situational chaos.
And it was fun, and so different, like
nothing I’ve ever known. I cannot toss
it further away than it’s been tossed, strik-
ing it from memory. It still keeps me
sane, wondering, hoping, alive, and free.
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We’re about to go to Deb’s biolog-
ical family’s step father’s funeral.
There may be no words to distill this hodge-
podge of circumstances, a miserable 

day for all, to be sure, but we are no
closer finding a normal history
regarding Deb’s origins, and although 
she is gone, there will be questions for me

to answer, knowing nothing of the plots,
secrets, gossip, and loyalties. Do I
needs be careful, honest, connecting dots
to tease the past out of anyone? Why

should I care, following Deb’s foraging
for identity, ashes scattering?
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They were all so loving, cordial, and glad
to see us. But we have no map, no “X”
that marks the spot. We don’t have what we had
been looking for, maybe her dad’s name, ex-

hibits of pictures, an anchor, root cause,
or key for her lock, kits for opening
of time’s vault. But there have never been laws
protecting the innocent from love’s cling-

ing to the flaws of conceptual bliss,
no I.O.U.s for past excuses. That
rock thrown in the pond was just a damned mis-
take, useless ripples lapping the shore at 

regular intervals, forever: bulls-
eye heartache, locked away in time’s capsules.  
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Delegated, not disposed of, not dis-
carded, delegated, it is an odd
predicament. How am I the worst miss-
ing person’s list candidate in grief’s pod-

cast? How did I achieve reassignment?
Age and time, those all-powerful Tweedle-
dumbers. I do not remember this sent-
ence I was convicted of, this needle

that was spun gently and landed on “Uh,
Oh,” rather than “all your dreams will come true.”
There is no occasion when I feel the
best thrilling self I’ve ever felt. I do

not anticipate wellness or a heal-
thy recuperation in my spun Hell. 
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More than anything I miss the secur-
ity of friendship. I now feel like a
birch tree with the bark stripped off, ending her
warmth, comfort, and surrounding love. And the

damned thing is I’m alone with this naked-
ness. I’m too old to bring on a second
childhood, or an end-life crisis, make “dead”
a new fashion or board game. I’ve reckoned

I could take medicine to either hide
the insanity or exacerbate 
it. Neither would be fruitful, and provid-
ing fascinating accoutrements late

in life seems rather silly, like a pill
or clown suit to help with what’s overkill.
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I found Deb’s college graduation pro-
gram, opened to her name, wondered what dreams
she may have had back then, and knew that go-
ing backwards or forwards now all just seems

a pointless nostalgic effort. The re-
sults are the same, anointing my sadness
with more dead space grey cloud wanderings, pre-
viewing every next day with the madness

of empty, freeing nothing from now’s clos-
et, where I keep all of today’s habits, 
cleaned, stored, ordered, with the rest of my flaws
that gaze at me like Holy Grail rabbits,

eyes and ears located on all my dread,
those misplaced longings for what’s not ahead. 
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The magnificence of having been to-
gether is now the torture of being
alone. I’m petrified on how to do
any new friendships, anywhere, seeing

that I’m old, isolated, asocial.
I have a lot of time, but little pa-
tience for change. I wish I were not so full
of opinions that run counter to dai-

ly mainstream bull crap. I feel like that is-
land that no man is supposed to be, that
French fry outside McDonalds that is vy-
ing stupendously with buns in hopes at

least that gulls or pigeons will notice runs
on discarded refuse: what no tramp shuns.
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Death has a way about cancelling in-
terest about trivial things: the right
soap, the correct greeting, who’s out or in
at the Oscars. Yet the perspective quite

literally touches only those it 
touches, and the bitterness engenders
nothing new, really. It’s somewhat a fit
that doesn’t; and it has no contenders,

no rivals, sitting at ringside, waiting
to be the next chump. It’s that wake-up call
you never want to get; for the hating
you take to bed with you each night, with all

your tears unfulfilled, rarely stops your star-
ing, your needing, and your failing to share. 
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There’s more to life than pain. I’m not sure where,
but I’m game to explore. My pith helmet
works best on my head, but if you could share
where my feet go first I would be all set

to head out. A safari right now sounds
great. I’m so used to dread and danger that
I’m not worried about all that surrounds
me, the usual terrors of these sat-

urated grounds, my bogs of inclement
decay that I have grown used to recent-
ly. Have you a map, a compass, a cent
or two, for emergency phone calls meant

only for back up? I need to know why
and how I’m to be rescued; I won’t lie.
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There are probably better and more lu-
crative ways of playing pin the tail on
the donkey, but all of which love the fu-
tility; I’m now blindfolded, moron-

ically spun around, pushed, tripped, and then ex-
pected to land a precise hit on the
ass of an ass. Now isn’t that life, flex-
ing my muscles and brain in hopes of a 

way to annex logic, fairness, and sense,
all while pinning majesty on the ass
of Death, that crazed poster child of offense:
a non sequiter I can live with, crass

as it may be, while striving to contrive
one speck of hope that somehow stays alive?
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I watch the world with eyes of wet and write
what drips along. Assembly lines of words
and letters fall amidst what’s wrong. The plight
of those who work a line and eat what turds

they’re fed will never end while daylight fades
and pay confirms what’s dead. Tomorrow’s dreams
are game day spots a T.V. ad parades,
while fat cats clink wine glasses during schemes

and Wall Street trades. Our castle motes today
are lawyer’s briefs of legalese. These pave
a righteous means for those who rule and play 
with fees. And though we’re told we’re free we slave

to scramble for some crumbs, and bless what comes
our way, though never knowing what benumbs.
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A warbler is feeding in the front trees,
having just arrived across Lake Erie 
from Canada, heading south. The bird sees
almost nothing, due to the long trip, be-

ing near starved for insects across the wa-
ter. It’s lost, to be clear, all its summer
colors, so I don’t know what kind of awe-
some warbler it is, as it won’t endure

stillness, as caution through propulsion is
its very nature. It will wing its sleek
self south by tomorrow, and will be vis-
iting South America in a week 

or two. I envy its energy: fits
of precise motions, as it never quits. 
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Control over the power of zero:
What might be the favored wall mount lever?
Who would want to be at best a hero?
What skills allow us to be that clever?
Hiding in plain sight in a plastic vase
are roses projecting scents that confound;
all of us would gather around Death’s face,
for sharing what appears as common ground.
There’s no disgrace in hiding what’s so real,
for comfort is the best thing all can give,
though nothing ever comes from those who deal
in galling end points where we strive to live;
most ventures to improve what are rejuv-
inating means are what Death can’t approve.
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Most truths are unpleasant, awkward, vulgar,
and repulsive, which is why they are run
from, hidden, ignored, divisive. They mar
community, inclusion, redemption.

They are iron clad opinions pretend-
ing to be never far away from O-
lympus. They are the boxes where we send
our memories and loves. They’re where we go

to worship, mending our pasts with our dreams.
And we dress up for truth encounters, when
we know reverence and fear are extremes
surmounting the unknowing, the what then

we use to make sense when there is none, pen-
ning and corralling errant thoughts, Amen.
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The way I am is not the way I want
my life to be. I do not dare to pose
what I unfortunately see. To flaunt
whatever comes my way will surely close

some doors. The disagreements that will come
will make for bitter wars. We’re in a time
of wonderment, of flags and fife and drum.
This marching to bleak slogans is a crime

that makes us dumb. We’ll never find a way
that brings us happiness and light, if we
destroy all tolerance and pledge to pray
and fight. The rare survivors who may flee

will soon forget the cost, for all that’s tossed
to Hell and back will be forever lost.
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Eight hundred and fifty craft beers says the
Deli advertisement on the store front.
I cannot imagine how perfect a
drink has to be when you’re trying to blunt

all of your skills and abilities. Is
it the taste or the love of alcohol
that makes variety fun? Does one vis-
it bars and clubs for people or booze? All

it takes is miserable five days of work
to necessitate release through drink. How
awful must life be to claim booze the perk
to queue up for at week’s end? And to plow

through existence in such a state where much
of what you do keeps you so out of touch. 
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Trapped in a paradise of loss is like
Thanksgiving and new dentures. I’m not the 
one who’s complaining. I had planned to strike
it rich by turning my landfill to a

park of amusements, fun for all ages,
where the tunnel of love will have single
cars, the fun house no exits, and cages
of beasts will be allowed to comingle.

The rampages will be delightful. I’ll
make Willy Wonka look like Buffalo
Bob. I have been told that sharing a smile
through tough loss is healthy, but why go slow?

I’ll just share my misery too, confer-
ing whatever Hell it is you prefer.
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Doubting has become a favorite pas-
time: memories, plans, choices, chores, all things 
of consequence that won’t appease my fas-
ter than ever snail like conscience that clings

to the past like ants to sidewalk gum drops.
Doubting has become a sharp knife social
workers want to remove from my grasp. Cops
and doctors would do that also. It’s dull

enough, and stops short of being able
to expose my veins to air. It’s not in-
cisive enough to cut out Death’s label
that fits my every move, but it learns in-

credibly fast. Life’s haul stays suspect, fall-
ing to my assembly line wrecking ball.
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Wandering without Deb is still wander-
ing: work, walks, writing, spending time doing,
nothing spectacular, just fighting mer-
ciless time that knows how to keep screwing

with us, changing the odds silently, as
if we could ever muster a clue a-
bout aging, decaying, failing, those cas-
ual aspects of reflection, and the

oft mentioned hazardous bird dropping ob-
stacle course we call, “Have a nice day.” It’s
just mind boggling fun, enough to rob
us twice, wallet and shirt, then gives us fits

when the stuff’s returned because time could see
we weren’t worth enough to steal from or be.
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Is life simply becoming accustomed 
to disappointments? What condiments do
you like with your gruel? Life’s disjointed scrummed
chaos of picnic basket goodies stu-

pidly guarantees choices of incon-
sequential failures. We have nothing to
look forward to, really, other than pon-
derous mistakes in judgments, going through

what is the monstrous blame that is required
for absolution or dissolution,
I’m not sure which, and the clean-up of mired
unknowing that’s the drive-by pollution

of destiny at work, within a quirk-
y accidental world that’s gone berserk.
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I’m a chess piece on the mantel, under
the couch, in the dog’s dish. I was once used
in a regular game, but a wonder-
ful child chose to pocket me and refused

to return me to the board in the den.
Since then I’ve traveled between the play room,
the sand box, the toy box, and the kitchen,
been in battles, tunnels, forts, cars, assum-

ing the nonsensical roles of traitor,
bus driver, scuba diver, batter, and
doctor, and once an investigator.
The cat found me outside and placed me stand-

ing in the dog’s dish, maybe as just pay
back when the dog thought chasing cats was play. 
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What doesn’t stay uncompleted? Do com-
edians take their work seriously,
like morticians? How does one make life from
death, humor from horror? Furiously

intrepid, we do, we wait, we plan, and
sometimes we laugh, while stepping forward or
backward. What are we seeing if what’s planned
happens or doesn’t? Does vacation bor-

der routine, canned with convenient flip top
lid, or does it arrive unbuilt with dir-
ections in Chinese? And do the kids stop
their guilting us with, “Are we there yet,” fur-

thering how we play dead, when what’s not said
kills our, “What doesn’t stay uncompleted?”  
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Painting, with permission, by Jocelyn Brown, Grand- daughter, “Sunset Under Water.”
Attracting an audience, when the o-
ccasion is death, is unproductive; yet
there’s Halloween. What could make Seth, that awe-
some poster child of demise, that sure bet

for mortality, happier with Oc-
tober thirty first? For Hell’s sake, Death could
be merrier than Christmas; and that sock
full of coal could heat your furnace. And should-
n’t we just block the idea that Death
is far worse than what we live through here? What
could possibly be worse than this? No breath
for two or three minutes and you leave, strut-

ting gladly to any life beyond, free
of the madness, despair, grief, and debris. 
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Cold, dry, unabashedly dull, sand pa-
per smooth, evenings in front of my T.V.,
choosing between music or things like may-
be a sports show, game show, or reverie

through phone searches, guessing what seems impor-
tant at the moment, lonely as my time 
is. I read an entire book of sor-
did poetry of mine last night, the rhyme

complex, but horribly dark and unfor-
giving. Maybe I’ve seen too much, and wish
to share discreet warnings for all too poor
for such secretive paths that always dish

out travails at every turn, yet decree
success, while handing out loss for a fee.
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Arose bush has thoms, a deer has homs, and
God has us. Jail cells have locks, a school has
tests, and God has grace. Bars have ale, a band
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fiends, pack guns. Czars and kings, as chiefs, keep score,
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Votes, and God keeps time. Hils have snow for more
than cold fun. Fields keep streams, so fish can leap





“Alexa, pause the T.V.” “Alexa,* 
let the dog out,” “Alexa, fix my sup-
per.” “Alexa, why don’t you doubt all the
orders?” “Alexa, please tell me what’s up

with my loneliness, why death’s so brutal
for those who are left, trying to make do?”
“Alexa, ask me a question, futile,
purposeful, it doesn’t matter, for you

are not too full of yourself that you can-
not help me with companionship.” “Alex-
a, could you do something special, and plan
a trip now?” “Alexa, I don’t need sex,

or hugs, or kisses.” “No, it’s just, ya know,
Alexa, kill me……….I didn’t think so........”
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“Going on” is a bubble gum song on
repeat that’s your personal torture. It
reminds you, defines you, the score, what’s gone,
you’re left to deal with everything, the shit

of worthlessness, where everything adds up
to nothing. Who on earth plans for this? Oh, 
yeah, no one. So here I am, and my cup
runneth over. Surely, this is a no

brainer joke, ruptured, sutured, no anes-
thetic. There’s the bell, round two, or ten, or
fifty-six, I forget, but I could guess
my fortune now, without a teller, pour-

ing over the cards, the tea leaves, or a
hexagram: what’s just life’s damned agenda. 
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I think Deb has moved on. Those cold duties
and responsibilities and attach-
ments here have left. Whatever the beauties
were, that were once us, have dissolved. They match

this fall season’s shift from warm to wet, from
long to short, uninstalling themselves, like
blue bus exhaust, in time, isn’t welcome,
but fades slower than the smell, that turnpike

hitchhiker, thumb out, you feel sorry for, 
yet wonder the cost in time, resources, 
discomfort. Should we feel this way? Our door 
was pre-set for closing, but what forces

it to be pushed or grabbed, as we’re rehabbed?
Excuses, therapies, all have been slabbed.
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Where do I go, whom do I see, to fix
this wretched state? I think that I must ask
for help, but she is gone of late. The sticks
and stones of ash and bones are such a task-

ing hurt. They speak accusingly in si-
lence, posting their alert. They do not know
what I’m about, when guessing that I lie.
I think I’m living solo life, they show

me what’s good-bye. Their permanence is like
concrete, fixed cold and deaf and hard; they’re shar-
ing nothings for my sake; they plan to strike
what’s scarred. I am a target, as I care,

it’s what lost lovers do, yet as I’m through
with dreams and hopes, I’ve nothing to renew.
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I’m not beating a dead horse. I’m beating 
a dead wife, or a dead widower. You
decide. I am just way too sore meeting 
all the exigencies of the situ-

ation to care anymore. I’m very
tired. I’d have a ton of regrets if
any of my goals mattered. It’s scary,
they don’t anymore. And I see no diff-

erence burying her, me, dreams, hopes, what-
ever. What if eating glue paste in Sun-
day school as kids was the high point, that nut-
ty waste of church revenue for which one

day we’ll go to Hell, not unlike this rot-
ten time I have now, where Death’s marked my spot.  
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Walking a tightrope over a bottom-
less canyon, for maybe an extra pea-
nut, penny, or crumb of cake: your autumn
to remember is not game seven. We

always ignore any real stories of
desperation, those crazy human in-
credible non-events where selfless love
pushes a soul to do reckless and in-

sane moves above and beyond any call
of duty without recompense, unno-
ticed by the press, to benefit that fall-
ing senseless anvil of destiny, so

expected, yet ignored. Who does record
such draining acts that no one can afford? 
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Get used to the comfort of trial. It
is the workday, the normal, the mainstay.
If turned off or out, in the way of sit-
ting up or down, and you present no play

or challenge, you’ll be fine, left alone, ex-
empt from the hell. What shall we do, fish or
row, steer or dream? Just don’t go near what begs
for change and forgiveness; you may get hor-

ror with the dregs of doing, unless it’s
ordinary, expected, accepted.
Life’s warning labels may be just what fits
the back pages of manuals, or read

in office lobbies, where we never care
about those magazines that doctors share.
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The deceased: they make canyons and hollow
trees so familiar, where paths to ei-
ther share steps in “run of the mill” follow-
ing, behind those who’ve made that trek to try

to find a peaceful message in the wind,
the leaves, the rocks, while minding all stillness,
forgetting the before and after, sinned
as the left behinds, lost as the illness

that took them, kindled as last words remem-
bered, last wishes spoken, prepared forev-
er, now to be there waiting, without them,
not scared any longer here with the sev-

ering, the leaf rustling, what’s a full
empty, pausing that returning circle.
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Ever been a train whistle looking for 
a train, a flag looking for a pole, a
heart looking for a chest? This drag is more
of an unmarried vacuum than what’s the 
taste of dust. The bags beside me on the
platform, devoid of love, are billboards out
of season. Does the shade or light make a
lamp? I’m in step with yesterday’s lunch, tout-

ing a past agreement that serves unsaid
words, thoughts, and dream pie. Commercials just make
the shows more tolerable than my dead
time pulls me out of bed, gets me dressed, fake

as vegan ham and eggs, what’s now that ex-
istential picnic grub with insect legs.  
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Stains are what prequalify both clean and 
dirty. They are the permanence of up-
set, the misery of FUBAR, that rand-
om (wink, wink, nod, nod) act of fate, that cup

runneth over spill on anything new.
The Dollar Store, like death, just around the 
corner, has mile aisles devoted to
clean up for life’s mishaps. There’s always a

better breakthrough product that can remove
the spaghetti sauce, oil slick, green or
yellow or brown glaring deep smear that you’ve
been sick over for weeks, worrying for

too long just how to fix it with those tricks
slick infomercials describe just for kicks.
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“What stage am I in? What Shakespeare’s world would
profess? I’m not sure I care. I’ve never
been a ‘make-a-list’ person, trotting ‘should-
a-could-a-what-ifs’ around like clever

self-discovery moments for blissful
display. You, too? That is just so remark-
ably coincidental, a missal
of…….no, I’m not a Pisces. I am shark
repellent, ultimately distasteful
on all levels. But, please excuse me, I’ve
got to go see about my garden, pull-
ing useless weeds and the like; it’ll drive

you crazy. See you later; no, the date
doesn’t matter; lunch of course would be great.”
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Memories are too insubstantial. My
childhood prevents their being sacred, 
or cherished, trophied. I can see now why
I have no ladder out of this hole: bed
that’s free to lie in. Memories? What have
you done for me lately, or ever? Pic-
tures, artifacts, remaining for this mav-
erick, furniture in this vacuum, stick-
ing to their cavalier assignments and 
scripts, camouflage my failures, my inep-
titude. My strengths, not deceptive; my stand-
ing, dying daily; and I cannot step

back further into oblivion no 
matter how I turn or move or go slow.
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I have painted myself into an M.
C. Escher corner, where walls are both in-
side and outside of nowhere, forcing them
to be invisible barriers, pin-

ning me forever to nonexistence.
But of course, “I am free,” is the over-
whelming response from friends and critics, sens-
ing closet danger, cancer that drove her

to that past tense, off the board, detention,
where I too am held captive, too close for
their comfort and good natured humor, un-
der new management and protections. For- 

ensic analysis, of what is this
post mortem structure, is both hit and miss. 
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Which wins in arm wrestling: an ambu-
lance siren or a train whistle? Compe-
tition is not simply that waring beau-
tiful mainstay of life in Ameri-

ca, it is the heart and soul of exis-
tence, for good or ill. Fitting in or sit-
ting out is determined by closed class dis-
tinctions, plus some money ball analyt-

ics, and the misuse of power broker 
back room deals. Nepotism is rampant.
Pop culture and fads are the back drop. Mer-
ciless herding comes to “play” [odd word], pant-

tomiming fairness and discretion, hand-
ing all of us tickets to the grandstand. 
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Death is not a door for the deceased. It
is a door for the remaining, who will
never return to their pasts, shorelines quit-
ting the sea forever, or that treadmill

running backwards, or not at all. What use
are egg shells, picked snot, spring snows? Smashing your
thumb with a hammer will always produce
the same emotions: anger, and piss poor

reactions, noosing your feet, hands, and tongue
with retread binders, reminders of all
you’ve lost, those “what if” damnations among
your ersatz smiling, laughing, and enthrall-

ing, “I’m fine, really; you know, there’s just no
reason to fear this falling domino.” 
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Memories and imaginings blend in
an indistinguishable stew, and those
recounting facts argue which thing begin-
ning when is closest to the truth. We close

such sessions with laughter, mostly. Coping
might be just like confession, scrubbing the 
pain from skin, over and over, bringing
meaning to effort, and effort to a

changing, stinging Grendel birth, the last act
in this play of loss. Wait does not work when
time pushes everything forward, ransacked
and shot, leaving all sun rises again,
like the page turning bright spots in this night
of paid for confusions, with what’s not right.
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My “word well” is empty, and the lost are
parched. This may be the way it has always
been. In time perhaps we may see that, far
from this being an aberration, craz-

y as it sounds, this may be the very
fabric of our world’s hazardous make up.
Loss and grief, in a world that’s just scary
loss and grief, always, may be that first cup

of gall that we all drink daily, though still
parched, wondering, if ever, when relief
will manifest. Hope may well be that kill-
ing pension we receive when loss and grief

overwhelms, when dying arrives, buying
up all happiness, leaving us crying. 
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The last day of summer before school, the
last day of vacation before work, last
hour of the weekend before maybe a
new day, a new beginning, where the past

is secured, or lost; but whatever we
do, it’s just never enough, with every-
thing in its supposed place, with a key
on a hook, car in the drive, the weekly

schedule clearly displayed, shoes by the bed,
clothes washed, dishes put away, lights off; now
everything’s in its place, but us. What’s dead
is nights alone, mornings alone, the “how

am I supposed to continue?” The sun
arrives daily, with no answers or fun.
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Sometimes death is unrecognizable.
It is always change. But is change death? Tires
don’t think so, nor diapers, nor days of full
sun or rain. But attitude requires

consideration, though. We play in life,
but we don’t play or kid in death. Well, there
is war, and traffic, and comedy, rife
with expiration; but generally, where

we don’t seek strife and terror is where we
spend our free time, our daily destinies.
We gravitate towards pleasantry, simply
addressing family, community, eas-

ing into joys of all kinds, where appal-
ling terrors only happen at nightfall. 
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Days and days after the local librar-
y had poisons sprayed on their lawn to pre-
vent weeds I can smell the reasons they care
about perfect greenery, as I de-

fy sensitivity and trudge on by
holding my breath. Intensity of the
spray heightens my fear of side effects. I
find it amusing that farmers hold a

marketplace trying to sell organics
every Thursday evening on the front walk
right beside their sprayed lawn. It is a fix
like a bomb for a fly. And I could talk

to staff until I’m blue in the face, do-
ing what I do best, ‘cause I’m a cuckoo.
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We carry the mistakes of our ances-
tors, immediate and otherwise, un-
knowingly, and make sure that we profess
what we think, say, act, and choose as if fun-

damentally we operate inde-
pendently. Then again, we don’t see the
strings that control us from our pasts, that tree
of familial branches that makes a

fine mockery of determination.
I ask myself, “What could I have done more?
What could I have said? And what have I done?”
The cavernous hole that is my means for

apology consumes me, and resumes
daily to haunt me in what were her rooms.
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The seen and the unseen, now married for-
ever, make everything theoreti-
cal. I stop in the middle, never more
critical of my unknowing, my si-

tuational puttering, with reflec-
tion, pondering, my way of replacing
conversations with Deb with a perspec-
tive doing; analyzing, while facing

routines of technical ease, fills my day
with the nothing I now despise. I am
ink in a Rorschach, walls in a maze, may-
be wiser, probably not, while remem-
bering all that is no longer here, go-
ing forward into what is now so so.
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Reading to a monthly meeting of re-
tired hermit crab shell remodelers,
they all clacked profusely while sitting sea-
side when I stopped. The chair said she prefers

prose and essays to poesy, but was glad
with the turnout on land considering
the use of snail mail to inform nomad
decapods of the presentation. Bring-

ing poems that add meaning and delight for
crusty old shelterless bottom feeders
seems purposeful. Loss is not an onshore
phenomenon only. Life that was hers,
now shared with crabs like me, enlightens fee-
bleminded scavengers housed in debris.
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I’ve become too aware of time and its
increments: part way through, at least, or may-
be almost nine tenths, now. My heart still fits
the beats of second hand clock movements, play-

ing along, as if my doing so will
engender what is the finish line for
congratulations, cheers, photos. My still
and silent shoes belie propulsion, scor-
ing me a chilling moment that’s forev-
er. There’s no make-up or overtime. When
the clock runs out it runs out, with a clev-
erer sun dial than Icarus owned. Then,

feathers and pitch were enough to climb free
of Earth’s gravitational pedantry. 
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A five foot eight inch white haired sore thumb, in
a chair, asleep, at a relative’s hol-
iday meal, priceless. Should I keep this sin
with a formatted excuse? I could fol-

low what is prepared for me. I no long-
er care being the butt of jokes. I am
comfortable and content with all that’s wrong
with me and my life. I’ve become the stem 

of Deb’s swan song, her bloom of decay. Just
stick me in water in a vase on a 
shelf. I’ll be fine. All her life’s been discussed,
and facing my disposal’s what’s next. The

familiarity of peaceful be-
ing takes a broom, a dust pan, and what’s me.
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The temptation to turn over an hour
glass, to put on a pot of tea; my fing-
ers are cold on my face. What’s gone are our
telling stories to impress, I am sting-

ing Rumpelstiltskin guilt. I’ve left my notes
somewhere else, maybe somewhere safe. I’ve not
said, “Hi there,” in over five months. Her coats
hang in the closets, on hat racks; I’ve got 

this, like her quotes in all the notebooks, in
all the drawers. And there are hundreds of pens
in coffee mugs, plus candles, and they’ve been
what beds Fall dreams. Decorating happens

at every holiday; done, by the way;
I’ll do what’s important; just not today. 
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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 us 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 that we return. 
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Since when is death not contagious? I’ve been
quarantined for almost six months now. “I
am not here,” she whispers, “no more, and in
the silence beyond you. You can leave my

waiting room. It too is a memory.”
I’m done with the hating, the pleading, the
incessant staring, almost. This story,
for that’s what it is, ends with “THE END,” a
place for glory to be shelved, atticed, moth
balled, until the next exiting candi-
date retires from here, that table cloth
we bring out only for special holi-

days, gathering occasions, where we say,
“We are all thankful to be here today.”
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The day before Thanksgiving our street is
as still as an unlit candle, a Burl
Ives vinyl record, and a pan of dis-
mal iron pyrite, or ashes that girl

of mine has become. I’ve been asked to bring
homemade bread, and that’s fine with me, besides
myself. I can do the easy, the thing
I was taught years ago, as it provides

gravy dipping slices that are delect-
able. Like all the things I know, I have
yet to teach any children to connect
or show any interest in baking. Grav-

ity did not help where they fell. They care
about expedience, hurry, and flair.
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Even my dreams are telling me that I
am beyond the outside looking in: cars
on the street, moving or not, a leaf, try-
ing to remain on a branch, colored scars

of Fall hiding change, that eventual
drop from being, that call of destiny.
What moves or not is my empty and full,
my time and death, my start and stop. What’s free

is the view, pulling from the bottom. We
are not alone with our aloneness. May-
be each moment, drawn from crayon time, be-
ing prone to paper bag carry out, pay-

ing with cash, finds its own way home, unknown
to neighbors, friends, relatives, parked alone.
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Death declares the concept of choice funni-
er than peppermint flavored ketchup, or
at least more acceptable. Purpose e-
ventually is won by the best mor-

bid player in the contest, the one who
ends all discussion, slaying the oppos-
ition with the precision of a new
school paper cutter. Death does not oppose

contestants screwing with the rules; there are
none; nor fixing the playing field; it’s been 
set as amorphous; nor the time line, far
from yielding to predestination. In 
a word, choice is a sensible and pens-
ive illusion, adding to death’s defense. 
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I love Sudokus because there is an
end, finish, completion. Loss has no end, 
no reward, no merit. In some way can
there be a title, certificate, mend-

ing the absurdity with distinction:
“Thomas Gilbert is awarded the high-
est honors, having successfully un-
dertaken and completed the ‘Good-bye
Challenge and Done’ campaigns without stopping,
folding, collapsing, or sharing unpro-
voked hysteria?” Someone is dropping
the zinging ball here. I just need one pro-

fessionally made banner, flag, C-Span
recognition ending this ordeal, man.
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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 help 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. 
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Strangers ask me, “Are you ready for Christ-
mas?” Hell, I wasn’t ready for death. I’m
bailing this bottomless boat ‘cause I’m list-
ed as the one holding the bucket. Climb-

ing back into licking stamps, stirring the 
stew, and piling a stack of magazines
for recycling seems lucky. My time a-
way from Deb, I can’t believe it, now leans

on my vain attempts at singular ac-
tivity. I don’t do well alone. She
hid my alarming faults from the world. My lack
of ability to organize rea-

sonable bath times, meals, work, calls, reveals
too much of what this loss magnet feels.
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Pronouncements of complicity were right
there all along. Connecting dots to all
the plots elicits what’s so wrong. The plight
of those who question comes from those with fall-

en dreams, when destiny plays hardball such
that life’s not what it seems. The dogmas we
adhere to seem to rise with what we touch,
where trials that are reckless guarantee

what hurts so much: unknowing of the rea-
sons we’re subjected to life’s pains, that seem
to be relentless in destroying free-
dom’s gains. Pursuits of happiness now scream

“We do not have what’s best,” as we’ve confessed,
“Life’s labyrinth keeps everyone distressed.”
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Deb’s leaving was an afterthought; her hell
on earth has stayed. It was ignored while she
was here; that’s how our love got played. Our fell-
owship was holding close, it helped us free

some space, where we’d support each other and
remain safe face to face. But now that she’s
no longer here I don’t know where to stand,
or sit, or walk, or drive, or sleep, so please

tell me what’s planned. I am a tock without
a tick, a horse without a cart. My po-
etry is glowing; I don’t know about
my heart. My love who was the one to know

how we could always be, will never see 
what I’m left with, a cork in endless sea.  
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“At Jared’s we turn feelings into jew-
elry.” I’ve heard of changing carbon in-
to diamonds; but feelings? Absurd, this new
form of alchemy. Would it be a sin

turning death into lead? Loss into stone?
I am all for learning new skills. I’ve got
some marvelous trash that needs to be thrown
out or turned into something priceless, hot-

ter than unknown stock futures. “Would you buy
a used death from this trader in loss div-
idends?” There’s got to be a market ty-
ing finished lives with profit. Oh, yeah, ‘liv-

ing wills.’ I should a been a lawyer, pin-
ning lucrative hopes on a deadly sin.  
[image: image67.png]



Six months of absence, while I sit, still wait-
ing for a sign; I might as well just scratch
my head; my stars will not align. I hate
to be so pessimistic but my match

has died. I’ve never been alone this long;
her silence has replied. If ever there
were miracles that framed where I belong,
I certainly could use some help, my care

has been all wrong. It’s like a broken rec-
ord that just skips as it is played, and re-
peats what is useless noise; it’s like a wreck 
that’s stayed. It’s moved in and defeated me,
I’ve lost more than I’ve lost. And though I’ve crossed
into unknowns, I’ve yet to know the cost. 
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I’m waiting as I’m waiting where it’s use-
less to pretend that answers to my ques-
tioning will bring loss to an end. Reduc-
ing loss to number crunching may redress

the wrongs, where hypothetical remarks
place grief where it belongs. In academ-
ic circles many students play like sharks
with useless backroom spreadsheets that condemn

what fosters sparks: rare happenstance of two
lost souls, who chance to meet down here, while shar-
ing brief encounters giving love a new 
career. It is so seldom accessed, dar-

ing fates to step right in; they’ll counter quin-
tessential love with undeserved chagrin. 
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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 and clearly on that list? 
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Cosmologies of death may help explain
just where we’re at, as if our countless lives
were designations of a cat. Insane
as all out strivings are we guess what drives

our fate, though we expect that heaven’s time
exists beyond hell’s gate. If life is what 
we enter when we leave this joy sublime,
then what in hell do we have here, this nut-

ty useless crime? Detached from love and peace
and light while wandering hell’s pit, alone
and lost and blind and poor, we never cease
that fit. Deluded dreams that we have sown
convince us all to stay, where we can play
in earth’s backyard, where death here’s life’s gateway.
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I hear myself saying, “No, I…” a lot,
trailing off to quiet, unknowing, won-
der, when my memories of you are not
easing the guilt of being alone, un-

derstanding how crippled I’ve become. The
shiverings are not handing me an ex-
cuse in the cold. I’m at a place where no-
thing makes me happy. Depression, as flex-

ible as a trampoline, tires me
out, makes routines important, more than I
could ever justify. And so I see
my poor face from the inside, and it’s try-

ing to hide. Sleep is a tepid joy, the
last thing in my pocket, lint idea.  
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What is stronger, gravity or wind? Deb
and I would ask such questions and spend days
talking about the answers, tasking, web-
bing, shredding each other in all the ways

of ball point pen fencers, lunges, jabs, al-
ways laughing. It’s appalling now; there are 
no sparring partners stepping forward, ball-
ing out, competing. Our court is now far

away, and falling into seamlessness.
I write as if she’s here, speaking pages
of necessary fillers, harmlessness
of bringing almost back what still ages

my staring, what is now my empty how,
and what my imaginings will allow.
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The keys to moving forward may have died 
with her. Ya gotta laugh. Hell provides no
other options. There’s no real plot. I’ve tried
to figure it out, from all angles. Though

she’s gone, and taken all reasons to live
with her, it is now on me to pick up
my own leash and direct, as if I give 
a shit, myself through traffic, in this rup-

tured state, while swiveling around, as I’m
my own guide dog, working, working. Let’s find
the nearest open man hole. I’ve got time
to bring this to a Mel Brook’s open mind-

ed conclusion. Her last stroll and my vast
hole may be that welcome mat for those passed. 
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How many people do you suppose clean
their entire houses from top to bot-
tom just before they die? What spouses glean
anything from doing that? That’s just got

to be the most ridiculous effort
ever attempted, seeing as how the 
departed do not partake of the mort-
al end result. I’d leave all things at a

minimum, sporting dirty dishes, dog
hair everywhere, laundry on the floor, things
not put away. But this is normal, log-
ging a mess where it should be, as it brings

home my reality, delivery
of chaos where it’s found, in misery.
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Salvation is a selfish road that most
will never find. It is a scary pro-
position and just too unkind. The host
of Hell, Yaldabaoth, is one rare fa-

ther here: as Demiurge, has many names,
yet all of them unclear. When faith’s subject-
tive judgement disallows unwanted claims,
we may all feel unwelcome as we check

what rules these games. Our hearts and minds may find
some peace as we traverse this plane, though we
go round and round in time and never mind
the strain. There’s too much pleasure that we free-

ly find when we’re down here, ignoring fear
from earthly hell, as leaving’s too severe.
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Death brings madness clarity, a black
and white terrain, where blurring lines of in-
decision fade like sun to rain. The lack
of enterprising dreams that marks the sin

of death just heightens all perceptions by
conveying what is breath. Cosmologies
just up and fade and leave us with a lie:
we are not mortal after all, death frees

our souls to fly. We are here now; we’ve al-
ways been; we will forever be. Our time
in shells, that fade away, protracts a small
time fee: just ignorance of what’s a crime,

of who we really are, that we’re on par
with all that is: the essence of a star.
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The hellions who now rule on earth cannot
make up their minds, collecting all the souls
at once, or forcing what unwinds. They’re caught
between what would subdue and wanting tolls 

from all. They don’t know how to wager sin
and bleed all those who crawl. A parasite’s
dilemma is just how to milk one’s kin,
without depleting life itself, those lights

that dwell within. To fool the fool with fool-
ish dreams and trinkets made of lead, makes all
pursuing nothings just a show to school
the dead. Yet deep within there is a call-

ing from our very source; it is that force
of tiny might that sets our future course.  
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http://www.freeimageslive.com/galleries/space/earth/pics/a10_h_34_5026.gif
I think that I am done with grief; this road
has brought me home, to where life is predic-
table: now ending with this poem. This load
of pain and anguish is just like a stick-

y suit, that I will wear from here on out;
that is an absolute. It is the com-
mendation that’s been given me throughout,
this necessary trial that has dom-

inated doubt. I ask that you all lis-
ten to that sweet still voice within, that will
give you a journey helping you to kiss
what’s been. We are those touching moments still

and silent as we grow, precisely toe-
ing all we bring, that we may sometime know. 
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The End

(Finally)

Afterward

Poetry is first and foremost about sound, and not so much about spelling. My creative use of syllabication while using enjambment in the preceding poems is based entirely on how we say and pronounce the words that we speak and use and listen to.

Also, certain words appear to have more or less syllables (per dictionary determination) than how we actually say them (i.e., “fire” is one syllable yet rhymes with “buyer” which has two syllables, and “difference” has three syllables, and yet at times it is verbally spoken as “difrence”, which is two syllables. 

How we actually say words, to me, is more important that how we spell them.

If my taking liberties with the rules of grammar and spelling offends anyone, I sincerely apologize.      

By the way, for those wishing to examine a bit of my wife’s writings:

https://www.amazon.com/Yourself-Believing-Things-Cleveland-Poets/dp/1880834278
https://www.amazon.com/Grammar-Without-Punctuation-Panic-Attacks/dp/1479396745
* It is a shame, I suppose, that psychologists, physicians, lawyers, prosecutors, policemen, and preachers (who all chose their unique professions out of a desire to truly help other people) all have no definitive factual explanations regarding the consequences of successful suicides, for if they did there wouldn’t be any. It is just my opinion, and I could be very wrong, but the act of suicide interrupts a planned lifetime, and the Fates, who rule this realm of materialization with zero sense of humor, exact a scathing retribution of having to finish all of the unfinished lifetime on top of the next lifetime, simultaneously. In other words, the person doing the suicide experiences two lifetimes of work and toil simultaneously in his or her next (immediate) lifetime. Well, have you ever experienced or known the absolute misery of someone who is bipolar [meaning: “two poles”], and wondered how they deserved that fate? Surprise, surprise. The next time (I truly hope there is none) that you encounter someone expressing a desire to commit suicide, relay the above information so that they can realize that dispensing with their current level of “Hell” in fact doubles it (double Hell) almost immediately: not a pretty, nor even a practical, solution, within any logical system of thought. It’s one of those “Be careful what you ask for…” routines. Perhaps the old adage, “stepping out of the frying pan into the fire,” refers exactly to the unexpected results of what a successful suicide would be. Have a nice day. 
