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			If you don’t break your ropes while you’re alive

			do you think

			ghosts will do it after?

			—KABIR

		

	
		
			AFTER READING LUCRETIUS, I GO TO THE POND

			The slippery green frog

			that went to his death

			in the heron’s pink throat

			was my small brother,

			and the heron

			with the white plumes

			like a crown on his head

			who is washing now his great sword-beak

			in the shining pond

			is my tall thin brother.

			My heart dresses in black

			and dances.

		

	
		
			WHAT I CAN DO

			The television has two instruments that control it.

			I get confused.

			The washer asks me, do you want regular or delicate?

			Honestly, I just want clean.

			Everything is like that.

			I won’t even mention cell phones.

			I can turn on the light of the lamp beside my chair

			where a book is waiting, but that’s about it.

			Oh yes, and I can strike a match and make fire.

		

	
		
			RUMI (for Coleman Barks)

			When Rumi went into the tavern

			I followed.

			I heard a lot of crazy talk

			and a lot of wise talk.

			But the roses wouldn’t grow in my hair.

			When Rumi left the tavern

			I followed.

			I don’t mean just to peek at

			such a famous fellow.

			Indeed he was rather ridiculous with his

			long beard and his dusty feet.

			But I heard less of the crazy talk and

			a lot more of the wise talk and I was

			hopeful enough to keep listening

			until the day I found myself

			transformed into an entire garden

			of roses.

		

	
		
			FIRST YOGA LESSON

			“Be a lotus in the pond,” she said, “opening

			slowly, no single energy tugging

			against another but peacefully,

			all together.”

			I couldn’t even touch my toes.

			“Feel your quadriceps stretching?” she asked.

			Well, something was certainly stretching.

			Standing impressively upright, she

			raised one leg and placed it against

			the other, then lifted her arms and

			shook her hands like leaves. “Be a tree,” she said.

			I lay on the floor, exhausted.

			But to be a lotus in the pond

			opening slowly, and very slowly rising—

			that I could do.

		

	
		
			I DON’T WANT TO BE DEMURE OR RESPECTABLE

			I don’t want to be demure or respectable.

			I was that way, asleep, for years.

			That way, you forget too many important things.

			How the little stones, even if you can’t hear them, are singing.

			How the river can’t wait to get to the ocean and the sky, it’s been there before.

			What traveling is that!

			It is a joy to imagine such distances.

			I could skip sleep for the next hundred years.

			There is a fire in the lashes of my eyes.

			It doesn’t matter where I am, it could be a small room.

			The glimmer of gold Böhme saw on the kitchen pot was missed by everyone else in the house.

			Maybe the fire in my lashes is a reflection of that.

			Why do I have so many thoughts, they are driving me crazy.

			Why am I always going anywhere, instead of somewhere?

			Listen to me or not, it hardly matters.

			I’m not trying to be wise, that would be foolish.

			I’m just chattering.
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