hellohellohellohellohelllohellhellohelloh hekkihellohiwokaly




















ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...a pause inside my reality.  a small rendering of the state of things in my world.  The frame is still 


crooked.  However,  I'm obliged to think of the definite possiblilty that the frame is, in fact, not crooked.  I've been straightening it


for years.  I cross my eyes, look up side down and backwards...leveled it, aligned it to every corner and edge....it should be perfect;


yet whenever I  look there at that work of art that is my life,  something is ..."off"  .  Its not the frame, nor the structure,   The paint on the canvas, the content of that frame....me   me   me  ......... I  am crooked.  The rest of the world is straight and I am crooked.  


I always wondered why people seem to cock their heads to the side when they look at me.  Funny. 

















