
WHO AM I? 

In old age I have come to recognize 

that I am not the person 

I thought I could become. 

Nor am I the person 

I have thought I was all these years. 

Nor am I the person 

I would like others to think I am. 

 

The truth of the matter 

(as they say) 

is that I have no idea 

how to describe myself 

other than a disjointed collection 

of often contradictory characteristics. 

 

I take some solace 

from something I think 

I heard my root guru say: 

The question is not who you are, 

but what you are. 

 

Of course, 

I don’t have much of an answer 

for the latter question either, 

other than: 

a temporary convergence 

of matter and energy 

providing embodiment 

for pure awareness. 

 

Whatever that means! 
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Sacred Deterioration 

The progressive deterioration of multiple organ systems 
Is sacred. 
The attempt to ignore the deterioration 
Is sacred. 
The attempt to live with the deterioration 
Is sacred. 
The attempt to fix the deterioration 
Is sacred. 
The inability to fix the deterioration 
Is sacred. 
 
Whatever experience arises 
as a consequence of the deterioration 
Is sacred. 
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Nest 

A tiny bird has made a nest 
Inside a hanging plant 
On the deck outside our apartment. 
 
We never know if she’s in the plant 
Or not. 
 
Her partner comes around from 
Time to time. 
We can’t tell what his role is. 
 
Like most birds 
He seems to move in very short, quick, jerky 
Movements. 
 
From a computational point of view 
It’s as if one neural program 
Runs for a moment 
And then another program 
Suddenly takes over. 
 
We don’t know if there will be eggs 
In the nest. 
 
As with all phenomena, 
We can only wait, watch and marvel 
At the extraordinary complexity 
Of the natural world. 
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Licking our wounds 

 

Back in the 60s 
an old black blues man 
from Mississippi 
stayed two nights with us 
in our apartment in Seattle 
while he was there to perform 
for the Seattle Folklore Society. 
 
We had a big dog, 
a mix of German Shepherd and Malamute. 
We named him Zeus. 
He was the most gentle dog 
I have ever encountered. 
 
Zeus and the blues man were instant friends. 
This included Zeus liberally licking his hand. 
When we apologized 
the blues man said: 
Ain’t nothin cleaner than a dogs’ mouth. 
 
I have remembered that all these years later. 
Perhaps it is related to the phrase: 
Licking our wounds. 
 
In this time of pervasive suffering, 
this time of traumas on all sides, 
perhaps we can stop for a moment 
and trust the inherent wisdom and compassion 
of our own minds 
to lick our wounds. 
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Slip Away 

 

When the old man pays attention, 

the world of phenomena 

comes alive, 

just at the moment 

that it may all slip away 

from him, 

leaving only 

vast awareness. 
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Bamboo Tube 

 

The old man 

slides into 

the bamboo tube 

that is 

the health care system. 

There is no backing out now, 

Only one direction 

and that is forward, 

forward to 

the Operating Room, 

and who knows 

what may be beyond. 

 

Life is a bamboo tube. 

There is no backing out. 

There is only one direction 

and that is forward, 

forward to the inevitable 

termination of this body, 

and who knows 

what may be beyond. 
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