SERIOUS

Life is far
Too serious

To truly

Take it so.

So laugh

And be merry
For tomorrow

TALe

Mary

Had a little lamb
Its fleece

Was white as snow
Until, that is

She slit its

Throat

And let its hot blood
Flow

It tasted good

So she ate

It raw

Until there was

No more...

So now the lambs
All bleat in fear

In case our Mary's
Near.

We cry.

——
MARY

IMAN

Is not a hunter
Man

Is not a warrior.
These are lies
Fed to him
Since birth.
Break the cycle,
Learn the truth.
Man

Is a farmer

Man

Is a builder
Man

Is a lover

Man

Is a gardener
Man

Is a father.

And in all these things
He does so with
Woman
Without whom
He is not complete.
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These ANO MORE
iN The pall
collLectioN..

We stand in the present,
er changing, from

B}/ ,T /16 this place where
Blur, b - & Now

Shall We '
Know If...

THE doctors didn’t
believe me; they only
believe in their
pharmacopoeia — a
lot of addicts do — but |
made them believe in
the end. | had to. The
others left me no choice.

Too many sleepless
nights had ripped a gash in
perception. Out there, on the
far side, through the fog of
delirium, | sensed the
presence. | wasn't alone. | saw
them hinted and outlined by the
weak light that leaked from the
waking world: sculptures of
silhouette utter dark against the
shadows of endless time.

| knew; they'd been waiting, they'd
been calling. Now they had me — and
they forced me to sit and write. This is
what they told me to say...

, my head floats above
e meniscus of history,
But, it's only a matter of ...

alLL 1N a

Lice's Time

Temporal flowing stops
To admire the view

Of a glowing simulacrum
That exists

In the framework

Of Arctic frozen ink.

The world goes on oblivious,
Gushing ever upwards

To the elliptical whirlpool
Plug

Somewhere in the sky

Of Cosmic Awakenings.
Stars waltz,

And whirl their crazy zig-zag
Around the pin-wheel

Of galactic clusters.
Black holes indulge
Infinite appetites for the
Beauty of Creation

And gorge on all that is.

I watch, side by side
With Time,

And capture the rhythm,
The ebbing flow,

Of universal calculation
With the slide-rules

Of poetic inclinations.
My pen pauses

To ask:

What does it all mean,

This dazzling, swirling miasma of

Chaos?

All is mystery,

Amalgamated in fertile union
With Enigma.

Perhaps the answer lurks
Here, somewhere,

Amongst the scribbled words
Of my Life with Time.



