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This work was used under the Creative Commons
Attribution-Share alike 4.0 International license. It was uploaded
to Wikimedia Commons in December of 2013 by the author of the work
“Gwilz” as a line drawing. The white coloration (which we inverted
to black) was contributed by the user “Ilzolende.” Technical note:
The image came as a transparency.
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This is a public domain work downloaded from
Wikimedia Commons. It was first uploaded to the site in 2007 by an
author named “odder” who sites his source as the Flags of the
Soviet Union Between 1955-1991. He includes the note, “albeit Red
instead of Gold. Technical note: The image came as a
transparency.

 


“Soviet Gray Background,” “Mouse
Inversion,” “Hammer and Sickle Placement” and “White Cut-Out”
Text

 


The graphic designer, Mel C. Thompson, opted
for a dark gray page background within the palette of the
LibreOffice Draw module (which he refers to as “Soviet Gray”). He
then, using GIMP image processing software, inverted the white
mouse into

a black mouse. Since the background of the
mouse illustration was transparent, it was easy to place the now
black mouse onto

the “Soviet Gray” background. The next task
was to then place the transparency of the red hammer and sickle
onto the mouse’s back. And finally, an open-source font called
Liberation Serif was placed on the cover in the form of white
“cut-out” text.

 


Warning: See the Wikimedia Commons pages for
these symbols for a full list of countries where these symbols are
illegal or their use is highly restricted. (This consists mostly of
former Soviet republics and so-called Soviet satellite
nations.)

 


*

 


Special thanks to Anna Wolfe for her
proofreading and editorial help.

 


Special thanks to Steve Cosgrove who wrote
the poem that appears on page 39 and who hatched the idea for this
unlikely book.
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This book is dedicated to
the late May Metzger, my biological mother, who passed away in
Hemet, California on February 29th, 2012. She lived most of her
life in hiding and legally changed her name to Patricia Lane in
order to escape the past which always hounded her. She lived her
last years going by the name of Patricia Lane. When I last saw her
in person, Nikita Khrushchev was still alive.
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 Avalokiteshvara And The
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May 2, 2008

 


After Nikita Khrushchev passed away, he
found himself before an incomprehensible throne. It was the abode
of the Great Bodhisattva of Compassion, Avalokiteshvara. Before
this throne were approximately one billion monks. Circling this
great altar were tens of millions of dragons, angelic singers,
demons, multi-headed trumpeters and multi-armed drummers. The
number of dignitaries, masters, illuminati, scholars, kings,
emperors, knights, princes, generals, servants, soldiers and other
world saviors was simply beyond all ability to enumerate. Although
the display itself was perhaps a light-year across, one could
easily see an open field of emptiness around it spreading into
infinity in all directions. It was the great void, the ineluctable
emptiness that pervades all forms, sensations, aggregations, sounds
and emotions in the universe.

 


Khrushchev blinked a few times, looked
around indignantly and then looked again toward the throne,
appearing to vaguely disapprove of the surroundings. In short, he
was utterly unimpressed and wished to get right to the heart of the
matter. Avalokiteshvara peered out from the impenetrable cloud of
his enlightenment and nodded his head wistfully.

 


“Where am I, and what is expected of
me here?” demanded Khrushchev bluntly and curtly.

 


Avalokiteshvara replied, “Oh, I see, so no
one briefed you.”

 


“Briefed me?” said Khrushchev in an
impatient tone. “For your information, I am the Secretary General
of The Communist Party of The Soviet Union. If there is to be
briefing done, it shall be me who briefs you.”

 


“You may be in a bit over your head
here,” noted the Bodhisattva. “After all, this altar alone is the
size of the entire Russian Federation times ten
thousand.”

 


“Yes, indeed,” countered Khrushchev,
“but it all wreaks of Capitalist sensationalism and
self-indulgence. I have never heard of this nation, but, after we
overthrow those consumerist stooges in the West, we’ll come and
liberate this country too. The International Workers Movement knows
no boundaries. And, as of now, I find that I am not moved by all of
this hocus pocus. Now please tell me where I may go to exit this
little theater and return to my duties as General
Secretary.”

 


“I’m afraid we’re not on the same page
here,” said Avalokiteshvara gently. “You seem not to realize that
you are between lives. Has anyone informed you that you have passed
on and will certainly be due for reincarnation soon?”

 


“Don’t give me any of that silly
religious talk. I am perfectly alive, and there is no afterlife.
All of that is the pathetic purview of the oligarchy, simply
another way to keep workers enslaved and ignorant.”

 


“Oh my,” replied Avalokiteshvara
softly. “I think there’s been a communication problem. Hang on
while I make a little call.”

 


Avalokiteshvara then picked up a phone and
dialed the number to the Western Universe. Jesus, who happened to
be relaxing on his throne, picked up his phone and gruffly
answered, “What?”

 


“What’s with the attitude?” snipped
Avalokiteshvara. “You said I could call if I ever had a
problem.”

 


Khrushchev listened
nonplussed as the conversation continued. “Why are you being so
brusque with me? What do you mean I call all the time? I haven’t
called for a few kalpas now. Surely several trillion years between
phone calls is time enough. So, listen, we have a guy here from the
Soviet Union. No, he’s not a Buddhist. That’s what I’m
trying to tell you. Somehow the karmic machinery got gummed up.
This paradigm doesn’t make any sense to him. He seems more inclined
to Western linear thinking. You know, he still thinks in terms of
Communism versus God, and that kind of thing. Yes, I know you’re
busy, but I’m sending him over there. And I hope you’ll be a bit
more receptive next time I call. We’re all just trying to run this
Universe in the best way possible. Accidents happen. But I’m not
going to be able to communicate with this fellow. So you and your
people are going to have to take it from here.”
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May 3, 2008

 


As the scriptures say, “in the blink of an
eye” Khrushchev realized he was no longer in some fantastic
otherworldly realm. He was, in fact, in Mexico, although there
would have been no way of knowing that. He found himself on the
porch of an upper-middle class home done in simple white stucco
with a Spanish tiled roof. The yard was neat and the home was
elegant, but in no way ostentatious. It was, in fact, about as
minimalistic as one could get for a neighborhood of that
caliber.

 


Khrushchev had to admit to
himself that he had become a bit traumatized by all of these
changes he was going through and by the scope of their apparent
irrationality. Without bothering to analyze too deeply where he
might be, he decided to sit down on a wide, low wall that bordered
the porch. He sat there for a moment just enjoying the beauty of
this upscale, but modest neighborhood and enjoying the warm
sunshine. He did not know where he was or what time of
year it was, but it happened to be early Spring and the weather was
warm, but mild and soothing.

 


His mind fell into a reverie, and he began
to daydream that the Red Army was storming Western Europe and that
the world was on the verge of a total Communist takeover. But his
enchanted fantasies were abruptly interrupted by the front door of
the house opening and shutting. Out walked Sensei in full Buddhist
priest garb, the yellow-saffron robe and several layers of beads.
Sensei looked at Khrushchev and said, “Oh good, you’re here. Don’t
worry, I’ve talked it over with the guy in charge, and we’re going
to try to take care of you.”

 


“Sir, you seem very out of place in
all this subdued Spanish architecture,” said Khrushchev artlessly.
“Wherever we are, it does not seem like a landscape in which one
would find a holy man.”

 


“Well, that’s a good observation,”
noted Sensei. “And indeed, I lack all holiness.”

 


“Why then put on this charade of being
some Buddhist monk?” pressed the former Soviet ruler.

 


“Simple,” replied Sensei. “I am
utterly unemployable because I’m completely mentally ill, an utter
basket case, to be exact. In fact, after I get out of this outfit,
I’m going down the hill and into the old downtown where I intend to
be drowning my sorrows and my anxieties with some healthy doses of
Mexican beer.”

 


“I am an Atheist,” stated Khrushchev,
“but I find your attitude to be offensive to all who might be
sincerely deluded into having some faith in religion.”

 


“Hmm, yes,” mumbled Sensei as he looked into the air and fell
into a reflective trance. “You have no idea how very late in the
game it is for me to have the slightest sympathy for anyone who
might regard me as a stumbling block. And anyway, if you
knew what I knew about humanity, you would see that
I’m just about as close as they get to a real holy man, and I’m not
close at all.”

 


“This conversation is becoming
absurd,” noted the former Communist leader. “I cannot waste my time
with madmen and the like. But could you do me the courtesy of
telling me where I am?”

 


“Yes, that I can do for you quite
easily,” affirmed Sensei. “You are, as it were, in a kind of
spiritual consulate facility. It is in the world, the physical
world, as you would call it, however, due to its special nature, it
is not part of the territory of Earth proper, in the same way a
Soviet embassy in the US is not US territory. Does that make sense
to you?”

 


“Certainly,” agreed Khrushchev,
“consulates and embassies are technically territories of the
nations they serve, although they’re located on foreign
soil.”

 


“Good,” said Sensei. “Then, I’ll be
blunt with you. Technically speaking, so long as you are in this
yard, or in this house, you are in The Kingdom of Heaven, but
again, that is only a theoretical point. In the ordinary sense, you
are simply in an upper-middle-class neighborhood in the hills just
above a large city in Mexico. For your information, it is
Springtime, the best time of year to be here. In that limited
sense, your timing is good.”

 


“Excellent,” replied Khrushchev, “then
you shall be kind enough to help me locate the nearest Soviet
consulate so that I may return home?”

 


“I think Avalokiteshvara was explicit
with you about your status, wasn’t he?” asked Sensei. “When there
are mistakes in the time-space fabric, it falls to him to bluntly
tell people they’ve passed away. Then he informs them that they are
well on their way to entering their next life.”

 


“Yes,” noted Khrushchev, “however I totally disregarded all
that nonsense as some kind of magician’s distraction. And
furthermore, I don’t appreciate this sort of kidnapping that’s gone
on, and I insist on speaking to the leaders of the
group that orchestrated this charade.”

 


“Okay,” Sensei said gravely, “so
you’re not taking this well. Well, that’s understandable enough, I
suppose. So I’ll get a little more detailed with you. In fact, you
can’t leave this yard. This yard, having the special status that it
does, is really a separate territory, and you can’t just go
wandering down the hill and find your way back home. And besides,
if you could, it would be very awkward, considering your country
has already conducted a state funeral for you and you are currently
lying in state at the Kremlin. It just wouldn’t do to have your
corpse lying there while you walked around wanting your old job
back.”

 


“But sir,” objected Khrushchev, “you
appear to be about to leave the property right at this moment. So
your theory is not
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