(Rape of the Commoners’ Wealth)

6 December 2002

by vrajavalagoundar aka drbobbiannewhitedmd

Each consecutive layer of onion skin peeling

Revealing the unthinkable

 To her quiet heart, crafted in the nunnery.

She refused to acknowledge the inferno that is Massachusetts

She was spooked by the Commonwealth:

Her auditory nerves jumbled to blur the Truth

As she believed she was born to niceties

But it was an Inferno of monstrous proportions

Where even brothers celebrated her molestation

It was 1982 and the Commonwealth still 

Haunted by the memory of 1692 witch-burnings

Preserved for antiquity in Harvard’s Widener library

So, you see, she was condemned at conception.

Even fierce immolation could not coax her to glimpse a perception of

Earth planet’s unique perversity

So, she languished at the stake for an eternity

‘Til she condescended to recognize the 

Voracity of the fraternized hogs at the trough: Assembled Commonwealth Judiciary

Who designated stolen Indian loot “in perpetuity” 

To rest in their bellies, furnish their boudoirs,

Forge into gilded palanquins 

To shield them from the splashing of odious carcasses 

When devouring “common” prey”

“Let us Prey!” bellowed the Trinity ministers

Her playmates were Saccos and Palmisanos

But since there was a secret haunting the neighborhood

She was never allowed to read forbidden Sinclair

What else, sacred Commoners’ Wealth have you hidden

By maneuvering, plotting, whispering in dark shadows?

The imaginary planets, mathematical points,

Lurk in the shadows:

Rahu and Ketu, Dragon’s head & Dragon’s tail,

Enemies of luminosity sworn to devour the light source

19 years is Rahu’s destiny, so, from 1983 to 2002,

The Greek conspiracy was dismembered, 

And buried, almost forgotten 

Until Daddy’s dying words set off a conflagration in her memory…

He gave her the Suffolk Judiciary declarations

 Authorizing her effective decapitation on a 8 x 10 piece of paper

Declaring her incompetent

What did it mean?

The apple of daddy’s eye, scholar, Captain, Dentist 

Unfit to be a Mother?

Was it a spin from the pontifical proclamation?

An attempt at a Darwinian dissertation?

Or malicious plot to reap her wealth

And lock her up! If you can catch her…
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