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Dogfight 

 
For my father, who served as a Sergeant 
in U. S. Marine Corps while still an un-naturalized 
immigrant from Sicily 
 
Foreign-born soldiers composed over 18 percent of the U. S. Army during World War I 
—U.S. Citizenship and Immigration Services 
         

       effective line breaks (carry surprise) 
  I have never seen you 
in an airplane, but I crawled into one 
of your nightmares, Father, you, inside 
a Sopwith Camel, I, your wingman. 
We climbed high, hid above a cloud deck 
where, inside another dream, I could see 
your thoughts all tangled with aspirations 
of being an actor after seeing Greta Garbo 
in a film about love and war. I don’t know 
why you didn’t join the air command but 
your sense of duty to America was clear 
even while we flew over France dropping 
out of the clouds spitting machinegun fire 
at the enemy below. The four Fokkers,  juxtaposition/subliminal cussing 
when they saw us, broke hard right, 
we countered with barrel rolls and vertical 
loops for a firing solution. It rattled the air 
screaming past their wood-ribbed bodies, 
smoothed fabric doped-up without a wrinkle 
except for the frayed 50-caliber holes gaping 
through the ripped canvas. The dogfight 
lasted twelve minutes; we all took a bad hit. 
Sputter and smoke, like the Germans, we fell 
out of the dream, sweat pooling like blood 
   on our foreheads. 
 
 
Backstory: I actually do not know if my father served overseas during WWI, but this is an 
imaginative/fictive piece anyway. And it is in dreams and nested dreams. He did serve as a 
sergeant in the Quartermasters corps and it does have a connection to France: 
 
World War I showed the increased importance of logistics in the modern era, and witnessed the first use of 
specialized Quartermaster units in France, including laundry, bath, salvage depots, and port operations. 
Quartermasters learned valuable lessons in supporting a large, modern Army overseas that would be carried 
into the next conflict. [https://quartermaster.army.mil/history/] 
 
However, I am an instrument-rated pilot and often think about my love for flying. My 
admiration of my father as a WWI Vet convolved with my passion and this poem was born. 
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In satisfying the theme of Circles, “Dogfight” takes on a physical aspect of circles—military 
maneuvers in the air, in particular, the vertical loops and horizontal barrel rolls. 
 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Rreview (March 2021) 
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Castaway 
 Somewhere among the 18,000 Indonesian islands 
 
Who doesn’t dream  effective line breaks and structure alludes to water’s ebb 
of being on a remote private beach— 
the smooth white sand to caress toes, 
the deep blue and emerald sea to cast away 
your dreams 
and set them afloat on the clear, salty truth 
of loneliness? Seclusion 
sometimes is a good thing, but maybe not 
like this. 
We suborn our own testimony 
just because our shadows say so. Even in the moonlight 
filtering through the palm trees. The rest as starlight glitter 
on momentarily sedate waves. 
What about those stars, 
do they sparkle lies too? I can see you right now 
in that gown, its reflecting sequins 
brighter than hot tropical stars, 
I want to lie 
next to you, right now, on this desert island. No 
not here, but where I am in my mind, your mind. 
John Dunne said No man is an island 
but I am an island, 
water lapping at my shore. 
I hear your voice in the waves. 
Like the stars, water cannot express 
itself, nor I, the way I feel. Your skin is soft 
in my memory, my skin is parched 
and my tongue cleaves to the roof of my mouth 
even as I call out your name. Every night,   juxtaposition 
my dreams don’t waver 
from the grief of your absence. 
My heart is eaten 
with worms, and beetles 
of loneliness. But before the flies come 
or the crabs sidle up the shore to my exhausted shell, 
and claw      double meaning: noun and verb 
at my final breaths, 
I’ll leave a message in this bottle that I found washed up, 
tangled in seaweed. 
It’ll float to you across the Indo-Pacific, 
and a small child  
as I once was, will find it on a California beach, by the doorsteps 
of your heart; he’ll cup it in his hands 
and bring it to you, 
let it unfold 
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as a butterfly on your lips 
while you read 
of my waterlogged kisses 
sent from my desert island dreams. Let the whole world 
speak of it, even Oprah in her purple voice, 
that I have been found. 
 
 
 
Anak Sastra (July 2017) 
Nominated for the 2018 Rhysling Poetry Award 
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For Him and His Gal  
 
Before the birds quit singing, she dances 
with her soldier-man—her dress like a blossoming 
 
passionflower. High heels click on the waxed  keep walnut with floor and not waxed   
walnut floor of the ballroom, both leaving 
 
invisible tracks. Their rings glinting mystical light. 
 
Angels sing as they hold each other, light as cotton 
billowing the ballroom. Chins on shoulders, 
 
but hearts on the floor, as they sway 
to Tommy Dorsey’s Getting Sentimental Over You. 
 
There’s something about trumpet and saxophone, 
each note dripping love and heartache 
 
in equal proportion. Tomorrow, he leaves 
for overseas before the morning doves will wake, 
 
before they’ll moan their plaintive love song. 
 
 
 
The Dribble Drabble Review (Fall 2021)  
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The Swelling of Clay 
 
I bend over, scoop up the wet stuff of stardust. The goop in the shallow of my hand glistens 
in afternoon sun with an iridescence of flocculent micelles—liquid spheres fashioned into a 
pantheon of membranes trapping nucleotides of life. 
 
I imagine I’m on an ancient riverbed holding Adam’s heart. 
 
a subtle juxtaposition 
surprise in the last line 
 
The Dribble Drabble Review (Fall 2020) 
Pushcart nominee 
Best Microfiction nominee 
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First Communion  more micro imaginative nonfiction than prose poetry 
 
The priest said the wafers are holy, and by a miracle, changed into the body of Christ, just 
like the wine turned into blood (but I wouldn’t be getting any of that at seven years old—no 
matter, after our last supper, Daddy would let me sip a few drops of Dago Red clinging to 
the glass at the dining room table). 
 
Father Iaia said not to chew, just swallow. I nodded and said I understood. When the time 
came, in solemn prayer with my hands folded, I inched toward the altar in my white suit. 
Latin prayers swarmed all around like bees. A buzz from the incense lingering from the 
censor just increased my anxiety. 
 
As instructed, I opened my mouth to receive the Eucharist (none of us but the priest could 
touch the wafer lest we die, and then only with his thumb and forefinger!) As he chanted, he 
slipped the host onto my tongue and I nearly vomited on the spot. How could Christ taste 
like lactic cardboard? I could not swallow it. I felt it disintegrate into pulp; held it in my 
mouth until after church. My gag reflex kicked in hard. I couldn’t help it; I was compelled to 
spit it out on the grass. I thought I was going straight to hell! 
 
My mother called my name with all the Italian melodrama you can imagine asking why, then 
went to the priest who cleaned it up. I don’t remember much after that, but I don’t think 
anyone understood my reaction. I think it caused me some post traumatic stress, but a little 
later Jesus whispered in my ear. He said that it was okay and not to worry; he made it safely 
inside me. 
 
 
 
The Linnet's Wings (Summer, May 2021)  
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The storm begins like this 
 
throughout history on this day blood is raining: in 1857 when the Mormons and the Paiutes 
murder 120 immigrants at Mountain Meadows || in 1940 Hitler invades Romania || in 
1965 the 1st Calvary arrives in Qui Nhon, South Vietnam || on this day, September 11, 
2001, soot and buildings fall after Islamic terrorists explode hijacked airplanes inside the 
heart of America. The smoke of memory clouds a good rain. 
 
Perhaps this will never be an uneventful day || perhaps this is your birthday || perhaps 
there will be a shout, and a blast from a ram’s horn trumpet, were you to storm back on this 
day, on Rosh Hashanah, rushing in like a mighty wind, a thunderous light. 
 
 
 
The Linnet's Wings (Summer, May 2021) 
 
juxtapostion: images straddling punctuation 
the pipes, ||, are both temporal breaks and caesuras in this prose poem  
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Circling Back 
 
After the dream, I only remember clichés, the voice of memory still gruff until noon. 
Thoughts river in torrents but the rain doesn’t soothe. I am hungry. I like my oatmeal 
cooked for a full five minutes, not like the instant junk, there’s enough of that floating in my 
life. I want the spice in there too: cinnamon and clove dusted in with dry fruits. Raisins are 
good, but prunes are better, and not because I am old. I want the smooth fresh peaches, too. 
The steaming bowl sweetened with drizzles of chili-hot honey or tarry blackstrap molasses. 
Then, a splash of milk to silken the mixture. Don’t let the spoon be swallowed by the 
mixture, it’s not thin like soup, but thick like quicksand. Don’t wallow in depression but I am 
sinking fast in a bowl of oatmeal. Fear tints my face like jaundice but is almost morning 
sunshine as I am mashed down and pulled under into the quickened oats. Perhaps there will 
be a resurrection in my reverie, a reveille as my soul clambers up to the top, to the lip of the 
blue-rimmed bowl where I can stand up and rejoice above the grave, sing poems and hymns 
of life. For a moment, I circle back and I am in Cambridge, Massachusetts raising a mug of 
beer with my poet-friend, Henry, remembering the light of stars. No longer do I have to 
worry about tempus fugit, memento mori. Here, time only stands still and death is a fleeting 
memory. 
 
 
Backstory: I love to cook. And I have been known to say that “food is another form of 
poetry.” In any case, food shows up in many of my poems, often because they trigger good 
memories but at other times they provide a metaphor. “Circling Back” is such the case. 
“From My Lonely Kitchen” (a near-daily Facebook posting) of recipes while in lockdown 
from the coronavirus, was an attempt to connect to the world in a very depressing time for 
many of us. This stream of consciousness prose poem was born out of my contemplation 
over a bowl of oatmeal I had prepared on one of those mornings in late August 2020. I was 
particularly depressed but fought it hard. There is a “circling back” on several levels in the 
poem, such as starting and ending with a memory-dream, as well as, a circling back to a 
redemptive reality from the pit of depression (or is it from the reality of depression to a 
redemptive dream?). The reference to Longfellow’s poem, “The Light of Stars” (also known 
as “The Second Psalm of Life” in an earlier publication), which can be read here: 
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/144423/the-light-of-stars, offers a kind of 
solution to my depression, at least at that moment. 
 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Rreview (March 2021) 
 
 
Has lots of juxtaposition, both cconcrete and abstract eements, and a hint of humor amidst a 
somber poem, but with a redemptive ending. It started as a stream of consciousness writing  
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Whorls of Oleander and Sulfur 
 
 After Starry Night by Vincent van Gogh 
 
 I absolutely want to paint a starry sky… 
 night is still more richly colored than the day 
 
  —Letter to his sister, Wilhelmina van Gogh 
      September 16, 1888 
 
 
A conflation of memories: sailboats and 
fishing vessels pastel against a stark sea, 
the sharp edge of sun filleting horizon.  
 
Boats clip through aquamarine, sails 
dragging salt spray—rudder through 
turbulence. Sparkles of sky are black 
 
in the corner of the universe, light 
constellations the village culled 
from darkness, it swirls with absinthe 
 
and cypress from recesses of his mind. Colors 
flare the canvas, night blazing in oil, and stars 
strung as pearls, shimmer     order to disorder 
   like waxlit candles 
 dissolving 
    
  into spirals  
 of currents running through 
the deep black  Rhone 
 
 
 
Negative Capability (October 2014) 
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The Struggle for Humanness 
 After watching ‘The Art of Racing in the Rain’ by Garth Stein 
 
The moon wheeled through tar black skies 
in a movie about a big old dog driving in 
the driving rain with his owner, or rather a man 
he owned and loved. I knew his barks, his sighs. 
 
I heard his thoughts about humanity, his scratching 
at the TV to understand the ironies in politics. He saw 
that some would rather kick a dog. Yet still, I’m awed— 
his wishing to be reborn as human. I laughed, then catching 
 
my breath, I wept as rains poured on oil-slick turns. 
Many races determined there, and many lives as such 
have changed. There’s always a measure of pain, how much 
depends on time spent in the pit, whether the tires churn 
 
with the right amount of tread, as well as endurance, the feel 
of the road, and if the stars line up over the steering wheel. 
 
 
 
MOVING IMAGES: Poems Inspired by Film (Before Your Quiet Eyes Publishing, 2020) 
Reprinted Wilda Morris’s Poetry Challenge (winner of July 2021)  
 
subverted Shakespearean sonnet, but keeps abba cddc effe gg rhyme scheme 
the title poses the quest, the final couplet gives the requirement: endrurance and luck  
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At a Waffle House, Alice Simply Wanted Grits 
 
in a bowl—hot! Dogs hissed 

outside; cats barked about 
who had prayed everything upside down 
to become normal again. 

Outside-cats barked about 
like drunken cows 
to become normal.  Again 

it rained milk 
like drunken cows— 

now inflated red & white balloons. 
It rained;  milk 

drenched the queen of hearts, 
now inflated red & white. Balloons 

burst like rain clouds— 
drenched the queen of hearts 
with relish (smothered her). Also she 

burst. Like rain clouds 
in a bowl, hotdogs hissed 

with relish—smothered her also,  she 
who had prayed everything upside down. 

 
 
 
Abbreviate Journal (July 2015); Reprinted by Zoetic Press (Summer 2016) 
 
Remember the Pantoum repeated lines: 2nd and 4th in the current stanza become the 1st and 
3rd in the following stanza. Final stanza pickes up the unused 1st and 3rd lines of the first 
stanza and combines the unused lines in the penultimate stanza 
  



	 13	

	

Gliese 581g 
 
The captain stares at the view screen. 
Orbital insertion in two minutes. 
On the approach path, the grip of gravity, 
the lining up of holographic rectangles  
 
ensures orbital insertion in two minutes, 
it’ll tremble the ship in the thin exosphere 
inside holographic rectangles, 
the rattle and shake of fuselage, 
 
it trembles the ship. In the thin exosphere, 
the vessel buffets and broncos as it slips, 
it rattles and shakes the fuselage 
as it enters the thicker atmosphere. 
 
Though the vessel buffets and broncos as it slips 
into alien air, its thermal shields hold 
coming through the thicker atmosphere. 
Touch down in thirty seconds. 
 
Thermal shields holding through alien air, 
thrusters in full reverse, ions blasting 
through the thicker atmosphere 
over the alien terrain. Methane rain 
 
blasts thrusters. Full reverse, ions  
pelt the fire-polished hull, vaporizing 
methane rain over the alien terrain 
on contact. Sparks scintillate spaceship, 
 
pelt the fire-polished hull, vaporizing 
outer layer of shell from leftover discharged static 
on contact. Sparks scintillate spaceship 
in the dielectric rain. Lights flicker 
 
on the shell from discharged static leftover 
from some grounded circuits 
in the dielectric rain. Lights flicker 
as the spaceship touches down 
 
despite some grounded circuits. 
But the Captain isn’t smiling 
as the spaceship touches down— 
the metal creaks of the ship. 
 
And the Captain isn’t smiling. 
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It’s not normal outside (weird trees) 
and the metal is creaking all over the ship 
that’s dancing in the wind. 
 
It’s not normal outside (weird trees), 
the captain stares through the view screen. 
What’s dancing in the wind? 
What’s that approaching? Its grip, its gravity. 
 
 
________________________________________________________________________ 
The name Gliese 581 refers to the catalog number from the 1957 survey Gliese Catalogue of 
Nearby Stars. This star is a red dwarf (spectral type M3V) 20.4 light-years from Earth in the 
constellation Libra. The exoplanet, Gliese 581g is a highly contested planet about twice 
Earth’s mass in the middle of the habital zone. 
 
 
 
Beneath Strange Stars (TL;DR Press, 2019) 
 
variations in repeated lines okay  
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Soul Beat 
 
I want to hear Jesus, I want to hear Jesus rap, 
I want to hear Jesus rap to a hymn about Him 
and I don’t mean that Mexican man I’m listening to 
on the radio who has the same first name. 
I do not want to hear Jesus rap in my car in private 
as I ride to the church, but I want to hear Him, dear 
and deep inside the cathedral of my heart. 
I want to be tugged out of my pew, struggle the few 
steps leading to the altar where I’d fall to my knees, 
hands furrowed to cradle my face without disgrace. 
I want to hear Jesus… I want to hear Jesus rap 
to the beat of His amazing grace. Sure, let it rapture me 
even in public. I want to feel his voice resonate 
at it zips across my heart—once void and afraid. 
I want His touch to suture my zigzag brokenness. 
I want to be embalmed in His liquid B-flat notes that 
are pensive and filled with forgiveness. I want, 
I want to hear my dear Jesus. I want to hear Jesus rap— 
all my fear and crap replaced with something 
Holy Holy Holy. 
 
 
 
The MOON magazine (August 2018) 
 
notice internal rhyme scheme in every other line 
and the anchoring refrain  
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Blackberry Skies 
 

[adagio/slow]  I am a coward Π but no one is coaxing me to stay, 
 while my phobia—a chain of incessant fear hanging 

[andante/slower]    around my neck—wants me 
    to leave, to run as if a traitor. 
 

[adagio/slow]  My desire to live beyond the 2020-year 
 is overwhelming despite the beckoning 
  to hop on a pale horse, ride with Death 
  out of here. 
 

   But don’t applaud because I stay. 
 I am still a coward Π not like the people I know 

   who struggle with real monsters 
[allegro/fast]   not the imagined ones that I fight 

  in my unreality no matter what my mind 
  convinces me of otherwise. 
 

    [adagio/slow]  The devil has soured the fruit 
 of hope; he has pissed on it 
  as he did on the blackberries 
  for the Feast of Archangels— 
 for Saint Michael who defeated 
 that Old Dragon Lucifer. 
 
 No one has immunity to coronavirus 
 that “mala-saurus” lurking in our world, soaring 
 as innocent dragons, scaled with DNA-fire 
 torching us down until it’s too late. 
 
 I am still a coward Π even if I let my monster 
 needle-prick me. 
  The people I love also struggle 
  with that needle, they struggle with much more. 
  

[andante/slower]  The thrill their monsters have. 
  

[allegro/lively]   They breathe in them a fire 
  they might not be able to put out. 
  These autoimmune monsters 
  back-flash with even greater vengeance. 
  

[andante/slow]  I am still a coward 
    even if I do not die    [pause]     

  from fear. 
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Literature 
 
   We read to know we are not alone 
   —C.S. Lewis 
 
In everything I read… 
 

English or British stories, novels, creative nonfiction, 
and Poetics // all the liberal arts like history, geography, philosophy 
(including Ontology), theology (and Bible study), language, 
math & science (especially chemistry and physics), socio-economics, 
Politics, ecology and the Environment, including meteorology and 
Oceanography // chemical, electrical, nuclear, mechanical 
Engineering manuals, and academic papers and Textbooks that I’ve used 
in my Profession // safety analyses, technical writing // Review instructions 
on how to Operate appliances in a dozen languages // fake news, the NY Times 
and the Washington Post, propaganda, gossip blogs, Facebook postings, 
The National Enquirer (people want to know) and the Thrifty Nickel, 
Radical pamphlets and Bible tracts stuffed between toilet paper sheets’ 
in public restrooms // IRS Tax form instructions, entertainment 
and sports // book and movie Reviews // Marvel comics and other graphic 
novels // erotica, their ads infiltrating digital readings // 
Yesterday’s astrology clip and Yin-Yang Chinese fortune cookie proverbs 
// airplane and astronomy magazines // science fiction and fantasy // 
travel brochures and National Park placards—historical summaries 
of battles // billboard signage // COVID-19 reports 

 
…(whether good or bad) I find poetry. 
 
the poem lies with the epigraph and the sandwiching lines 
the list poem in between is a huge parenthetical which acts like a prose poem with some 
juxtaposition and artisitc reveal
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A Valentine’s Day Play 
 Act I, Scene 1: Our Love Affair is Cliché  
 
 < under a lover’s moon > 
 
[She] We have to stop meeting like this 
 in your den, it’s too dangerous. 
 
[He] I know, if we get caught, what will others say? 
 But come away with me, my love; you give me fever. 
 
[She] Yes. You, too! I know a better secret place— 
 a hideaway deep in the woods where we can cave in 
 to our lusts. It’ll be like when we met in London. 
 Do you remember? 
 
[He] How could I forget! You swept me off my feet, 
 I was flying high. Whenever you near me, 
 hairs on my arms stand straight up. I claw 
 the walls when you are gone. 
 
[She] You make my blood run hot 
 as it courses through my veins. 
 And when you’re gone, my heart bleeds for you. 
 
[He] I love your kisses. 
 
[She] And I love your big brown eyes. 
 
[He] Making love to you under the full moon makes me howl. 
 
[She] And by its silvery light, my heart aches. 
 Quickly now, the night is short and sun will soon rise. 
 
[He] Okay, Sweetheart, my Countess, my Love. 
 
[She] And you, my wolf, bite me… and I will, you. 
 
 < they embrace under her leathery wings > 
 
 End 
 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review (March 2020) 
 
notice the foreshadowing  
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The Cleansing 
 
Just before boarding my plane for the flight back, my little sister gave me a slim, pocket 
Bible. 
 
Crisis of faith is not unusual for many. War, disease, famine, pestilence. Those four 
horsemen can surely make one wonder if there's a God, let alone a Redeemer. I have no 
simple answers. I can’t prove a priori God exists, but I sense Him. Nature tells me that; I see 
His handiwork. I am constantly awed by the universe and its language of expressed beauty, 
its mathematics. 
 

Even the moon howled that night 
as the pine needles poked the black 
sky and the moon bled crimson 
while owls shrieked into the silence. 

 
My crisis of faith was Christ. In particular, did I believe he was God? I was and still am 
committed to evidence, the scientific method that tests and challenges the veracity of data, 
and also to apply a methodology of language for literary texts. The world of science and the 
world of the sacred may operate with different philosophies. One deals with the concrete, 
the other with abstraction, but both pursue the truth. The rules are not interchangeable. We 
cannot, nor ever will, prove the existence of God as if He were a mathematical entity. But 
circumstantial evidence is often more powerful than direct evidence. It has no agenda. 
 

My faith eclipsed the darkness 
and made it flee. I wrestled with it 
all night. It wasn’t like Jacob’s 
sparring with the angel of the Lord. 

 
Just before sliding out of my car, I awkwardly stopped, half in, half out, juggling groceries; 
felt compelled to reach into my flight bag and fetch that Bible my sister had given me 
months earlier. I stuffed it into my shirt pocket and went inside the apartment.  
 
I opened it to where she had left its tassel—in the Book of John—presumed marked for me; 
my eyes scanned the onion-skin thin pages, but not guided as normal to the words at the top 
of the left page, but rather to the middle of the right page inked with heavy letters. I thought 
nothing of the text until I had learned that my sister did not deliberately mark the page for 
me. For a long moment, my tongue was numbed with silence. 
 
A wave of cold, then hot, surged throughout my whole body, moving from the top of my 
head all the way down to my toes—an adrenaline pulse amplified a hundred times—as I read 
the red-lettered words, “Let not your heart be troubled. You believe in the Father, believe 
also in me!” The words coaxed tears. The God of this universe, creator of Heaven and 
Earth, had just visited my heart with His own words of scripture. 
 

His spirit slipped into me, to fight 
the principalities of darkness: those ravenous 
lions that prowl. Unrelenting. Stalking 
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me even into the recesses of midnight. 
 
Thoughts sped as light; time dilated. I saw myself outside my body simply pondering the 
evidence with a scale in my hands. Is He or is he not deity? There was no longer any 
blindness. I could see the balance tip without hesitation. Gravity cannot deny truth. Nor can 
light hide my inhumanity. 
 

That night, He washed the leprosy from 
my heart, cleansed my flesh. As I showered, 
my reflection in the chrome mirrored the ugly 
things of my past, but blurred with pure steam 
 
on the shower faucets. The tarnish 
of wickedness lingered, clawed at my soul. 
Glared with its green eyes. Hatred 
daggered me. Almost cut me to shards. 

 
I had been warned that this might happen. C. S. Lewis wrote about it, but this was far more 
sinister than his fictional demons. I was warned of the enemy’s indictments, his assault with 
lies. Cunning killers. 
 

I prayed to overcome their fangs; 
their taste for blood not sated. 
I was covered in blood 
and absolved. Finally washed. 

 
I was completely washed in the precious blood of the Lamb. When I was finished and pulled 
away the shower curtain, the evil image simply evaporated with the mist. 
 
 
 
Heart of Flesh Literary Journal (December 2019) 
 
 
 
  



	 21	

	

Unification 
 Inspired by the Space-Time Theorem (Roger Penrose and Stephen Hawking, 1967) 
 
Gravity has been the force of attraction between two bodies, just as Newton taught us, but 
now Einstein’s General Relativity shows it’s really a topological effect—mass distorting the 
space-time continuum of the cosmos, that membrane on which we exist. Minkowski had 
already shown that time is merely imaginary, an imaginary coordinate of space when taken 
together as a product with the speed of light [ict], which renders time a relative to regular 
space, the place we move in. The arbiter making this possible is the constancy of the speed 
of light in any direction and anytime and anywhere. That’s the same judge that permits mass 
and energy to be inter-convertible. Einstein showed that too [E = mc2]. But there’s a 
mismatch between the worlds encircling the sun and those of wave-like particles 
enshrouding the nuclei of matter—Gravity and Quantum Mechanics must come together to 
resolve the “inevitable” singularity that Penrose and Hawking say is at the heart of a black 
hole. Space-time is so warped there that matter falling into the mouth of a black hole gets 
pulled apart like taffy; even light cannot escape the darkness. That singularity, at the bottom 
where its throat is pinched tight, might be where the black hole swallowed itself—space and 
time and matter and energy all rolled-up into one tiny hyper-dimensional morsel, a sphere 
the size of Planck’s length [√(hG/2πc3)]. But it’s really a pearl in a cosmological oyster from 
which all the universe has been served with a single big bang breath, as if spoken into 
existence with no strings attached. a damning reference to string theory 
 
______________________________ 
Planck length is about 1.616 ×10-35 m 
 
 
 
Trapezium  (May 2021), newsletter of the Orion, Inc (an astronomy club in Oak Ridge, TN); 
Techno India Conference lecture: Fusion of Art & Science: A Criticality (May 2017)  
 
 
the bracketted things, equations, are not meant to be read outloud 
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