
Poems late April 2022 

Time and Space 

It was 1992. 
We were in Bhutan 
to attend the cremation ceremony 
for His Holiness Dilgo Khyentse Rinpoche. 
 
The day of the cremation was a national holiday. 
One hundred thousand people attended. 
 
Two days later a few of us were taken to the Sechen Monastery, 
where His Holiness had lived. 
It was a sprawling complex of buildings 
spanning several acres of arid land in a sparsely populated area. 
 
When we got out of the van a caretaker met us. 
There was no one else around. 
It was very quiet. 
 
We were told His Holiness had actually lived 
in a house at the far end of the land 
and we were not allowed to go there. 
There was, however, a small shrine room 
in which he often practiced 
and we were welcome to visit. 
 
Marion and I walked over to the unassuming one story building 
that looked like a typical small cottage seen throughout Bhutan. 
 
It was dark inside as we stepped in. 
The immediate sensation was of stepping into an open elevator shaft. 
We both instinctively sat down on the cement floor. 
It seemed to be the only solid reference point. 
We clung to it as around us 
time and space 
seemed to have dissolved. 
 
After what seemed like a few minutes 
we carefully stood up and walked out 
into the ordinary reality of an afternoon  
in the countryside in Bhutan. 
The sun was bright. 
The air was cool and crisp. 
Time and space existed again. 
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Needles 

I can feel the burning on the skin 
but the needles slide in 
almost undetectable, 
and yet 
they significantly shift the energy patterns 
that define my body. 
 
I can hear the chaos of the world 
but the vicissitudes of my personal life 
catch me unaware, 
yet they dramatically shift the energy patterns 
that define my mind. 
 
It is said that the universe 
consists of 
both seen and unseen energies. 
 
May our practice help us 
to be open 
to all the energies 
we encounter on this journey 
that seems to be beyond  
knowing and not knowing. 
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The Path 

He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
He entered the path 
but then lost his way. 
 
At the end he saw 
that it is was all path. 
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