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At Last


At last

at last

that broader sail is cast

and now

you know, NOW

its cloth so deliciously bosomed with wind

And now

oh NOW again

the sheer physics of the atmosphere

will not let you run home


Mark of the Question


We pass on with such holes in our wholes

a final cinder not equal to 2 plus 2 being 4 anymore

maybe 3, or just 2.78

Maybe not even that such sad state of arithmetic

finding us so very less than the parts we all once were

HUH?

We all

each and every one

pass in fresh and juicy

Wholes so 2x greater than sums

x equaling at least 3

at least

What the hell happens?

No, really, what the hell does happen?

And why do we let this what

take root

take hold

drain us

suck us dry

(editor’s note: insert big question mark here)

?

(no, bigger)

?


Leaving It to Beaver in a What-If World


Here’s the deal about quantum mechanics

Mr. Newton and his insights from back then are not undone or negated

No, quantum mechanics merely hugs the Newtonian world

taking it in like a friend on a cold

windy day

And that’s the deal about being a child

All grown up doesn’t undo

untie

childworld

It merely hugs the if-then logic of kids

taking said logic into a world of probabilistic certainty

but that term is oxymoronic

Maybe probabilistic uncertainty, then

right Herr Heisenberg?

Ja, which is precisely the point

or, really, simply the point

In all-grown-up land

pony rides become a horse dash to deliver a serum

Runs of endless and borderless days …

become boxed in a calendar

yes, yes, oh yes

but with purpose, of course … sometimes

yes

The discrete nature of Monopoly

36 possible results of dice

1,2,3

4,5

and your racecar passes GO

diffuses into, heck, maybe getting what you want

or maybe not

Mother and father are now found in others

including one’s self

if in ways not so certain as once was, sure

YIKES!

Yet in the new wiggliness and the sometimes approximation

close enough often enough

is a wavering electron orbit of broadness and depth

and the stunning dimensions that lie beyond the Lego click of if-then


Children Not in Dark


I was one of those smart kids early on

analytic, logical, interested in quantification

and yet as well interested in pulling off seamless creativity somehow, some way, some time

Anyway, you need to be eight or so to know you’re you

and so at eight or so

having realized I’m me

I observed with my eight-year-old smartass brain

the adult world and its duplicity

their social graces that mask reality (but then allow for individuals to interact

the way atoms do in their outer valances, true)

their fairytale messiahs

the way they rip the artist from the child then don’t kill it, but worse

And so in my eight-year-old cognition I said

“Hey, no thanks.”

Keep your XLT Brougham 5000 and its built-in electric ass scratcher

later on

Keep your God damned Smartphone and the life you sacrificed to it

and so willingly

so God damned willingly

Wait, and you were afraid of those godless commies? HAH! What a laugh

what a God damned laugh

Coming out of the very, very tail end of the Sixties

Reagan’s inauguration removing any last vestige of grooviness

I was informed thusly:

If you choose a non-conformed life expect one of two outcomes. Either you’ll be very lucky, and your path will provide what you need and want. Or, you’ll have a head-on collision with reality, and reality will win.

Look out, look out! CRASH BANG BAM!

KA BOOM!

Oh yeah!

I now must look back six decades to spy so distantly

that cheeky eight-year-old

And now after the crash and crunch

the metal squeezing in

the glass sharding out

I’m left with a John Chamberlain sculpture for a life

but, heck, that’s OK

My own child is grown now, and she is an artist exemplar

her laugh is pure and honest

and I am the luckiest son of a bitch I know

Her parallax on life a seminal gift from DNA

her mother and me

later cultivated by her own self

And that eight-year-old scientist/artist smartass punk?

He’s still around

grinning

battered

not only un-killed

but flipping the bird to the darkness of worse than un-killed


It’s Right Next to the Pretend Good Food Market


I heard somewhere once the company paid consultants somewhere

fifty K to come up with the name, an equal number of alternating vowels and consonants

that flow and entice and are as threatening as mayonnaise

Or maybe 500 K but, anyway

consulting! What a damn sweet gig

Don’t blame Walt Disney, for how could he have known how so irresistible

boxed-up experiences would be?

How could he have known how orgasmic would be our emotional reactions

to synthetic evolution? to the extent Amazon and its algorithms

wants to get our STUFF ready to ship before we even think we might want it

But anyway in this place with balanced consonants and vowels

is a stylization of café society

Inside is a modern take on that mid-century American blueprint of endless bright and sunny

inside is food programmed to evoke authenticity

canned chowder

inside holds an air suggestive of a culture

Say, did you see that movie about those people who did that thing in that place? Awesome!

Google Beat poetry, cat – in here the Wi-Fi is free

Inside? Music white people might call jazz

it ain’t Mingus

Yes, we are that predictable

we have been for quite some time

But now the tech is in us like termites

every move we make

every breath we take

e(1)v(10)e(11)­r(100)y(101)(110)k(111)­e(1000)y(1001)s(1010)­t(1011)r(1100)­o­(1101)k(1110)

e(1111)

noted

stored in some cloud

No longer ours, forevermore theirs


Sometimes x = x, That’s All



Robert Frost said, “Forgive, o Lord, my little jokes on Thee

and I will forgive thy great big one on me.”

Hallelujah, brother

The last few days

hot

Across this summer

hot hot

our molecules expand

and I do think we all sometimes mingle with one another

molecularly speaking

as we go through our high-sun days

Simply by this expanded proximity you might inhale some of what I just exhaled

and yes, the sweat of sex

Today, then, is the first day in this season I have tossed myself naked into the universe

to see what’s what

Or maybe just to see what’s what

Oh, tossing oneself naked into the universe is not for everyone

Jesus, it’s terrifying!

But for those of us who do

I think we search for meaning … well, come on, of course that

still, we’re out there

knowing it will be harsh

knowing it will be stripped

knowing it will be cold and hard

and yet without, possibly, Thy great big joke


The Awareness of Self-Awareness


Afternoon

big light

yet sleepy

sleepier

sleep

Awake

later later

How Long?

dark

full dark, that’s how long

Wait, HUH?

Question:

That tired?

Or maybe reality was annoying for a while


Day 24,585


You know you’re grown up

when aching nostalgia for back then

is gone

when you understand you did not leave it

it left you

alone

hollow

bewildered

yet somehow new and fresh

able to accept and work

with what will come

You know you’re grown up

when you understand you’re not just

a tribal member

a nation’s citizen

a religious believer

you’re also simply one being in the universe

and that state is both enough and all


What is Forgotten About Childhood, About Children


Children go to dark places

in mind and imagination

On days with too many clouds

and no leaves

Warmer days, often, or less cold

coming after a run of winter winter

Still, days with wind like teeth

that nip but don’t bite

The best advice I ever received on raising children: Always be glad to see them

Ain’t that the truth?

For we cannot know to where they are headed

or from where they might be coming

I went to darkness

You went to darkness

We were ten or twelve

or nine

How did we survive such a solitary trek into ______?

at ten or twelve

or nine

And yet we did

and we do


The Halloween Thoughts of Buddhist Monks


Two days before Trick or Treat

beautiful morning, sun and blue

yet too warm

the TV weather geeks in their predictions – oh for the love of Pete

please dial down the perkiness, guys, gals – having burdened this Halloween

with a high of 81

so cancel the nip

the air will just have to get along without

Kroger invited kids to an early run with pumpkin buckets today

little skeletons and Wonder Women and real masks of CGI imps

employees made up Halloweenish, sort of

on the one to ten, most are three or four

It’s not like anyone might have dressed up as Snowden

or Assange

BOO!

The monks live down the road a bit

in a Drepung Gomang outpost in the Ohio Valley, for Pete’s sake

they’re regulars at Kroger, an easy walk

unless you’re American

They stand out, in the aisles and among the produce

in saffron sashes

almond eyes

But not so much today

tricking and treating in wine-red robes under those sashes

for today they are among apple arrangers pretending to be cats

and U-Scan overseers hoping to be Darth Vader’s pool boy

and so maybe there isn’t much difference, really, between

those such bemasked folks and our friends costumed as peacemakers seeking divinity

on this today, anyway

Kind of funny, I guess

that Bill Shakespeare was right

all a stage

we but actors

And, so, well … anyway, it’s the Great Pumpkin, Charlie Brown


Longitudinal


On the day you are born a distant wave forms for you

and all those born with you

Across early years the wave moves towards you

moving with complete invariability

When your wave is near enough

but still with other waves, older waves before

you must already be on the shore

Then as your wave becomes next

you must step onto the part of the beach already wet

the part that will accept your footprints

the part the wave before yours has erased

of the footprints made by those for whom the previous wave was formed

You will stand naked

and pressed against the bodies born with you

You will let your wave wash over you

as this wave’s time link converges with your path and those of your birth kin

Then you must leave

your footprints erased for those just behind

the very next wave being theirs

If late to the shore you can still go

no person or authority or power or thing will stop you, or cares to

you are free to try this new now, completely free and welcome

Your presence at the wrong wave

will have no bearing on those for whom this wave is the right wave, their wave

you will rob from them nothing physical or chemical or nuclear or alchemic

so don’t worry about them, no*

 

*for you are already a footnote


Next Stop Train Village


When the lens of reality knocks on your door

or maybe simply sends itself in a plain brown box

(and you will open the box ’cause why shouldn’t you)

what a day that delivery day will become

How shocking

unnerving

disorienting

anxiety-inducing

will depend on just how long ago you veered off the unquestioned rails many

maybe most

seem to always be on for always

and onto the rails of the HO village built between your ears

when you were thirty-two

or twenty-six

or nineteen

or twelve

Yep

How shocking indeed

will depend in just how long you’ve been inside a Twilight Zone script

you wrote for yourself somewhere between those same two ears

The signpost up ahead?

Train Village

Population 1

OK, maybe 2

’cause also in Train Village is the girlfriend you never had

not the one you did have

OK, 3, then – that best friend

the one never had at all

The lens of reality doesn’t speak, of course, for it is a lens and is about light

you are dragged into its focal plane

allowing sight of insanity, however quiet

should you remain in Train Village

should you continue to live in a plastic beige house four inches tall with a green roof

and attend the red plastic school with that gossamer best friend

And look at trees, some forever in summer

others always in autumn

Still, Train Village holds childhood

or, hell, a sort of childhood, anyway

static

utterly stylized

dimensionless, really

In Train Village is a time that never really was

which holds a stick-figure life that never really happened

Which holds a life of dimensions not happening now

right now

In Train Village the joie de vivre of children is imagined

the deliciousness of their implicit abandon tasted, smelled

smeared across id and ego

In Train Village some mind penis is yanked

into emotional masturbation

What was the girlfriend’s name?

Hers, not the other one’s

Laura?

Katy?

Becky?

And the best friend’s name?

Mike?

Tony?

Bradley?

Be thankful when the lens of reality knocks

amid melancholy and yearning

with its intention to shake you from an infinite warm bed

Yes, grit your teeth and be thankful

train villages

after all

should have a population of zero


REWIND!


The past

YEAH, BABY!

is like your dog’s favorite stuffed bunny

the outside one – just Bunny

the inside one is Bunbunny

Bunny’s fur is muddy-puddles stained

clumped into hard peaks after enough sun

left front leg gone

the stump hemorrhaging stuffing slowly

yet now long enough to bring flatness to Bunny’s body

A Warner Brothers touch of the coyote? Tread marks? Why not

imagined, sure, or otherwise

None of these wear and play details matters to Dog

for her Bunny is the familiar

a constant

a dog’s time machine that conjures dogpast

and so then humanpast

The problem with the past is a rather quick loss of resolution

quick BING FLASH

Soon mostly the good is remembered

and then soon so soon again

only the good is remembered

A yearning emerges from this faceted recall

for a time that never really was

for a life that never really happened

And in our backwards walkabout

DIDGERIDOO, BABY!

we carry our under-stuffed bunnies as artifacts and icons

that will open mind portals to way back when

And by the time we die we’ll believe we were laid at thirteen

OH YEAH, BABY!

that we never spent countless Saturday nights alone in our rooms save for The Beatles

GOO GOO G’JOOB, BABY!

And, say, didn’t we go to Woodstock? Well we sure did!

Yasgur’s farm was groovy, baby, groovy to the max!

So, like I’ve never TikToked, or whatever

but that won’t stop me from flapping my muddy bunny in my teeth and saying through them,

“Hey kids! Let me tell you ’bout 2-9-64

the night of the Fab Four’s first appearance on Ed Sullivan – live, you see

That night was the happeningist happening that ever

EVER

happened.”

Baby shook it up! We all shook it up and took the night train to The Future yeah yeah yeah

5G? I Phone 10? Well, sure, but listen

see, man, we bolted these tape decks under our dashboards and stuck these plastic cartridges in

yeah yeah yeah

And so the cartridges held a loop of quarter-inch magnetic tape with EIGHT freakin’ tracks

and we could listen to entire albums, man, right in our cars! In stereo! Yeah and—

What’s that? Satellite radio? Spotify? USB ports?

No, no we didn’t have those. But see, these cartridges—

Oh, you’ve got to get your self-esteem measured? You might be low? I’m sorry to hear that

Do you have, like, a dipstick?

Hey look, next time I’ll tell you about Kubrick and 2001. It was so far out, man, so far out

And Patrick McGoohan in The Prisoner. See, it’s about a spy who resigns

but his superiors won’t let him

They send him to this island village populated by—

Well, I don’t know if it’s like Game of Thrones

I mean, I’ve never seen GoT. GoT is not Bunny, for me

but I guess will be someday, for you

Maybe Bunny is the sum total of our human experience

How many Southerners are needed to change a light bulb?

Five. One to change the bulb and four to sit around and talk about how nice the old bulb was

It’s OK – I can tell that joke because I’m a Southerner and I’ve read Faulkner

Consider

The last original Leave it to Beaver episode was broadcast on June 20, 1963

four days later Beaver and gang entered syndication

they never left this endless loop

Season six, episode thirty-nine today

season one, episode one tomorrow

shake that bunny

SHAKE IT UP, BABY! NOW!

TWIST AND SHOUT!

June and Ward and Wally and The Beav and Eddie and Larry and Lumpy and Gilbert

and Miss Landers and Judy and Ishmael

no, wait, sorry wrong story

Anyway, all these Mayfielders

Mayfieldians?

Mayfieldites?

Well, whatever the demonym they’ve all gone on from back then to just now

right now, this very moment

digitized for preservation

Digital technology

ain’t it grand?

The whole of creation and all of life

depicted with 1

or 0

on or off

signal or no signal

something …

or nothing

Which means not a reason exists to prohibit one’s own digital insertion

into the Cleaver household

Sure

who wouldn’t want to watch Leave it to Cody?

or listen to John, Paul, George and Abigail?

yeah yeah yeah

Oh yeah, digital reality will be the final commodification of life

’cause it will be exactly that

Indeed

When the app for living becomes better than analog life

how will we get anything done

especially with Bunny between our teeth?

The lure and anticipation of fixing childhood perceived as broken

or just broken

the dopamine of that emotional masturbation

will become the ultimate commodity

and we will believe we were laid at thirteen because, now, that encounter is true

or true enough

even if just enough

And we will believe we saw Richie Havens open Woodstock

after all, we were there

or, now, we were

Bunny is nothing new, of course

Bunny is in every whitening toothpaste

in the weight-losing meal plan

in every little blue pill

in our messiahs

Truth is I guess we would lose our minds without Bunny

Flebermoshigosh! Woah, Brunhilda, I’ve lost my mind

my underpants are on backwards

And so we lose our minds even with Bunny, if we let him

and we do

Yes, we do, don’t we

He takes us to a July afternoon

when doing nothing at all is in fact the something of what we’re doing

but it’s an analog nothing, not a digital nothing

and so it is something

and extraordinary in its ordinariness


Dogs ’n’ Cats ’n’ Humans


Cat/Dog

Cat flicks and runs away, just, oh just not too far, just right now

Dog wags and runs in – DUDE! – stopping only because zero inches

are between Dog and me

Cat has found the halfway of escape and halts to ask want some kitty?

Dog paws my leg

The moment Cat sees me seeing his question he answers

Well, you can’t have any ZOOM AWAY

Dog has no questions, only desire to get what might have been given to Cat

Cat is sarcastic

Dog can’t spell it

Cat would never buy a convertible

Dog would never put the top up

Cat might come to my funeral. Maybe

Dog would lie on my grave for three days and three nights

Cat could conceivably dispense usable psychological advice,

but in a way so condescending being arrested in development is better

Dog says I will be your friend, friend

Cat reminds me of my high school guidance counselor

Dog is my copilot

Cat/Me

CAR DOOR! CAR DOOR! C’mon Cat, he’s home he’s home! He didn’t leave us!

I seem extra happy, so I’m gonna wag in circles. Back and forth just isn’t enough

Don’t much know, don’t much care. Actually, don’t care at all

But what if it’s not him? It wasn’t once, you know. That short one

who smelled like a sump pump borrowed his car once and OH BUT IT IS HIM! LOOK!

C’mon Cat. No, don’t run away. Do you have to play that game? It’s really pretty stupid

you know

He doesn’t know my nose is one hundred thousand times more sensitive than his

Sniff sniff. Hey, you ate a cheeseburger four hours ago. Where’s mine?

Oh well and yeah right there under my ruff and now behind my ears

YEAH! YEAH! YEAH that’s it

Please don’t scratch my magic spot and make my leg thumpythump

It’s embarrassing. Cat sneers at me and ha-has

Did I eat any poop today? Well, not much, I guess

O.K. Glad you’re home. I’m going to scratch my face on the sofa corner now

And hey! Thanks for naming me Furball XL-5. That is such a FREAKIN’ cool name

Don’t ever die

Dog/Me

Oh. He’s home

Like that’s news, since Dog’s been twirling that thing since the car door shut

that’s it Dog, run to the door like you have no integrity

like you could even spell it

You know, Dog, he’s walked out that door ten thousand times

he’s come in ten thousand times

He comes back, Dog, every time. Get it?

OK, here he comes. He’s looking in the room now, and here’s my cue to scat

Oh, Kitty Cat, where are you?

Jesus H. Christ in a chicken basket, that’s what dripped from his brain one day –

Kitty Cat?

Hell, Muffin would have been better. Sneezy, Dopey … Cataloupe. Perky Pinky Pooky

but … Kitty Cat?

I hear his clomp, he’ll look down the hall in a second

and … eye contact. OK! NOW! RUN AWAY!

I’ll get to him in my own sweet time. Let Dog ingratiate herself 24/7

I guess I’ll go to his funeral. Maybe


Act IV


In this place winter always comes before the calendar says it should

always a November day

almost always afternoon

Western clouds arrive low and textured with a rugged upside down landscape

and at first meander with the locals like any successful invader

Sunrays shift and refract and in turn form from the grays a palette

While altogether cunning and pernicious, this give-and-take makes the comfortable interesting

The day continues then

deskwork scolds imagination to return to random abstraction and sheer definition

School is dismissed and children return

the lucky to homes of listening, the unlucky to houses of hearing

The thought of summer is still yet close enough for darkness to come before many think it can

The persistent but not worrisome wind that delivers the clouds

its impatient gusts

knock heroic leaves from dormant branches into blizzards of red yellow

while sundown sparks hunger and the thought to do something about it

But before sundown atmospheric Visigoths crossed

the down-peaked cloud bottoms retreated into two dimensions

as that cover, now flat, stays low and pervades any horizon

The moment was observed by some, anyway

the lonely

the old

and the unlucky children


It’s Always High Summer at the End of the Universe


In July there is a day, always

that spreads my molecules around like ice melting on rock

Sunny

Hot

The occasional breeze emphasizes the overall lack of breezes

and I flow into others melting

Who cares about clean underwear on such a day?

or borders

or saviors and deities

kings and queens

the worries of tomorrow

Now

So

in a way that concerns billions and zillions of light years

of joules and electron volts and quarks and spin and, who knows, maybe Nutella

minutes hours days eons seconds and milliseconds

bunches of stuff raised to negative powers of two, maybe even three digits

bits and bytes

of twists and turns and ragged rips in space-time

of perhaps even this sign

END OF THE UNIVERSE
STRAIGHT AHEAD

I’m there

Then

Lying on grass looking straight up

maybe I’m eight or twelve or seventeen or nine

clouds drift on

feathery birds meander through the fluid that is our atmosphere

mechanical birds poop out straight lines of condensation

the breeze announces not much breeze today

the wondering of what can this all be or mean

Right now

The end of the universe is whiteness

of course

what was prismed at one end is now re-prismed

Nothing is happening as everything is happening

the word me exists, but is without meaning

The wondering of what this can all be or mean

well, maybe nothing

but for the wondering itself


Tinkley Glitter a Go-Go


Apparently the whole enchilada is not only digital

but utterly binary

1 or 0

something, rather than nothing

In recent decades we have seen the Big Guy’s box of Legos

spilled across the cosmic living room rug

Except maybe the multi-colored building blocks belong to the Big Guy’s kid

Johnny?

Sally?

Billy?

Debbie?

Mike?

who knows

Maybe the kid’s name is Constantine

or Listania Nova

or Gulf of Mexico

or Feynman Diagram

or E=hv

’cause any thoughtful person these days has thought the thought that maybe the whole enchilada

the whole shebang as far and as wide and as deep as we can ever see or know

is simply and nothing more than the kid’s science project

A blasphemer? Hell yes I’m a blasphemer. Jesus, you’d be crazy not to be

Big G god or little g god

Coke or Pepsi Visa or Mastercard Cheech or Chong … and most important, pardner

you want fries with that?

Whoever whatever whenever wherever whyever however

let’s call the whole thing off

Mr. Newton’s enchilada was simple enough

a tortilla, some chicken, some cheese

peppers and onions

nothing so complicated that we couldn’t leave it all to Beaver

But then

BUT THEN

those Copenhagen wags had to start wondering just when would Larry Mondello’s father

ever

EVER

get back from Cincinnati

Or did he ever go?

Or was he in Mayfield and Cincy at the same time?

And did he run over Schrodinger’s cat?

And if he did was it on the way to or back from?

Was Mr. Mondello a particle or a wave?

Or both?

For how else might he have formed such a sizzling gamete

to impregnate a post-menopausal woman with the likes of Larry, for cryin’ out loud

I mean, come on, the woman couldn’t even figure Bruce Wayne was freakin’ friggin’

BATMAN

And Lois, really now, over all those years you never caught on that Clark and S’man

were never in the same room at the same time?

Unless …

Wait, unless Clark and S’man and Bruce and B’man

fritzed around with quantum continuity themselves

I mean, dude, ya gotta wonder just what went on in the Batcave – I mean, come on!

And maybe they out Heisenberged Heisenberg

Yes, yes … YES! Now the clarity is at hand

the focus is resolving into sharp reality

Oh, you sly devil you, Mr. Mondello

you cheeky, cheeky invisible character haunting a Universal backlot

Cincinnati? HAH? I don’t think so

More like Pyongyang

kidnapped by DPKR agents

black-clad rascals who emerged from a tiny sub named the Bing Bang Whing Dang Ho

which translates loosely as “the peoples golden cable box”

Yes, those ninja sort ofs grabbing Mr. M along the northern banks of the Ohio

The hapless Mr. M, then

never around for his younger son, never in Mayfield to say, “Hey Larry,

quit eating three 3 Musketeers bars at one time, why don’t ya.”

Subjected to horrible – yet perhaps oddly fascinating, it must be said – experiments

frozen for decades

then thawed out with a nuclear hair dryer found on eBay (fair price, but the shipping!)

forced to swallow Mentos and Diet Coke

the resulting volcano yielding none other than Kim Jong-un, a.k.a. Mr. Hairdo for 2015

This wacko circumstance then and also yields the unavoidable conclusion

(like we don’t already know, Gertrude)

yeah, the unavoidable realization that CHEETO JESUS is really Eddie Haskell!

Yes, Mr. Hairdo 2016

and, Sam, don’t you know he’s giving America THE BUSINESS

But then. What has the universe – all of creation, don’t you know –

ever done to sentient and self-aware beings but give us the business?

Why are we here?

What’s it all about?

Blah blah, blah blah, blah blah

I mean, how many one-and-only true ways can there be?

And so, well, so what if we’re just Legos?

If a trillion gazillion blocks are snapped together in the right order, then a human being results

fine

The question isn’t so much what this all is

or why there is 1, and not 0

The question is what could we Lego people

with the breadth of our questions and the depth of our answers

really make of 1?


Ahoy Fourteen-Year-Olds


God, you look so young

you at that end, me at this end,

we’re on a Tower of Babel

and so how can I tell you what no one could tell me?

Still, I’ll try

Pay attention to what’s above your neck

there’s nothing wrong about what’s between your legs

nothing at all

but don’t let that biological geometry rule your life

Plenty of folks want that thing

whichever thing it is

to rule you

They have found countless ways to profit greatly from obsession

desire

yearning

Deny them that profit

or most of it, anyway

Some of you know what you want to do with the part above your neck

and you know you know it

whatever it is is not resolved completely

How could it be?

But the image is clear enough

run with it

whatever it is, grab it and go

no matter how small you start

start

The rest of you need more time to resolve the focus

and that state is just fine

Make sure you’re receptive to the signals from your subconscious

which are often sent not only hopefully but desperately

Start

then start again

Most of us do

If you see someone who needs a friend, be that friend

take the risk of being cast out

find the courage to defend your actions to those who do the casting

If you are friendless, unfold yourself some

expose a secret to the light of your community

the community the arrow of time has given you

Guess what? It ain’t all that secret, not really, and it ain’t all about you

Respect and cultivate your imagination

don’t simply buy another’s digitized world

or settle for a life of distraction – the golden formula for present and future fascists

There is no app for actual living

or getting your hands dirty

The imagination of homo sapiens

connected to eight fingers and two thumbs

changed

for better and for worse

the surface and substance of a planet

Take a step back and think about that

and then understand what we did to our home

the digital world is doing to us

Opportunity and tyranny are often flip sides

embrace the possibilities as you refuse to be quantified

a delicate balance, yes

but that is the blessing and the curse of self-awareness

Life is both beautiful and hard

nearly all of us seek to dull the hardness with divinity or chemicals

or both

In truth I do not understand the pursuit of the divine

although I acknowledge that honest pursuit in others

especially folks who have known despair and hopelessness to depths I have not

The chemistry?

Here’s a quote from Dr. Mark Vonnegut, pediatrician, son of Kurt

“Drugs take all of your little problems, like having a difficult family

or feeling insecure, and trade them in for one big problem, having to have drugs.”

Why are we here? Who knows? Maybe we’ll never know

and, well, so what? We’re here in such a binary way

for whatever reasons there is 1, not 0

That we are here, by the very observation of the fact, eclipses the why

We make that fact meaningful by “the breadth of our questions

and the depth of our answers,” quoting carl Sagan

You’re fourteen

you quite possibly have sixty-six or seventy-six or even eighty-six meaningful years ahead

Smile, help, lend a hand

there’s just no reason, none, to be a jerk

Create all you can with what’s above your neck

and when you use what’s between your legs

honor the newness

and commit yourself to provide the care every one of us

and all of creation

deserves

Smile again, help again, lend that hand again

and again

What else can we possibly do?


Continue


What if the end of Earth is not a sheer cliff?

The fall could be a stumble, however violent

down a slope likely very steep

holding knife rocks and tumble boulders

gravel swathes sucking enough and deep enough

to claim ascenders

But still not a freefall into infinite oblivion

Oblivion noun Middle English from Middle French

seminally from the literal Latin

2: the condition or state of being forgotten or unknown

Yep

One day, one sunny afternoon, within only a moment

that approaches with no clue of anomaly and then arrives

we simply fall off

Then bleeding from grabbing knife rock

but we have stopped Jacking and Jilling

The climb up will reveal a hatred of gravity

a growing acceptance of our fates

and a hope that, at the top once again

the day of our death is no sooner than tomorrow

possibly even a week from Wednesday


Un Mundo de Gigantes


Two Mexican women

no bigger than middle schoolers here

working at the car wash next to the Arby’s

Kentucky is hot and humid in high summer

but nothing like Houston, New Orleans, Miami

or Tamaulipas

so there’s that, then, for these two latitude adventurers

But winter

surely the two have known nothing like a real winter

zero Fahrenheit

a.k.a., -17 Celsius

and below

and well below, sometimes

Wind-driven drifts

black-iced roads

grocery store parking lots with piled-up mountains of the stuff

that can linger into March

What x in their lives was big enough and unknown enough

to make El Norte so appealing

Big enough and unknown enough to leave abuelas behind in space

and now in time

Big enough and unknown enough

to throw themselves into this world of white giants

They look happy

But, well now, don’t we all


Un


My mom sits in a nursing home

like my un-vacuumed carpeting

the un-filled dishwasher that

when filled and started

will turn into un-put away

She drowns in time

her morphine my visits

I chase bits of time

grasping at some rainbow end of chronos

allowing myself to wonder about the orgasm of kiros

My morphine is a scavenged one half of one hour

but I’ll smile with half

We prevailed over those godless commies

only to not prevail over ourselves

Jesus H. Christ in a chicken basket Pogo was righter than right

Observe

someone figured out how to sell us TV – we actually pay to watch commercials

someone schemed to sell us water

and now we pay to die

Have a nice day


Mildred and William


Day-to-day events making world history stole the youth from each

but more Millie

She waited sixteen years for this day
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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