
Peeling Off 

 The Human 

Condition 

Poetry  

The Hermit Poet 
Published by Edge of Humanity 

Magazine 



 

 

 

 

Elite make the rules 

Peasants follow just like mules 

Feed me leftovers 

Send young men to be soldiers 

Bow down to the pawnbroker 

 

 

 

 



Privileged 
Less privileged 
Social climbers 

Boomerang slackers 
Believe in the good book 

Or burn in hell 
Pray five times a day 

Study Quran 
Or an infidel 

Sprinkle ancient dust here and there 
Until on their deathbed 

Atheists do not seem to care 
Who is right? 

Who is wrong? 
Respect each other’s beliefs 

Start getting along 
Before humankind is gone 

  



 

 

 

 

Fed beast for long time 

Today woke up changed my mind 

Freedom what I need 

Veins dry nothing left to bleed 

Tomorrow will sow new seeds 

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Always at the track 

The Gambler puffs his cigar 

Sitting at the bar 

Reading the racing sheets like 

it was his sacred bible 

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Shackled by ego 

Possessed by hollow treasures 

Mankind rots away 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chasing no More 

Reach goals what for? 

Bust out emergency door 

Big Boss wants us lit 

Easy to control money pit 

Pitching dreams that don’t exist 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Recycle the bin 

What information is chosen? 

Keep the minds frozen 
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In the eBook ‘Peeling Off The Human 

Condition’, ‘The Hermit Poet’ explores the 

daily life we all see and endure as a society. 

The poems and stories in this eBook expose 

acts we see daily, but don’t confront or talk 

about.  Behavior that makes us humans, no 

doubt, but that also bring us to ask: “Where 

are we going from here?” 

Life moves quicker than ever imagined.  

Every technological progress decreases the 

human value.  We kill each other for greed, 

religion and dysfunctional ideologies.  

Communication is done via screens 



controlled by media that convert us into 

piranhas.  We continuously swallow down 

the venom.  Artificial intelligence takes way 

our jobs, it enters our homes to watch, 

keep track and eventually destroy normal 

life. 

In a time when we are told what to do and 

think “Peeling Off The Human Condition” is 

thought provoking.   

Foreword By Carioca Da Gema 

 
 
 



Damn right 
I’m a cynical chap 
Suffered my share 

Of mishaps 
Today’s world 

in a severe undertow 
Nothing is sacred 
So much hatred 

Perverted terrorists 
Have wet dreams 
Of blowing planet 

To smithereens 
Central Banks’ books are cooked 

Masters of finance crooks 
Ponzi schemes left and right 
Living expenses out of sight 

Leaders are clowns 



Running countries into the ground 
Dump Hazardous waste 

everywhere 
Companies do not care 

I need fresh air 
Is the food safe to eat? 

Growth hormones 
Steroids 

In the meat 
Clean water hard to find 

Global warming will destroy life on 
earth over time 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The human vultures 

Violently feast on carcass 

While drinking fine wine 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Chip away extras 

Wanting more more more festers 

Toys are our masters 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Wounded warriors 

Chasing ghosts of happiness 

down deep dark cavern 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The cauldron burns red 

Hatred will devour soul 

Torment on deathbed 

 

 

  

 

 

 



The Oppressed 

You wrap me up in heavy chains and 

siphon the blood from my veins 

You dictate my every move and even 

ration my water and food 

Even though you crush my pride, I 

will never comply 

The hour glass is emptying fast 

I assure you that your control will not 

last 

Your hatred has made you blind 

You cannot conceive that your power 

will be gone, in a matter of time 

 



 

 

 

Nonconformist 

Pound drum all day long 

I get it that you belong 

Rotten fruit on vines 

Round and round and round like 

mice 

Independence is my vice 

 

 

 



The System 

The powerful man comes up to me 

and jams his finger into my eye.  He 

tells me that I must comply. 

I very calmly answer that no one owns 

my body, mind or soul.  Even if you 

give me a bucket full of gold, I will 

never be bought and sold. 

The engine continues to just roll 

along.  The world is becoming a place 

where the influential do not care who 

they harm. 

The corrupt continue to command the 

people to drop to their knees.  Is 

everyone just going to fold and please? 



 

 

Life 

 The Daily Grind 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Eight years 

In the can 

No longer same man 

Paroled 

Desperately 

Trying to secure foothold 

Mops 1000’s of square feet every 
night 

Grinding 

On decaying bones 

Inside his mind 

Alone 

Out of everyone’s sight 



 

 

 

Who Do You Blame? 

Minnows in sea 

Some march to mediocrity 

Squawking like ducks 

On and on they have no luck 

Waiting for delivery truck 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Mail carrier 

Hauls his delivery bag 

Full of surprises 

 

 

 

 



 

  

 

Stop sprinkling nonsense 

Lighting two bit incense 

Inside you know score 

Peddling fiction because bored 

No one trusts you anymore 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Street Photographers 

Silently shoot their frames of 

everyday magic 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Walking down alley 

The man looks up to the moon 

Screaming we are fools 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Why keep chasing? 

Believing you are gaining 

Face it you’re fading 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Pulling net from sea 

His weather-beaten face displayed 

Simplicity 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Scorching hot concrete 

Reminds me of obstacles 

faced in one’s lifetime 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Baggage 

Grind Grind the wheel 

Life gave you a bad deal 

Everyone to blame 

Hurt all who enter your lane 

Decades went by missed the train 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The elevator 

Opens and closes its doors 

Like the flow of life 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

All is Illusion 

Once on top then fall to ground 

Gather all around 

Enjoy sweetness of life 

Tomorrow misfortune may bite 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Cynic 

Collecting Seashells 

White beaches of Sanibel 

Boy trusting all 

Became man who is cynical 

Dodged too many curve balls 

 

 



 

 

 

Life 

 The Games 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Tried to play the game 

System rigged to keep all in chains 

When symphony stops 

I see just crushed toy blocks 

Dreams submerged in swamp to 

rot 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Slave to the Chips 

Blackjack juiced his veins 

Casino was his domain 

Greed kept him in chains 

Lost the rent wife would complain 

Pawn it all to stay in game 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Please do not be hurt 

Your work is better than mine 

I just played the game 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

You’re the hit parade 

No one knows it’s a charade 

Our little secret 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

In the game too long 

Time to get up walk away 

before heart decays 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Cold Analysis 

Conflicts with intuition 

Causing me great pain 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Life 

 Bad Characters 

 

 
 



Anger 
 

The Contempt In Your Eyes 
You look at me with contempt in 

your eyes 
You hate me, but there is no 

reason why 
I make you feel uncomfortable, 

because you cannot figure me out 
I’m not like you and this makes you 

want to shout 
You’re angry, because this is the 

only weapon that you have 
I’m nothing but a mirror, that 

displays your fear, of the unknown 
All I ask is that you leave me alone 

 



 

Gossip 

 

People spread gossip because it 

pumps up their ego and they feel 

tall 

They say “come to me and I will 

tell you all” 

The person believes that they have 

the power to make someone fall 

In reality, deep inside, the one 

spreading the gossip, knows they 

are small 



 

 

The Hypocrite 

 

Taking just a bit 

Never one to be legit 

The years took their toll 

In the end she lost all of 

her beauty and is alone 

 

 



Jealousy 
 

Like termites on wet wood, 
jealousy will eat a person alive. 

There will always be someone else 
who has more. 

Is it even possible to keep up with 
it all? 

Life is unfair. 
Contentment is the only key that 

opens the door to a peaceful 
existence. 

Everyone must look into the 
mirror. 

The decision is for each individual 
to make. 

I cannot help at all. 



 

 

 

The Narcissist 

 

Puff Puff the balloon 

Needs to be greatest in room 

Everyone must love me 

I’m smart beautiful sexy 

Deep inside unhappy 

 

 



 

 

 

Greed 

 

You’re the greed prophet 

Look! Emptying my pockets 

Is this not enough? 

 

 

 



 

Bitterness 

 
 

Look into mirror 
You’re a walking poison pill 

Full of bitterness 
Slaughtering all who do fall 
in your web of emptiness 

 
 
* 
 

Locked away so tight 
Key buried deep inside 
your soul of bitterness 



 

 

 

 

Life 

 Poverty 

 

 
 



 

 

Homeless 

Upside down trash can 

Provided shelter for him 

Cold wet lonely night 

Morning comes and must move on 

Society wants bum gone 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Came for Better Life 

She’s invisible 

Pregnant working graveyard shift 

Is Immigrant 

Scrubbing toilets sweeping dirt 

Says “better than country of birth” 

 

 



 

 

 

Life full of sorrow 

He lost his pride long ago 

Standing on corner 

Asking only for a beer 

to hide fear of tomorrow. 

 

 

 



 

 

Bury Me in an Unmarked Grave 

Sitting at bus stop 

Broke cold hungry out of luck 

Smoking cheap cigar 

Always told would go far 

Long ago stopped reaching for 

stars 

  

 

  



 

 

 

 

Society 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Robots take most jobs 

Workers unemployed will starve 

Who will control mobs? 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Left behind 
Never before took to crime 

Unemployed 
The young man 

Walked down the steps of the 
favela 

Pulled out a sharp blade 
Decision made 

First time hardest 
Life forever tarnished 

Society pays price 
Living in fear is the sacrifice 

 

 



Megacities 
Massive migration 

Urban population eruption 

Left village for more prosperous life 

Husband-children-wife 

Continuous flow comes in 

Culture thrown into rubbish bin 

Live in a slum 

Pollution chokes lungs 

Crime rapidly controlling everyone 

What will be impact on civilization? 

 

 



 

 

Pompous Plutocrats will eventually 

fade away 

Jackals unable to find prey 

Corrupt souls permanently decayed 

Malnourished ghosts chained in 

closets 

Condemned forever to irrelevance 

 

 

 



 

 

Technology 

 &  

Humans 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Social Media 

Like being in a jungle 

From comfort of desk 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Hold on a second 
I will open wide 

So you can shove it down my 
throat 

Artificial intelligence 
Tossing the human race 

Down a catastrophic slippery slope 
You high tech freaks 

Crave to wire everything on the 
Globe 

Creating software and machines 
Without hearts 

Futuristic 
Armies of Robots 

Totally state of the art 
Seizing power 

All societies will fall 



Because geeks 
Will no longer 

Have the intellectual capacity 
To halt 

The contraptions 
From controlling us all 

 
* 

Throw your phone away 

Hop aboard sail with me 

Forget technology 

No slaves to gadgets at sea 

Wandering luddites FREE 

 



 

  

 

The Bad Dealers 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Fraudster Sentencing 

Polished words on stone 

You have lost integrity 

Crying sympathy 

Tossing Queen of hearts in air 

Judgment day for you is near 

 

 



 

 

The Shysters 

Those who slice and dice 

are sloppy with the fine points 

Sit and have patience 

Overtime these mortals will 

slip on their wet deception 

 

 

 



 

 

 

You say you’re Jet Set 

Daddy took bribes got fat 

Moved clan from hellhole 

Princess parties Miami 

Shanghai, London, Monte Carlo 

 

 

 



 

 

Corruption 

Golf course corner deals 

So many in power steal 

Suitcases of cash 

Wire funds no questions asked 

Retire Dubai and laugh 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Smuggler 

The Peruvian 

Convinced her to move some snow 

She hit the jackpot 

Until the prison door closed 

Nothing is worth one’s freedom 

 

  



 

 

 

Stories 
 

 

 

 

 



Some place 

In Central America 

Woke up soaking wet 

All through night 

He sweat 

Looking at mosquito net 

Got up 

Walked down to the sea 

Rendezvous 

With the señora 

She asked 

“Is everything ready?” 

Symbiotic relationship 



Based on greed 

Both tangled together 

In the weeds 

He is her token gringo 

Because he always succeeds 

Complicated 

Dangerous 

Game 

Living under an assumed name 

Continues playing 

Only himself to blame 

* 



Put it on the bain-marie 
May not eat for another century 

Spent winter in Romania 
Hung out with vampires from 

Transylvania 
Full blood transfusions made me 

live forever 
But much crazier 

Worked my way over to India 
Met a snake charmer who was even 

zanier 
He gave me a worn copy of the 

Tao Te Ching 
Went home to Miami 

Every day for one month 
Sitting on the beach 

Reading all 81 chapters of writing 



by Lao Tzu 
No more luxuries for me 

Decided to pawn off all of my 
bling 

To this day for no reason 
When drinking coconut water 

Start to sing 
The Star Spangled Banner 

“Oh say can you see” 
Numerous shrinks unable to help 

me 
Bought old wood sailboat 

Went off to sea 
Made landfall here in Tahiti 
Really enjoy your company 

Please pour me some more tea 
* 



Time 

To stop 

Playing marbles 

My nose 

Stuck 

To grindstone 

No longer 

Pursuing 

Itsy-bitsy bones 

Spinning 

Roulette wheel 

Will transport 

One 



So far 

This junkyard czar 

Has 

Raised the bar 

Found 

My 

Motown groove 

Perfecting 

Hip hop moves 

 

* 

 



Sitting on my beach chair 
Who the hell needs a career? 

Catching rays 
Reading philosophy books all day 

I’m not a frustrated big shot 
With an empty fridge 

But has kitchen granite counter 
tops 
No 

I live in a sixty year old three room 
shack 

Concrete Block Structure 
Flat Roof 

Survived multiple hurricane attacks 
Sharing space with 

Reptiles 
Rodents 



Termites 
And 

A gigantic organic vegetable garden 
out back 

Love my Sony Walkman 
Forget digital sound 

Will die a cassette man 
For over forty years 

Bar-B-Que 
1-2 times per week 

Colonoscopy just came back all 
clear 

Drink Ice cold Heineken beer 
Nine years ago stopped cutting my 

hair 
 

* 



The trader 

Always glued to his computer 

screens 

Charts, data, news feeds 

Today on top 

Next day may bleed 

Wears the best threads 

Custom made Italian suits 

Silk ties 

Aim for luxury penthouse 

That reaches towards the sky 

Weekends hit casino 



Roll some dice 

A couple lines of blow 

To maintain high 

Ego becomes oversized 

Contact dominatrix 

Expert at making grown men cry 

Deep down 

Not the money 

That nukes the veins 

It is being in the game 

* 



Calm yourself 

I know it is extremely difficult 

However 

Try your best 

Stop 

Blaming others 

For your sorrows 

Hit the beach 

Jump 

On a skateboard 

Ride 



A boogie board 

Pull out 

Old long surfboard 

Check out 

Gorgeous tan ladies 

Wearing 

Brazilian bikinis 

Sip 

Pina coladas 

Forget 

Martinis 



Thread the needle 

Sow your oats 

Next morning 

You will wake up 

And 

No longer 

Feel like an old goat 

 

* 

 

 



 

 

 

The Hermit Poet 

  

 
 



 

 

 

 

Over nineteen years 

I have not had a cell phone 

No Interruptions 

 

 

 

 



 

Hermit Goes Out 

  #1 

Slept long long time 

Still able to write poems that rhyme 

Left house for look 

Met chap who spoke gobbledygook 

Confused went home to read 

books 

 

 

 



 

Hermit Goes Out 

 #2 

Went out for walk 

Everyone texting would not talk 

Been inside too long 

Something appears very wrong 

Human interaction gone 

 

 

 



 

 

 

My typewriter keys 

Starting to look rusty 

They are still friends to me 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Engulfed by his books 

The Hermit scribbles his poems 

Before it’s too late 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Tap Tap Tap the keys 

Rum coke typewriter and me 

Deep in fantasy 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

My Old Dictionary 

Walking to bookshelf 

Grab dictionary for help 

Most look up words on net 

Flipping pages clears my head 

Books will never be dead 

 

 

 



 

 

Why Is World So Brutal? 

Sitting in darkness 

Listening to the cello 

Smoking his old pipe 

The Hermit becomes depressed 

about human viciousness 

 

 

 



 

 



I’m a fifty-six year old man trying 

to understand an increasingly 

complicated world. For over thirty-

two years, I have been with an 

incredible woman. I’m very 

fortunate to have traveled to over 

sixty countries.  

I’m a voracious reader. I enjoy 

reading newspapers, magazines, 

journals, blogs, public released 

government reports, press releases, 

news websites, public released 

organization reports, and books on 

a variety of subjects. I especially 



like reading books relating to 

oriental philosophy, with a main 

interest in Zen Buddhism and 

Taoism.  

I believe being constantly 

connected (wired) is not good for 

the future of the human race. 

Nineteen years ago, I tossed my 

cell phone into the rubbish 

container.  
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