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How to Live, Leave, and Linger  (excerpt) 
 
Sure—live each day 
as if it were your last, 
EXCEPT 
you’ll need come back 
to help console the souls 
who will be sad 
when you are gone 
(and to help console the souls 
who have been sad since early on), 
AND 
you may not fly again 
until their sadness all is spent, 
long after lies 
about your life 
have been exhausted. 
Live like that. 
—AND rest.  
       (continued in book) 
 

 
Work Review at 52 
 
I slew a thousand dragons 
while a million more arrived. 
They are here 
to keep me busy and in shape until I die. 
They do not consent 
to be defeated wholesale overnight. 
My enlightenment 
is subject to revision by my wife. 



Samples from James Sterngram’s Help for Hysterical Humans (etc.) continued 

2 

 

 

For Instants (excerpt) 
 
Instants are the brightest gems, 
and millions are created 
in the crush of every day. 
 
Minutes, hours, weeks 
contain the flaws of plans and memories, 
leaving them more dull of sheen— 
more ought-to-be—more might-have-been— 
than what the light is shining through 
this moment. 
Look for instants. 
 
Store memories, like yard waste, 
far enough behind your house 
that there is room for air to circulate 
and error to degrade. 
They will compost and grow sweet; 
they will fertilize your dreams; 
and your house will be alright 
should the memory heap ignite. 
 
Let your plans escape your gravity. 
Let dreams fly off to compost heaps. 
The part of dream that’s meant to be 
returns, refined by fire, 
when the future comes to pass 
on its journey to the past. 
 
We retain 
as many moments 
as we nurture 
and we notice. 
More appear 
the less adhered we are 
to errors and decisions 
in our past and future visions. 
       (continued in book) 
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Concerning Poor Grammar 
 
My grammar didn’t have too much, 
but learned me good to read and write. 
I miss her still. 
The federal agents found it 
and dismantled it. 

 
I reckon she’s in heaven now, 
but can’t for certain say. 
For all I know, it may be heaven 
that we occupy today. 
 
 

Unruly Thoughts on the Law (excerpt) 
 
(I did my best to bring some order to this poem. 
I tried for several weeks, but nothing seemed to help. 
Every other group of words that I’ve assembled here 
seems to want to be a law unto itself. 
I throw myself 
upon the mercy of the reader now.) 
 
Spirit gives us food for thought. 
So we eat, and then we think. 
Human thought produces waste. 
So we speak, and then we stink. 
Once the waste is dry, 
we carve the hardness that survives 
into rules by which to live. 
Thus the law is born to man. 
 
The law is handy when it’s hard. 
By then it hardly smells at all 
unless we moisten it with spit 
to make it stick against the wall 
so we can worship it as if 
it were a god who never falls 
instead of something we created 
out of something that we ate. 
       (continued in book) 
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Eternal and Everlasting (excerpt) 
 
Our reward for practiced presence 
in the still and fluent present 
is a view of past and future 
that is limitless and blessed. 
Our shackles break. 
We’re freed to take a part 
in new recoveries of paradise. 
our mortal lives are lost 
in our eternal Life. 

 
To apprehend eternal Life, 
you needn’t see your psyche 
as surviving your physique. 
You needn’t call the roll 
of each and every culture’s saints, 
though the more of them you get to know, 
the greater you may grow. 
 
No, to find yourself in paradise 
as often as you like, 
just recess and reassess: 
re-appreciate the fit 
between yourself and all the bits 
in the whole of history; 
see your likeness in the pictures 
that assemble and disperse 
in your universal mirror.   (continued in book) 

 
 
Wish Wash 
 
Every time you wish 
to be delivered from your trials, 
wake and make a second wish 
to be delivered from the first. 
While you’re wishing, make a third 
to be delivered from forgetting 
how at odds a mind can be 
with a day that’s trouble-free. 
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Good News for the Rich? (excerpt) 
 
Thanks to cloning, 
now a camel’s spit 
can pierce a needle’s eye, 
producing carbon-copied camels 
on the needle’s other side. 
 
This may be good news for the rich 
who seek to immigrate to heaven, 
but that’s harder 
than a camel’s going through a needle’s eye; 
so this hardly guarantees 
that heaven’s squeeze is now a breeze 
for the rich or wannabes. 
 
I’ve been wealthy 
mostly in beliefs— 
hoarding fatty creeds as if 
I were myself the hump-backed beast. 
I’ve gone through several needles’ eyes. 
Each time I struggled through, 
my hump of strong beliefs was much reduced, 
and I was made to rest in truth. 
       (continued in book) 
 
 
 

True Discipline 
 
Perfect discipline is this: 
never waiting till you’re done 
with this task, this gasp, this sun 
before you take them all in fun. 
 
I’m still ‘working’ on this one, 
but I have learned that, deep within, 
my somber psyche has a twin 
who never lacks for discipline. 
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Who Might You Be? (excerpt) 
 
Who might you be 
upon completing 
James’s jingly prophecy? 
Who might you be 
a few rhymes forwarded 
in history? 

 
You might be 
who you insist you are, 
until you will insist no more. 
Then might you leave your prison 
for a dwelling place more risen— 
a new universe 
with space for Spirit, Spheres, and Humankind. 
       (continued in book) 
 
 

Doctor’s Orders 
(from your grateful patient James) 
 
It’s quite a feat 
to briefly cheat the reaper. 
Add to that 
a prayer to help a man arrive 
at being glad to be alive 
and gladly doomed. 
Be as glad yourself 
to see him to the tomb. 
—Who knows whose tomb 
or just how soon? 
Let’s not assume. 
 

 
What’s So Funny? 
 
God is telling roughly seven billion jokes today. 
Just as many jokes are saying, “I don’t get it.” 
—Get it?
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About the Author 
 
 

James Sterngram is a member of the Associated Individuals Desiring Enlightenment 
(Sometimes). AIDE(S) is a global prophet-making organization currently boasting roughly 
seven billion members. 
 
James earned his B.A. in Music and his money elsewhere (just a little, so far). He’s not linked 
in with any Facebook friends. He hopes you like him anyway. His phone is not smart. James 
doesn’t twitter much, but he does follow the tweets, shrieks, croaks, and peeps of the many 
visitors and residents in his Florida garden. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Author’s Website: 
www.jamessterngram.com 

 
 
 
 
 

Your thoughts are welcome at: 
james.sterngram@gmail.com 
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