
Poem 7 

The more his old age deconstructs 

his life 

the more the old man 

can see how he lurches 

from one narrow conceptual explanation 

to another 

in an ultimately unsuccessful attempt 

to feel that he knows 

what’s going on. 

 

As each narrow point of view 

is revealed as inadequate 

he catches glimpses 

of the seamless shifting complexity 

of the world of phenomena. 

 

With the collapse of each explanation 

he watches conceptual minds’ 

tendency to become anxious and angry 

as it struggles the re-establish 

a facade of control. 

 

With each glimpse beyond concept 

he becomes more aware 

of the need 

to be kind to himself. 
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Who am I? 

You say you want to get to know me. 
I am happy to share my concepts about who I am and how I function. 
I am happy to share my memories of my past and my aspirations 
for the future. 
I am happy to share my hopes and fears 
and my emotional patterns. 
 
But I must warn you that,  
although I will be honest with you as I share this information, 
it is actually quite unreliable. 
The concepts tend to be fixed and narrow. 
The memories are highly selective and spotty at best. 
My hopes and fears come and go and my emotional patterns 
seem to be highly dependent on conditions. 
 
As you inquire about who I am you will find that It is all 
a poorly constructed facade, a straw man, 
a smoke and mirrors show meant to create the illusion of a self. 
As the wizard of Oz said; pay no attention to the man behind the curtain. 
 
As you try to get to know me there is a deeper problem as well. 
Like the trees, you and I are not separate. 
Yes, we seem to be separate at a superficial physical level, 
but at a deeper energetic level we are not. 
So as you inquire about me, you are also inquiring about us. 
 
It seems that I/we are not things to be known and categorized for future reference. 
Instead, I/we are more like processes that are ever shifting and changing 
as they interact with other processes. 
 
My sense is that your best clue as to who I am in that universe of interacting processes 
is to pay attention to how you feel when you and I interact. 
That feeling you experience in the moment is my signature. 
But, of course, it is really our signature as well, and it may well change 
in the next moment. 
 
I look forward to getting to know us. 
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far and few 

 

It is far and few 

the times 

when the body 

is free of discomfort 

 

It is far and few 

the times 

when all seems well 

It is far and few 

the times 

when there is deep 

communication 

that goes beyond 

a separate me 

and a separate you. 

 

But it is precisely 

in that time of communication 

that the body 

is free of discomfort 

and all seems well. 

 

For those far and few times 

I bow with ultimate appreciation 

to that awareness that we share 

without a boundary 

and which is our true nature. 
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Golden Moment 

We were young. 
She was a bit of a wild child. 
He was a professor wearing 
jeans and a flannel shirt. 
 
It was Vermont in the 70’s. 
 
The stoic old Vermonters 
with their dairy farms 
and fences 
we’re being invaded 
by the long hair refugees 
escaping from the cruel cities 
and the greedy widget factories. 
 
We built cabins in the woods. 
 
There was a golden moment then 
when the trees dropped acid 
and Buddha appeared 
with a teenage wife 
and drinking sake. 
 
We thought we could 
sustain that moment, 
but you can’t. 
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