
Some Soldiers

So, it arrives at the air force base 
in Dover, Delaware
in the middle of the night
in a light, silver-gray aluminum shipping case
sheathed in a American flag 
before being loaded onto a military truck 
that drives across the tarmac 
past some workers who remove their hats 
for the twentieth soldier in eight days 
to be met by a six-member honor guard 
acting as pallbearers for a dignified transfer 
of my body to the mortuary
where Lt. Col. Lee, after lifting the lid 
on my circumstance and being reminded 
of how we’re still at war, says to the driver: 
business here sure is steady, en’it. 



A Meditation on the World

Since no one 
can agree 

on what is right and fair, 
or how to reach peace, 

the war continues. 
And even with so many notions

of what is thought 
to be the right way, 

the state of the world proves 
that no one person 

really knows 
for sure,

and so it seems 
like the only thing 

left for us to do 
is believe.

________________
Bangkok, Thailand.
12/26/2010



A Meditation on Suffering

I’ve learned 
that sometimes 

all I can do 
is go to my room

lock the door 
and cry my eyes out on my pillow

when I’d rather 
be helping to heal 

someone else’s 
hurting heart;
 
and that heartache 
is the womb of wisdom

giving birth 
to the grasp 

of things 
as they are

because that’s how 
they’re supposed to be;

and that suffering 
is darkness 

with light inside
the time on earth 

for those of us 
who are rediscovering 

our native loveliness 
which is what life is 
_______________
Penang, Malaysia.
2/24/2011



From A Conversation-Hour Discussion About Intolerance with Adult English Students: 2

and when I asked him
what he thought it meant 

to be human at this time 
on the clock of the world 

he said 

to learn to see
the world 

through the eyes 
of Buddha’s 

smiling face
and find peace

___________________
Nonthanburi, Thailand.
7/15/2011



News from Home: 1

When I asked America how things were back home in Denver,

she told me about yesterday at the bus stop  

where she overheard a guy on the phone 

talking about looking for a job; 

and of how he sounded shaken, maybe even afraid, 

by what work he might have to take just to make ends meat...

___________________
Nonthanburi, Thailand.

8/19/2011



Beautiful

I’m learning to
accept my limitations,
they’re teaching me 

to love you, and to trust
that I don’t have any friends,
only brothers and sisters.

That’s what you’ve opened my eyes 
to see (the reality of, ‘I can only live 
if I love you’).

I’m weak in some areas 
where you’re strong 
and strong in some areas 

where you’re weak.
Ya’ know, and that’s
beautiful 

because now neither 
of us has to go through life 
thinking that we’re alive all alone.

We make up in ourselves
the lack of each other.
Our successes

and our failures
are no longer our own,
but each others

(you sister, you brother,
we are all one body
in the same embrace),

and for that 
I am 
thankful.


