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Hail, sweetest Bliss,

I rue days of you I've missed.

Amid screams and failing seams

I dream of days when my soul you kiss

and right this damned ship that drifts ever
amiss.

Were to God you an eternal gift.

Must I—we—through life merely sift?

Can you heal this fractured rift?


I.

(The red carpet is rolled out

for a dignitary known throughout

many lands for his audacious claims he never
disavows,

for he is of them quite proud.

In the distance and with great
fanfare,

pipes, fifes, drums, trumpets bugles blare
and

confetti swirls in air,

whose source, each, is still unknown

even to this narrator of tales of the
fantastical fare.

Now enters on lithe, slender legs,

with leathern shoes finely made—

no doubt by a cordwainer of the highest
grade

in a time-honored shop in a quaint village—

a character in a green cloth coat and
small-topped hat

and long-necked collar custom-made by a
fine-fingered seamstress

to accommodate his singularly impressive stork
neck.

All this accentuated by an expertly tied orange
ascot.

Thus, a warm welcome is appreciated,

for his time here with you, dear reader, is
abbreviated,

as his services are in much demand from many
peoples across many lands.

Hint: of it make the most,

for he is an accommodating host,

out to halt the maligned march of
melancholia

and other maladies of the downtrodden and
afflicted,

which of course are spurred on by the incessant
demands of modern life.

Speaking of the good doctor, let us now give him
the floor.

So without further delay, for the good Doctor
Bliss please make way.

He is, after all, here to save the day.


II.

Behold, dreary downtrodden soul,

in me you have newfound hope.

Your good Doctor Bliss is here to cure your
blues

lest you succumb to the cold numb that some dumb
fools call life

but what I refer to as a rat race and duel-edged
knife.

'Tis time to fathom the unfathomable,

to think the unthinkable,

to stop the unstoppable,

to banish, even vanish and purge all scourges of
the mind and body,

which have darkened your mood,

soured your attitude,

and diminished your prospects as a wondrous,
sentient being in your own right.

We children of the stars, so delicate is our
shared plight.

Agreed that over some things we collectively
lack control,

while the struggle for existence takes on us its
cruel toll?

But soon to the very devil

we'll send your specialists, medical codes, and
general practitioners.

We are embarking on a new baseline,

whose defining feature is elevated levels of the
sublime

and whose magical molecules course through your
veins

and offer far deeper and permanent healing than
your standard-fare treatment.

Do you see where I am going with this?


IIII.

i.

So with hopes held high and perhaps a momentary
twinkle in the eye,

let us first imagine an existence without
gray,

a perpetual stream of golden days

and rainbow skies and hues both within and
without your clouded mind.

"How," might you say?

Good question, friend.

'Tis found in a proprietary blend of rarest,
undisputed efficacy.

(Here, our good doctor with fine, nimble fingers
of his own,

removes an impressive syringe from his outer
pocket

and primes it adroitly in the air—a few drops
fall harmlessly to the ground—

with a confident smile very becoming of his
stature as a worldly doctor on call.)

Vaccine, serum, fix, trick, elixir, antidote,
antitoxin, placebo—

ah, what does it matter—mere jargon.

Why parse words when happiness—nay bliss
itself—is on the horizon?

Whatever, it was made by a hoary alchemist's
hand,

and then given to me to lend those who otherwise
falter in the mind and body

a heavy dose of glistening bliss—so artfully
administered.

And once administered, it breaks the blood-brain
barrier's chemistry,

thus altering the hidden, secretive synapses and
neurons of the mind,

whereby then is unleashed all the joy that one
could ever find.

And to think, all this without the hit-or-miss
approach your

bungling, stumbling psychopharmacology
necessitates,

for each dose of my patented bliss

is individuated to your unique chemistry as an
advanced biological entity.

And frankly, if you don’t mind my saying so,

you just cannot get more personalized care than
that, now can you?


ii.

Imagine, if you will, the ineffable feeling of
an opiate—

24/7, a veritable form of heaven (if ever there
was one)—

coursing through your troubled veins,

with nary a side effect nor an ill humor
neglected.

Further imagine the absence of regular doctor
visits, checkups, and co-pays.

What a boon to your budget that would
be!

Ah, what you would not give to experience
that,

for despite your anxiety and woes,

you are a pragmatic race when it counts the
most,

and I admire you for that.

In this way leads to progress.

Further, let us explore with this in mind,

before we move to seal the deal and heal,

as only your good Doctor Bliss can.


IV.

i.

I am blessed to administer your cure--

an amalgamation of metaphysical,

if not cosmological, substances, pristine and
pure.

And although I may appear surreal to you,

you may think of me as a reality check on
life.

Let’s chuckle together at the irony of
that statement.

Me a reality check on life?

Yet, despite our vast differences,

you and I have something in common as
mammalians:

We are both also cosmic creatures,

wondrous and advanced organisms with remarkable
features

and conceived by the greater genius of life
itself—

whoever and whatever you call it, makes no
difference to me.

Why argue over theology when you are in
need?

Besides which, has not your life reached
critical mass?

Is that truly not why you are now here reading
this?

Is your inherent biological need for sustainable
bliss getting the better of you?

Hmm?

Come, come.

In me, you can confide.

Too much I have seen to be duped by ego.


ii.

Let me ask:

Do you feel at times that you walk on broken
glass

and that trouble follows you like a lonely stray
dog everywhere you go?

Yours is, after all, a dog-eat-dog
existence,

and if you don’t mind my saying so,

it surely seems many of you have lately gone to
the dogs, as it were.

Yes, a very dog-eat-dog existence is yours,

and you know its consequences:

hypertension, ulcers, insomnia, migraines,
chronic pain

(hey, I feel your pain),

violence, and acting out in troubling ways, a
crying shame.

This perilous, double-sword existence of life
comes at a hefty price,

which, soon, perhaps, you no longer have to
pay.

The constant rush of flight or fight wears a
body down,

but we'll soon right your constant frown.

Let me show you keys to impossible light.

No longer do you have to vape to escape.

Get your nose off the grindstone;

there it does not belong.

Lay down your weary, worried bones.

Inside your head, soon comes a beatific song

of exquisite harmony and melody and
instrumentation

that crescendos into perfect orchestral
ornamentation.

No longer shall you be grist for the satanic
mills.

Neither shall you live for cheap thrills.

Say goodbye to all those social ills

and all your pretty little pills.


V.

i.

Before we proceed in earnest,

let us establish some parameters

so that we forestall any confusion,

for once it is done, it cannot be undone by me
or anyone.

Maybe you are the one who defies the rule.

If so, you would be the first I have met.

Which of these more closely reflects you?

Money equals happiness.

Marriage equals happiness.

Youth equals happiness.

Status equals happiness.

Bling equals happiness.

“Followers” equal happiness.

If you have even one of the above selected in
the affirmative—

let alone two—

why then are you still not truly contented and
fulfilled in your quest of life?

Why do you still feel like you are climbing a
hill?

Some, in that, may even find a perverse little
thrill.


ii.

Further, we must ask:

Just what is happiness in the first place?

A mood? An attitude? A feeling? A
destination?

A journey? The mastery of oneself?

The mastery of one's environment?

Why cannot you achieve lasting pleasure and
pride?

Perhaps biologically you are lacking.

Or maybe it's more mundane than that:

Perhaps happiness is simply the luck of the
draw.

Perhaps talent and luck do not matter
a'tall.

And is there really such a thing as mind over
matter?

Why are so many dreams and dreamers ultimately
shattered?

Wishful thinking does not to reality
conform.

Yet not every hope is necessarily
forlorn.

Do you not have magical moments?

Pity they cannot be sustained, but maybe they
could be.

Sometimes, as they say, you need to grease the
skids.

Let me ask, are you merely hiding behind a
mask,

too timid to show your true self,

as if you left it up on a shelf?

And have you embarked—quite a lark—
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