
 

Poem 

Some experiences 

should not have poems 

written about them. 

 

They are so profoundly simple 

and 

so profoundly complex 

that words, 

 

no 

matter 

how  they   are 

arranged in relation to one another 

on the 

page, 

 

wIll inevitably distract attention 

away from the essence 

of the experience. 

 

On second thought, 

it would seem that 

this is true 

for all experiences. 
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6228 

The women in 6228 

is alone 

in an uncomfortable hospital bed, 

wearing an unflattering hospital gown, 

 

attached to tubes and wires 

as time creeps by 

and the hours drag into days, 

while memories of a summer spent 

on the golf course fade, 

 

while doctors stop by briefly 

each morning 

to report yet another delay 

in scheduling the open heart surgery 

she needs 

to repair the aneurysm 

that could, 

at any moment, 

end her life. 

I am the woman in 6228. 
We are all the woman in 6228. 
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A walk 

Down the elevator 

Push 1 

Out the front door 

Down the ramp 

To the circular driveway 

as it slopes down to the sidewalk 

then turning right 

ten feet 

to the metal bench 

on the apartment house lawn. 

 

Pleasant temperature 

Light freeze 

4:30 traffic passing by 

on the main arterial 

a bus, a white van 

and now and then 

a car turns into our side street 

and speeds by me on the bench. 

 

Now it’s time to walk back 

realizing the driveway 

and the ramp 

both slope up 

going this way 

 

Two weeks ago 

I would have walked 

100 times this distance 

up and down hills 

without thinking about it. 

 

But now worries arise. 

Am I taking on 

more than I can handle 

10 days post heart attack. 

 

Mountain Drum 

17Sept2020 



Uniform 

1 

The khaki shirt 

with metal bars on the shoulders 

and pins on the collar 

and the left breast pocket, 

hangs in the closet 

squeezed between 

the heavy, brightly patterned, 

knee length robe 

he brought back from Bhutan 

thirty years ago, 

(and hasn’t worn since) 

and the dark blue suit 

he bought for his daughter’s wedding 

last year, 

(and hasn’t worn since). 

 

2 

There were times 

when he lived in that uniform. 

 

There were times 

when it was wet with sweat 

as he marched up and back 

in a meadow 

on mountain summer days 

with the sun beating down. 

 

There were times 

when he shivered and pulled on 

a dark green sweater 

over the khaki, 

on mountain summer nights 

when the heat of the day 

escaped into a cloudless sky 

and beyond into the vastness 

of the universe. 

 

 



3 

Seeing the uniform 

evokes memories 

of companions and campaigns, 

of glorious moments of selflessness, 

of painful moments of self- inflicted conflict. 

 

He wonders if those 

moments of vivid richness 

are gone forever, 

or will he, 

in some manner, 

put on the uniform 

again. 
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On not knowing 

In the middle of the night, 
unable to sleep and short of breath, 
when the possibility 
of death becomes all too real, 
and anxiety arises, 
conceptual mind wants an answer 
to the question: 
 
Is this the time when death will come, 
or not? 
 
Either way seems to be okay 
as long as there is definite answer. 
Conceptual mind can manufacture 
scenarios, rationalizations 
and philosophical justifications 
for either answer. 
 
Not knowing is also 
an acceptable answer. 
Not knowing 
is something that conceptual mind 
can talk about, 
something that can be articulated 
and discussed with interesting connections 
to profound teachings 
of appearance/emptiness, 
but when it comes 
to actually resting in the raw experience 
of not knowing, 
conceptual mind is not capable. 
 
In the most intense moments 
conceptual mind is exposed 
as a mirage, 
allowing open awareness 
to shine. 
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