
the bridge at dawn 

The old man was welcomed to the bridge 

with crisp salutes. 

He took in the feeling of command, 

how each member of the bridge crew 

knew their role and its relationship 

to all of the others 

both on the bridge 

and throughout the great vessel. 

 

There was a sense of purpose, 

strength and direction, 

yet a humbleness 

that came from long years 

on the ocean 

and a deep appreciation 

for the its ever changing 

nature. 

Through the wrap around windows 

the light of the rising sum 

Illuminated the faces and uniform in a golden sacredness. 
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Patterns 

 

It seems that science 

is focused on discovering patterns 

in the world of phenomena. 

 

That focus certainly yields 

interesting and useful results. 

 

But as I get older 

my own focus 

is shifting away 

from those patterns 

and more toward 

the undifferentiated energy 

within which those patterns 

come and go. 
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Pain Haikus 

Pain from hip to knee. 

Wish I was in bed with her. 

Take a pill and pray. 

I used to be right. 

You can read all about it. 

Try Zen now and then. 

 

He liked to go long. 

I could not throw it that far. 

Zen all the way down. 
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Down the Drain 

 

They say that 

as water swirls 

on its way 

down the drain, 

it does so in one direction 

in the Northern Hemisphere 

and the other 

in the Southern Hemisphere . 

 

As my life 

swirls 

on its way 

down the drain 

It’s hard to tell 

which direction 

it is spinning. 

 

There. are so many 

eddies and currents 

attracting my attention 

that the overarching direction 

is hard to define. 

 

Perhaps the particular direction 

is not important. 

I suppose there are 

many different ways 

to go down 

the drain. 
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