
What is freedom?
Everybody wants to know,
everybody wants to want it,
whatever it is,
more than they want to want
the stuff they actually want
in this game of mutual satisfaction
of our strange, lonely desires.

To be free, ultimately free
arbitrarily free
utterly free
free without limits
is to be forever solitary
alone, without a naysayer;
whatever people want,
it is not freedom, no sir, no.

What they want is 
advantageous cooperation:
fi$y one percent
of every deal
if not eighty five,
in actual fact.
That feels good, I do what I want
and so do you,
you do what I want too.

Most people, 
when they say freedom?
They mean power. They mean
freedom for them to do
what they like
when they like
with who they like
even if, in fact, they don’t like.
Freedom means action 
without consequences.

And let me tell you,
brother, and sister,
the man’s freedom
that means 
I do as I like
is not freedom for you.
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The Contract
We agreed, you know,
before you were born,
back when the world was young,
that land would have owners,
which is to say,
that some shall serve,
and others rule
because of what they did,
not them, but an ageless Peer,
in some distant battle.
This is mine.

We agreed, also, that
if you bargain for your life
with a gun pointed at your head,
as long as the man with 
the paper
and the man with 
the gun
are two different men, say
your boss, and
your landlord,
why then it is not crime at all,
it’s now called business.

The contract makes you responsible
for signing away your nature,
and one man with a gun,
and one man with a pen,
is all it takes for it all to be legal.

If there is no gun, they call it
anarchy.

If there is no pen, they call it
war.
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The World to Come
I remember the old days
with the flying cars and the AI.

It is all so different now, with 
sentient trees which know their own names,
and horses and dogs and things,
with civil rights. We were a bit surprised
when the whales sued. Now they own
Australia, and rent it back to you and me
in reparations.

It was a bit hard at first,
when we could hear the animals talk.
Well, scream I say, more than talk really.
That was when it started, the telepathy,
the knowing and feeling and hearing,
all the minds of living things
one and the same
one without a second
one another.

They say we lost it
back when we discovered meat,
some primal
mutation
a hungry ape hunter who had
turned off his mind
because he had
to eat
a person, called a deer, 
perhaps because,
his wife was lame
and they could not move
to follow the fruit.
Or something.

It hit us hard, 
too hard for some, 
so many died by suicide
as their ears, and their minds,
filled with speech, of 
animals, plants, living things.

The insects walk,
they also dance! 
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No Such Buddha
There is nothing to sparkle in the celestial field,
it is as empty as our minds, the radiant ones,
each afloat on the blissful sea of maya.

There are no stars to shine,
no suns to burn out, nothing here, in fact
to change or decay at all.

Rather, consciousness shines, 
much like the glowing paper
of some special edition
superhero comic book
read under the covers, until its glow,
recharged by torch light, fades,
and the characters go mute.

There is not a God, of this world, 
you know? That throne is empty.

They say it died. Sprained its
ankles, tripping over, 
on science of all things, and fell.

There was no-one to help it back up,
this holiest of holies, so alone
and far from help, it perished, 
in a wilderness of small minds
and tiny hands, unable to li$ up a God.

No wonder we have felt so alone,
though its death cries rent our ears
in the mid twentieth century
when all hell broke out in our world
in the death throes
of our maker.
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