Seeking experience for specific instances, drawing upon the pulp of the brain and the legs and the
arms and the motion of the poet, making him see things that can be conveyed through words
.
—JACK SPICER
A TEXTBOOK OF POETRY
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ON RICHARD DENNER
Gabriela Anaya Valdepeña
Richard Denner is one of the most prolific, and one of the most egregiously undercelebrated, poetic geniuses of our time. This is not necessarily to Richard's dismay;
he finds freedom in his own cocoon, even as he graciously accepts whatever honors
he has been unable to avoid. This independence is his power; he seems to require no
other validation than his own judgment and his private fancy. But like Whitman's
"noiseless patient spider" he takes the entire world into his gut, spinning a
magnificent web that is sure to capture us all in time.
A quick glance through his Collected Poems immediately makes clear the range of
his interests and the variety of his tone, as well as the liveliness, the persistent energy
that brightens even the darkest material. His poems sing the mundane, and yet revel
in the secrets of the grave. He celebrates the vulgarity of joy while at the same time
exposing the euphoria of sadness. All is interwoven into a language that combines
simplicity, beauty, and witty evocations of a cosmic logic. "I have enough love to
make the stars ache," Richard tells us in Night of Mystic Rain, "and I can afford to
buy the silence I become." Though he is a man with emotion to spare, he never
wastes a word.
Like all poets who remain true to the willful muse, Richard seems impervious to the
petty shibboleths of both peer and public. There is no dogma of obscurity; nor is
there a fawning transparency. "I want mustard on my hotdog," he tells us in Sermon
on the Mound, a sentiment we can all understand and share, even as our thoughts
cannot help but wander to the parable of the seed and the Kingdom of Heaven.
Richard knows that poetry does not have to be fully understood to be enjoyed, nor
does it need to frustrate understanding to be celebrated. That is why his work can
seem an open book to the curious naive, while to the literate remaining a mystery to
feed our myths.
Richard also delights in a free, and sometimes hilarious, exploitation of multiple

personae. Just when you begin to fall in love with one of them, he will create a new
voice to steal your devotion from the last. Whether Rychard Artaud, Richard Denner,
Bouvard Pécuchet, or Jampa Dorje, who Richard is, is who he isn't—who he
becomes, kills, or resurrects. One gets the feeling that anything, or anyone, who
threatens to get in the way of Richard's art, will become his art. I find myself seduced
and yet aching to run away. I want to dance in my pajamas and drown in the hilarity
of my pulse. Sometimes it is his understatement that wins me over; sometimes it is
his unapologetic bombast:
Sing FUCK, scream FUCK, mumble FUCK
YOUR LIFE WILL BE SUBLIME!
He is crude. He is romantic. He is a shy poet who seduces with magical honesty.
Richard's confidence in the multiple self allows him to develop an intimate
relationship with his own poetic heroes. He is free to humanize, to exalt, and to steal.
In the poem Commitment Richard describes both himself, and Ezra Pound, at once:
the poet sits alone
in the Idlewild Airport Café
sketching his next Canto
'mid
C Beef 65¢
Coke 10¢
comfort after 14 years
in a Washington D. C mental ward
As in Pound, the power of vision transcends the most prosaic environment. And in
Captain of Poetry, his poem on the death of T. S. Eliot, Richard walks the shore, like
Prufrock, and eloquently democratizes the futility of "the overwhelming question":
I figure he has the answer
to the question now, but
what do you do with it
when you're dead?
Indeed, it is not enough to have just one life, one voice, one style, one self. And there
is never enough time to wait for validation from your peers. Stare at the mirror just
long enough to grow a mustache and beard, and then greet the stranger before you.
Richard is legion, for he is many: devil, man, Buddha, worm, and rain.

GET OFF THAT ALLIGATOR
Richard Denner
dPress 2014 Santa Fe
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PREFACE

Richard Denner is a writer with such a multi-faceted array of talents that a reader
can never know quite what to expect. Whether he is creating exquisite books of
poetry, autobiography, or flash fiction, Denner is one to experiment with form and
style, the result of which is work that never ceases to entertain while it challenges.
Denner’s fiction dances between reality and an imagined world where his
characters, part tangible, part elusive, parry with life’s subtle nuances, at once
inspiring and mystifying the reader. The art of flash fiction is a surprisingly difficult

one, with challenges that the reader, should the flash fiction be doing its job, should
be completely unaware of. Denner succeeds in creating stories that read so
naturally, and with such ease, that it is possible to get lost in them, without stopping
to consider the amount of time and skill such writing necessitates. As a writer, I am
forever on the lookout for work that both inspires me and reminds me to think
outside of the stylistic boundaries I am forever placing around myself. Richard
Denner has managed, through the placement of words and perhaps sleight of hand,
to once again remind me that the only limits that exist in creating fiction are those
fabricated by my own mind.
—Gianna De Persiis Vona

PART ONE:
MURDER IN THE BOHEMIAN GROVE

MURDER IN THE BOHEMIAN GROVE
Chapter 1

When he reached the coast, Jubal learned that a recommendation from Hung Chow
was the kiss of death. Jubal’s luck had been tainted merely by mentioning the man.
He would need to tend to his garden. Do some Qigong to regain balance. The last
time he had…but what did it matter? What was done was done. History. End of
story.
A fresh gym suit, a run along the beach, and a brisk dip in the ocean. He ran below

the high cliffs near Aptos, past the remains of the cement ship built by Kaiser during
World War II. Although the sea air, the spray, the slap of his feet on the sand was
invigorating, he kept looking at the horizon, watching his castle crumbling. He
needed to take a leak. He looked up and down the beach. In the distance, he could
see a man throwing a stick into the surf for his dog. So, he pissed in the surf. Better
feeling, powerful, like filling up the sea with his pee.
A wave cut in from behind him and got his legs wet. “God,” he prayed, “thank you
for not making this the last frame.” The film might still be a go, no matter that Hung
Chow was responsible for this fuck-up with the moneymen. Who in their right mind
would bankroll a film about the life of Hyronimous Bosch called A Garden of Earthly
Delights?” Good question, but Hung Chow had got Jubal an invite to the Iraqi’s.
Catered party by a swimming pool, casual conversation. The host’s name was
Ardavan—Ardy, for short—and he was second generation American, whose
grandparents were from Iran, not Iraq. When Jubal mentioned Hung Chow, the guy
coughed and spit his canapé into his gin and tonic. “That greed head,” Ardy said, “if
there was a hole big enough to bury that fat bastard, I’d dump his lard ass into it.”
Tears were welling in his eyes.
Jubal thought it best to change the subject. “What is not is not,” he stuttered, not
sure exactly what he was saying. The lady next to him asked if she could freshen his
drink, but he declined. Murmured, “I cry a lot more now, myself.”
Ardy regained his composure and took Jubal across the patio and into his study
through a set of French doors. There was a large, elaborate glass sculpture in the
room. The fingers of glass licked the shadows like flames. “It’s a Chahuli,” he said.
“Hung Chow brokered the deal. Ten grand. A decent price, but Hung Chow forgot
to pay the artist, and I’m being sued.”
Jubal looked at the sculpture. “A beautiful piece of work.”
“Yes, it is,” said Ardy, “and a beautiful mess, so you can see why don’t want to get
into this Garden thing on the recommendation of Hung Chow.”
The sculpture started to sag. Jubal felt a void. He could see a man shaving, cutting
himself with his razor, bumping his head on the cabinet door, knocking his glasses

into the sink, one of the lenses falling out, the man sitting back on the toilet seat to
fix his glasses, getting his butt stuck, pulling the toilet off the floor, staggering out
the front door of his house, being chased by a dog. “The same old shit,” said Jubal,
“but I can make this film without Hung Chow.”
Jubal caught up with his roommate, Brent, in a local coffeehouse. Brent was
working on his film script, Cannibals. He and Jubal had plans to drive into the Sierras
and look for a small mining town as a setting for the story. “It’s all working out,” said
Brent. “The story will center on the survivors of the Donner Party telling their stories
to the townspeople when they return from their ordeal. Flashbacks. Different
reactions. People horrified or fascinated or simply curious. Macabre retellings of
the original stories. A certain heroic cast to their survival. One very empirical-type
character wants to know the minutest details, right down to the last, black cold cut.
Sure, I will need some historical stuff, but I’ve focused more on the psychological
drama. Who was the first to die? Who first suggested cutting flesh from a corpse?”
“Grizzly,” said Jubal.
“Sure. But what I see is this: their experience is like a crucible. Different for each
survivor, a rite of passage into a strange land, an experience that is understandable
under the circumstances but an experience that breaks the survivors apart from the
rest of society.”
“I’ve got something to tell you.”
“Yeah, what’s that?” asked Brent.
“I can’t go with you to look for the town. I’ve been hired to work in the Bohemian
Grove.”

Chapter 2

The black Model A coup pulled to a halt in front of Jubal. The window on the

passenger side was open, and a man in overalls asked, “Need a ride?”
It was a warm, and Jubal needed to get to Monte Rio that day.
“Thanks,” said Jubal, and opened the door. It had been a long time since he had
ridden in an antique car. Come to think of it, he had never been in a car this old that
moved. He remembered playing in an abandoned Ford of this vintage when he was
a kid. He shuddered at the memory and was interrupted by the man in the driver’s
seat.
“What’s your name?” he asked.
“Jubal.”
“My name is Maurice. Got a destination?”
“As far as Monte Rio.” Jubal had signed a non-disclosure statement and didn’t
want to let on too much.
“Kind of busy in that neck of the woods, this time of year,” Maurice stated, flatly.
“I suppose so,” replied Jubal, not sure where this was going.
Maurice asked, “Do you live around there?”
“No, I’ve got a job.” Still closed mouth.
“Might you be heading for the Bohemian Grove, to the gathering?”
Had he guessed? Jubal wondered. “If I’m right, this is a Model A. What year is it?”
“It’s a ‘28. There’s going to be an eclectic crowd there this year.”
“I’m sorry, I’m not supposed to talk about this.”
“I know. I know.” Maurice was conciliatory. “But I work there, too.”
“You do?” Jubal was surprised.
“I work there every summer. What will you be doing?”
“I’ve hired on as a valet,” said Jubal, relaxing a bit. “What do you do there?”
“Well, I kind of do my own thing, but right now, I’m the stage manager of The
Cremation of Care,” Maurice replied with a touch of pride.

“And that’s tomorrow night, right?” asked Jubal, “That’s the opening ceremony.”
“Right. There’s not that much to it, really. There’s a bonfire beneath a giant statue
of an owl that symbolizes the release of care, and the Bohos will be welcomed and
some of the staff introduced.”
“Oh, yeah?”
“Yeah, but the fire has to be laid, and the podium set up, and the P.A. system
checked out. That’s where I’ve been. Replacing a speaker that’s out of commission.”
“I like your car,” Jubal said.
“Not completely restored, but close. Gets me to town and back.”
“You live here?” Jubal asked.
“Over in Graton. I own a bookstore and coffee-house, but I subsidize my income
doing odd jobs. Like working at the Grove.”
“What’s the name of your bookstore?”
“It’s called Lost Coast.”
“I’ve been in there. You’ve got a great collection of used sci-fi. I hope this job
doesn’t turn out to be like bad science fiction.”
“Well, you never know, said Maurice, “From year to year the alchemy changes.
This year William F. Buckley, some Grateful Dead band mates and the vintner Robert
Mondavi are all scheduled to attend. Not all in the same camp, but with all the wine
Mondavi donated, this midsummer encampment, as they call it, should be pretty
mellow.”
Jubal smiled. “I’m sure some of these high rollers will still manage to get down to
business.”
“Actually,” Maurice continued, “very little business takes place in the Bohemian
Grove.”
“I thought all these captains of industry and government discuss business in secret
there.”

Maurice clarified his statement. “Oh, I’m sure some deals are cut, but the main
focus of the affair is for everyone to relax from their worldly concerns. Get away
from the pressure. Commiserate with each other over bad press. Originally, the club
was formed in 1872 with the goal of connecting gentlemen to the pursuit of the
arts, music, literature, that sort of thing. And that’s still what it’s about. The
members wear togas, drink alcohol, smoke cigars, play some cards, and fraternize.
Illicit drugs are forbidden, but there’s always a little pot smoking. There is a motto:
‘Weaving spiders come not here.’”
“I’ve heard other stories,” said Jubal. “I’ve heard it’s a sinister meeting place for
the rich and powerful, and I’ve heard it called a silly summer camp for grown men.”
“Well, you might say it’s some of both and a lot more in between,” exclaimed
Maurice.
They rattled along in Maurice’s old car. Out the front window they could see the
Russian River. Jubal noticed a mix of madrona and redwood trees along the
highway, and he calculated the sun was approaching the two o’clock position.
Maurice kept one eye on the rear view mirror because he was driving a little under
the speed limit, wary lest faster cars tail gate him.
“What have you been doing before this?” asked Maurice.
“Lately, I’ve been working as an extra in films. But before that I was in Alaska. I
logged a little in the Tongass National Forest and did some geological work up in
Fairbanks. Finally, I had enough of hard physical work, and I moved back to Nova
Scotia. I have relatives in Halifax, and I decided to study Divinity there. I worked as
a night watchman at an Inuit School, but I got into a relationship that didn’t work
out. Now, I’m here.”
“I see,” said Maurice. “Which camp are you working at?”
“Mandalay.”
“They’ll keep you busy, there. That’s the traditional seat of power in the grove. I
think this year George Schultz and Colin Powell will be there.”
“The Secretary of State?”

“Right, the present one and the former one. I even heard that former president,
Ronald Reagan appears on the list, even though he died last month. You never know,
in the grove he might still make an appearance. Things can be spooky in there, even
though at night lights illuminate all the camps.”
“What are the camps like?” asked Jubal.
“Oh, they vary. There are nine camps with fire rings. Some have a patio for
lounging and listening to music. The more modern camps are like homes, with bars,
kitchens, bathrooms, sleeping quarters. And others are more rustic. In the older
camps, people sleep under canvas tents on wooden platforms.”
“I’ve heard the place is like a city unto itself,” said Jubal.
“You could say that. There are open-air trucks that shuttle people around twentyfour hours a day. There’s a library, a camp store, a museum, a barbershop, an
emergency health clinic, even a fire station. My favorite building is still the old
clubhouse designed by Maybeck.”
“Whose Maybeck?”
“Bernard Maybeck is legendary. He’s an architect who made very distinctive
houses around the Bay Area after the Great Earthquake. A real craftsman. Made
great use of materials. He’s been called ‘a Gothic man in the 20th century.’ In the
early days, people like John Muir, who helped found the Sierra Club, and others, a
lot of University of California faculty, who worshiped nature, would summer at the
Bohemian Grove and write poetry extolling the life unspoiled by too much
civilization. Maybeck loved the theatrical performances they staged in the grove.
And these still go on. There are the Low Jinks and the High Jinks. Pretty wild stuff,
some of it. Anyway, the clubhouse has a single floor and is about 20 feet off the
ground on one side. The outside is shingled in big chunks of redwood bark, and the
inside is paneled with redwood boards, so the overall effect is that you are on the
inside of a redwood tree. You’re on a ridge, and the building sort of floats in the air
like a tree house.”
“How big is the place?” Jubal scratched his head.

“The Grove covers about 3,000 acres and a couple thousand souls will be there
this year. Another important camp is the Hill Billies. Donald Rumsfield and former
president George Bush are members of the Hill Billies, but I’m not sure if they’ll
attend this year. Not all the men who attend are rich and famous. Most are rich, but
there are some guys that are just ordinary. On the other hand, some of the people
working there are famous. There’s a porn star, Chad Savage. He’s working there this
year, as a valet.”
“What’s with the Grateful Dead showing up at an event like this?”
“I don’t know. Mickey Hart lives nearby, in Occidental. He and Bob Weir are
supposed to make the scene. They’ll contribute a different vibe. Can you picture
Micky Hart and Henry Kissenger rubbing shoulders?”
“Wierd,” said Jubal.
The old car was starting to overheat, and Maurice pulled into a turnout to let the
engine cool. “Can’t keep pushing her like I have been,” he said. “Hard for her to keep
to the speed limit on this road.”
Jubal got out and stretched and gazed at the car. Lovely paint job. He looked closer.
Nice pin striping, subtle. Maurice got out on his side, bringing a thermos with him.
“Let’s have a cup of tea in the shade. They moved off the gravel and sat on the
ground in the shade under the branches of a big redwood. Maurice poured tea into
two cups. “Darjeeling with milk, that ok?”
They sipped their tea and relaxed in the buttery light of the afternoon. Finally,
Maurice said, “None of my business, but you seem stressed. Am I right?”
“I need some space; that’s for sure,” said Jubal.
“Problem with a woman?”
“Wow, you’re psychic.”
“Maybe. Probably not. Just seemed likely, somehow,” said Maurice.
“Oh, yeah? Well, it’s true. I had an affair with a married woman. But it’s not like I
stole anything.”

“I’m not accusing you of anything,” said Maurice, “but you must admit you did
steal another man’s wife.”
“I suppose so, in a manner of speaking, but he had it coming. She was in agony
living with that swine, and, besides, he fucks around, too,” Jubal said in a selfcongratulatory way, as though everyone had benefited from his licentiousness.
“I see,” said Maurice, quietly.
“Like I said, I needed to get away. Her husband tried to kill me. He’s a mean sonof-bitch.”
“I see,” said Maurice, softer still, and smiled. “What’s her name?”
“Laura,” said Jubal. “We met on the beach. At a party. She’s the wife of a
psychology professor, who is a disciple of B.F. Skinner, you know, the behaviorist,
and she had split from him because he wanted to raise their kid in a Skinner box.”
“What exactly is that?”
“It’s a totally controlled environment, temperature, humidity, rounded corners. He
told her it was just an experiment for the first few formative months, but she would
have none of it. And she split.” Jubal looked into his cup for respite. “We started
seeing one another. She liked dangerous sex.” Jubal looked at Maurice. “Why am I
telling you this?”
Maurice looked his most inscrutable and said, “Go on. Dangerous sex, you were
saying.”
“You know, not so much kinky, as risky. We had sex in the bushes at a park with
people walking by. We had sex in an elevator between floors, and we both got off
without anybody getting on, if you know what I mean.”
Maurice smiled. “And where did this lead?” he asked.
“She went back to her old man because he promised not to warp their kid in the
box. I should’ve let things be, but, no, I hooked up with her again. She was teaching
a healing workshop with fire rituals. And I jumped back into the fire.”
Maurice chuckled and misquoted Shakespeare, “Give me excess, so that I might

burn up my appetite.”

Chapter 3

The stars and moon reflect perfect order and fill the night with peace. Sure, there
are black holes and death stars galore. Phenomena are impersonal, ordained,
universal. Could be twenty dimensions in this universe, and five versions of each
dimension. And in each version, there is at least one realm where humans are in
anguish.
Jubal views the horizon and is blinded by the broad sun. He stands amazed,
remembering how often he has been rejected in love and routed in business. He
has an ardent desire to rekindle his life’s flame but is confounded by a sea of fire, a
confusion of love and pain. He takes a swim, and a filmy vapor arises. This is good
for his eyes, better than the infinite power of the sun. The rainbow is a truer symbol
of his achievements, now clear, now dissolving into mist.
“Let my anguished soul fuse with the eternal regulations of nature,” prays Jubal.
In the Court of The Bohemian Grove, precedence is the one serious subject in the
lives of the Bohos, and it is the source of grief and distress. The command Weaving
Spiders Come Not Here may be posted at the entrance, but, regardless, the
establishment is beset with intrigue. Not to be seen in The Bohemian Grove is to be
condemned to obscurity. Not to be invited is to suffer ridicule and mimicry. It’s a
feudal scene.
Around the fire rings, all subjects are discussed. Jubal overhears a discussion
among doctors that ranges from the newest techniques in nuclear medicine to
whether a comet presages disease. The risks of biological attack are hotly debated.
There is laughter about a purgative soup which has worked on Rumsfield ten times
in as many hours.
Jubal listens to a discussion of the tax code, which reveals the present code to have
been designed to ensure the most favor for the rich and the least return to the

government and its poorer citizens. He needs backing if he is to make his film. He
intends to keep his mind open and his ears perked. He had caught the pun about
the poor being miserable because they are the base of the social pyramid—well,
he’d see about that.
For now, he’s reassessing what he needs in a producer. With Hung Chow he knows
both too much and too little to know the whole man. Half the time Hung Chow
seems to be a pompous blunderer, a selfish man with little talent, and yet, he can
rise to an occasion and be both confident and competent. Maybe he’s just an actor,
thinks Jubal. Hung Chow had gotten him the invite to The Iraqi’s and now this job
at the Bohemian Grove. This time, he would not mention Hung Chow’s name.
While at work, Jubal’s mind is elsewhere. He reflects, “Usually, when I’m confused,
it’s because my ideas are not based on personal experience, which, in turn, are not
based on sense impressions and my reflection of those impressions. It’s like I get
disconnected from time and space and causality. I can’t find any resemblance of my
ideas to reality. Only from experience can I guess what will come next, that the sun
will rise tomorrow. I don’t know this as a fact, but experience would suggest it might
happen with some probability. But at best it’s just a probability. Experience of the
past is no proof of future events, for similar causes may in reality be different. What
a fucking mess.”
Jubal washes the wineglasses and gazes at the light filtering through the
redwoods. He is thinking, “Just because I’m spiritual doesn’t mean I not
superstitious. Best to carry some protection if you’re going into the afterlife. I
believe in magic and mystery as well as logic. I know the attributes of the gods are
extensions of my own consciousness, while I hope the prayers that I send into ten
directions make my friend’s path easier. I heard people say, ‘Those yogis, what are
they good for, sitting on their asses?’ Well, a butt is a good thing. Good for
attracting the opposite sex, good for defecating, good for resting on a chair, but
whether you’re standing, walking, sitting or lying down, a butt is usually not thought
of as a spiritual tool. I melt snow. This is my spiritual exercise. Freeze my ass off to
make Spring come a little sooner.”

Jubal puts the glasses away. “What is reality? These dudes seem to understand.
Look at how they live. They have every material comfort. There was a time when I
lived in a world with no confusion. When people said something, I took it at face
value. As a kid I learned to understand the world by imitating adults. But now that
I’m an adult, I wonder what’s going on. The world is entirely different from the
words used to describe it. I hear these people talking to one another, and they seem
to agree that the names they use to describe what they are talking about are
attached to these things in such a way that the words do not change. It also seems
that it is assumed that the object a word names is the meaning of the object, or at
least it is the meaning of the mental image corresponding to the object perceived.
And, finally, it is assumed that the meaning of a state of affairs corresponds to the
relationship of the words in a sentence used to describe that state of affairs. And
now there are terms like homeland security, information highway, collateral
damage? Everything is in flux. I wish I could put it all behind me. I walk around. I
hardly recognize people I know. Everything seems erased from my memory. Given
my distress about the situation in the world, I don’t know whom to blame. The
terrorists? The politicians? The human condition? Information highway, how am I
going to integrate this with my situation? Language like this is effective in conveying
meaning only insofar as the language facilitates an understanding of the purposes
implicit in the social context wherein it arises, to follow Wittgenstein’s line of
thinking. Although some of the words may be an image named by those words, to
really understand what is going on, I must look to the use of the language rather
than the meaning. So, part of my confused state of mind is due to my use of
language.”
.

.

.

Jubal has been in The Bohemian Grove for a week. Maurice has shown him the
ropes. Although the sun is shining, Jubal shivers in an eternally cold shadow, which
he believes to be given off by the souls here. He has heard that the Indians never
lived under these trees. He keeps notes. “No point in placing blame on these heads.
My dilemma is a problem of this moment and cannot be circumvented by a
hypothetical rerouting of the sequence of events that led me to this dilemma. I

came here thinking I might make a contact that would help me finance my movie,
but it is as though I’m invisible, a non-entity, or, at most, a first name on a nametag.
I understand this all too well.”
Jubal can see that it will require more than an analysis of the multifarious uses of
language and its relationship to his Self to discover the support of who he is and to
get what he wants. He can see the seams in the furniture cracking open. There are
stains on the enamel that bleach will not remove. The foundations of the buildings
are disintegrating. There is a fine dust that erodes everything. And this is true for
his Self, too. He finds no help or support. He is free to be what he will be, and he
recognizes himself in the freedom of his choices, but like a headless chicken, he
finds his choices are absurd. “I just feel funny,” he says. “My consciousness
alternates between pain and a feeling of being drugged. I shut my eyes. I fall asleep.
I awake, and I experience an alarming widening of the world.”
It’s quite. The camp seems deserted. Some of the men have gone to a fly-casting
demonstration. George Schultz and Colin Powell are shooting skeet. A couple of
Secret Service guys are keeping their ears erect for the slightest noise in the
underbrush.
Jubal looks at the program. This year the Lakeside Talks include: “The Landscape
of American Politics,” by David Brooks, a columnist for the New York Times; “College
Athletics: Serious Business or Toy Department?” by Ted Leland, Stanford
University’s athletic director; “Flight,” by Chuck Yeager; “The Long War of the 20th
Century,” by James Woolsey, a former CIA director; “The Coming Virtual Soldier,” by
Roger McCarthy, principal and engineer of Exponent Inc.; and “Bohemia,” by author
Herman Wouk. Jubal is interested in what Wouk has to say. It’s past 4:30, the time
when the talks begin, but his work is done and he is free until dinner, so he walks
down the path leading to the artificial lake where the Cremation of Care ceremony
was held. Men in robes sit on logs, listening to the white-haired novelist talk about
Robert Louis Stevenson.
He’s telling about how Stevenson had sat in the Bohemian Club in San Francisco in
his velvet coat, chain-smoking and reading. He was broke and unemployed and

suffering from tuberculosis, when he met Fanny Osbourne. They fell head-overheals and got married and settled, in 1883, near Mount Saint Helena, living rentfree in an abandoned mining shack, while he wrote The Silverado Squatters.
Fanny Osbourne had married her demon lover. Stevenson could write undisturbed
by any commotion. Fanny would check on him many times during the day. She
made him dinners that went untouched. She might knock on the door to his room,
and no one answer. She knew he was there because she was sure she could hear
him whispering and coughing and sometimes laughing. She found him magical, and
he told her that the highest aesthetic was enchantment.
The light glistened on the lake. Jubal wished he had a demon lover, and as he turned
back from the lake to look at the speaker, he noticed one of the servers. She was
bending over, retrieving some wineglasses. “Now, there is backside that would melt
some snow,” he thought, and he began to feel a little lightheaded. “A lewd thought,”
he thought. “The magic of romance is in the intention. To ensnare this maid, I’ll
need to be polite, be a friend, be a poet, even though poet is a four-letter word. I’ll
need cunning, but I’ll need to keep decorum.”
He asked her name, and she said, “It’s Fanny.”
He smiled at the thought that he knew her name right when he saw her.
“All the women on my mother’s side, as far back as the 18th century, are named
Fanny, she continued.”
“It’s like that in my family on my father’s side,” said Jubal.
“What kind of name is Jubal?”
“It’s Biblical. It was my father’s and my grandfather’s name. I’m told he was one
of the last of the Old West gunfighters.”
“What are you doing here?” asked Fanny.
“I’ve lived in a lot of places. I went to school in Berkeley. How about you?”
“Born and raised in Camp Meeker. I’m a dryad.”
“What’s a dryad?”

“A tree nymph.”
“I see.” Jubal looked closely for fins or horns. She had wonderfully innocent eyes
and a knowing smile.
“I can’t talk now. I’m supposed to be in the kitchen doing prep. I’ll be in the library
tonight, after work.” She smiled her Cheshire smile.
“Ok, later,” he said.
As she walked away, he noticed she was quite bronze. A full-born beauty, a lady
bright. “Jubal and Fanny.” He said this over a few times after she’d gone. “Jubal and
Fanny. Jubal and Fanny.”
Jubal hurried to the library. There’d been cocktails, and he had served. Dinner
invitations had been posted, and Mandalay was busier than usual. There is still
summer light in the redwoods. His cares have evaporated. In the shadows he sees
Maurice sitting on a stump and he averts his eyes. Maurice has proved to be a trusty
guide, but tonight the spirit of folly inspires him. Maurice is his Apollonian sage, a
rational mind he’s sure he can trust, but tonight there has been a transformation of
his values. “Now, I’m a stupid fool whose fallen in love. So much for truth. Give me
beauty. Sensuous beauty. Let me be damned,” he says to himself. He’s been taken
over by her charms. He willing to make the sacrifice of his freewill and solitude.
Going insane, throwing cold philosophy out the window.
“What are you reading?” he asked her. She was sitting with her back to him, deep
into a big book.
“The Words of my Perfect Teacher.”
“How is it?”
“It’s the sound of one hand clapping.” She smiled.
“What?”
“It’s a Buddhist text on the foundational practices in Vajrayana.”
“Tibetan Buddhism?”
“Yes, the secret mantra tradition.”

Jubal knew he was revealing rough edges, but he plunged on. “Well, the thing is,
I’ve done emptiness meditation, and I’ve contemplated the noble truths. I’ve even
had a Green Tara empowerment, and I’ve read a lot about Tibetan Buddhism. So,
here I am in the 21st century trying to do some fact checks and make sure the
assumptions I have in my head have any foundation. I think I am Christian mystic
who does some Tibetan practices, and I just want to make sure I have it straight. I
have no goal to become a Buddha. Zip. Actually, I think I’m going to have to
extrapolate for myself that certain concepts that go from New Age to Hindu to
Tibetan to Spiritualism are probably equivalencies: Devas are ascended
Bodhisatvas; angels in Christianity, nature spirits in shamanism are ascended
Bodhisatvas; if they somehow ascend enough, they become devas or deities, such
as the demigod, Pan. Pan just has a different name in Tibetan and Sanskrit. I think
that the matrix of the uncreated is the same as the silence beneath the background
static of your TV, which was created in the first 2 milliseconds of the Big Bang. This
is the same as the void or emptiness that I tune into in meditation, and it is the light
or spiritual truth that New Age people seek. It is spiritual and outside of time and
matter. Call it emptiness if you wish. I do think that Tibetan Buddhism has a bit of
bulk, heaviness, and rigidity, such as the Catholic church had after twelve or thirteen
centuries of theocracy. It’s complex and high falutin’ and a bit high sauce. However,
like the Catholic Church, all that can be overlooked, and the essence of the thing is
what counts, if people don’t get irritated and say oh fuck the whole attempt.”
Fanny likes his way with words. “You’re right, why differentiate between
Buddhahood, Christ-consciousness, Union with the Divine, Tao, Atman-Bhraman,
and so forth? There’s room for all. Sure, there are differences, but the terms point
to the same kind of awareness. The major difference between Buddhism and
Christianity is in the Christian belief in a Creator god, something that philosophers
drive themselves to the brink trying to prove. In the main, Buddhists just don’t
bother with metaphysics. They cut to the chase by addressing suffering, and
through meditation they try to discover their true face, or, if you can get around the
idea of an individuated soul, finally, one’s Buddha nature or one’s soul is what it is,
and it’s not a matter of debate, only a matter of realization. This is what

enlightenment means. Then, you get on with the day-to-day stuff. Nothing changes,
really, only your view. It is easier to be a Buddhist and a Christian than it is to be a
Christian and a Buddhist. The problem of the personal savior and no other god but
the one is not so important in Buddhism. In Tantra, there’s a great deal of focus on
the guru as a bringer of light.”
Jubal, agrees, “This is exactly my point, that there is no need to differentiate. I
think it’s a matter of semantics and lump/label that in different religions the same
entities and concepts have different names. I think the reason for me to be a
Christian who does Buddhist practices and goes on with his day rather than a
Buddhist who is a Christian who goes on with his day is this: as the Dalai Lama has
stated, he does not encourage people to drop their current faith and embrace
Tibetan Buddhism. He believes that there is a truth which is at the core of all faiths.
I have a basic loyalty to Christ and don’t dump an old friend when I’ve found an
interesting new friend. The savior thing—yes, I suppose, but as a mystic Christian I
live completely under grace. I have an ongoing connection with Christ
consciousness through the Holy Spirit and don’t really have any worries or concerns
about sin or the hereafter. I don’t really find it at all difficult.”
“It shouldn’t be,” said Fanny. “They aren’t in competition. Christ is with you when
you do Tantric practice and when you’re in a drum circle and when you call on the
nature spirits. He should easily slide over from the driver’s seat for Green Tara and
sit in the back without complaint. He groks the whole Mother Goddess thing.”
Jubal relaxed. “I’m looking closer at Tibetan Buddhism not because I’m a seeker
per se, but because I’ve already found it and it’s been great and very helpful. And, I
must say, you’re being very helpful.”
“It’s my pleasure,” said Fanny, “and I would love to talk more, but I’ve got more to
do in the kitchen. Go with?”
Jubal helps her with her coat, and they walk along the path toward the kitchen.
It’s much darker, now, and he can’t see if Maurice is still in the shadows or not.
Fanny and Jubal don’t talk. Their hands brush together, not much, but just enough.

Chapter 4

Jubal is aware of a growing passion for Fanny. He knows he needs to relax, find
calmness, be of a sportive mind, but he is intense and absorbed and catches himself
craving to hear her sweet voice. He knows, from experience, he will soon waste to
a shade. This is a woman of substance and presence, and she has something to
impart other than the uniqueness of her cunt. This seems contradictory to his
desire. He fears he will be tempted to commit some act that may be possible for a
god but impossible for a man. This is the lesson of the serpent in the garden. Jubal
knows he needs to temper his passion with knowledge of mortal limits if his love is
to reach fruition and be meaningful in his life. Fat chance. Now, he feels his life
bubbling like a lava lamp.
Fanny and Jubal meet again the next night. They walk hand in hand from the library
down to the lake. This time, it is Fanny who has all the questions.
“Do you do any art?”
“Sure,” replied Jubal, “I paint with junk.”
“You what?”
“Paint with junk.”
“How do you do that?” she asks.
“From early on I’ve enjoyed collecting things on my walks, down alley ways, along
roadsides, in fields, on the beach. I read once in an anthropology text that early
man collected small stones, which is the foundation of aesthetic choice. Some
collections by Paleolithic hunters are much more interesting than others. I came to
live in Aptos, and it was my first contact with serious artists, artists who ate, drank,
and slept art. I started putting odd pieces into boxes, junk collage, assemblage,
combines, as they are variously called. My friends have surrealist and abstract
expressionist leanings, and I originally felt inspired by Picasso, Miró, Matisse, Max
Ernst, Tapies, Franz Kline, Robert Motherwell, Larry Rivers, and most importantly,

Robert Rauschenberg. Later, I met Lu Garcia, and as he did fine papier collés, which
is a pure form of collage, just using paper, I followed his lead, finding that collage
has many similarities to poetry, the ability to grasp a single image out of the blue
and paste it down on the page. Immediate gratification.
It’s very satisfying to have an artwork fly together in short period of time, as
compared to the time it takes to do an oil painting. When I lived on a cattle ranch
in Ellensburg, Washington, I found an old junkyard and proceeded to cover an
outbuilding with junk. Then, I started making individual works and entering them
into shows, and I won some awards and my confidence grew. It’s an inexpensive
medium to work in, and the scale can be adapted to wherever you are. At present,
I’m doing boxed constructions á la Joseph Cornell.
“Do you find it difficult to title your pieces?”
“Sometimes there’s an object that dominates the piece, like in the case of this one
I call Desert Deco. There was the cow skull and pieces of art deco red glass, so the
title came from the objects, sort of straight-forward. In the case of one called
Constellation, the reference is more obscure and the source more oblique. I asked
to do an installation at the Sonoma Museum of Visual Arts, and this piece, hitherto
untitled, came to mind, as a sketch for this larger project. The piece is in a private
collection, on a fence in a garden in Ellensburg. It’s a piece that has been outside
for several years, and much of the collaging, due to being exposed in the elements,
had disintegrated and faded. Originally, the piece was nailed to a cupboard door
but had fallen off. By itself, it was a twisted and rusted piece of tin with nails poking
through, but later, when I hung what I had salvaged from the first assemblage on
the fence, it seemed to need a piece d’resistance, so after a night’s sleep I took
some yarn I’d found on the sidewalk and strung it around the nails. Much later,
thinking about my installation, I thought to use stickpins on the wall and stretch
colored string and bits of cloth in patterns to make constellations.”
“How do you proceed, as a rule?” asked Fanny.
“I move objects around until things sort of fall into place. I like there to be a fit,
and I try to interlock the shapes of the objects to give structure to the piece. You

might call it architecture of mind. I try to keep nails, glue, wire, staples, screws,
welding to a minimum. I like to mix desperate objects together, eggshell Styrofoam,
curtain lace, blurry photos and plastic water pipe, for example. The piece I just
finished has a broken sheet of glass between two sheets of unbroken glass, and it’s
in an elaborate, inlaid frame of curly maple with the space behind the glass filled in
with Cherrios. I call this piece The Bride’s Breakfast, after the famous glass by
Marcel Duchamp, The Bride Laid Bare by Her Bachelors, which broke on route to
New York from Paris, about which Duchamp commented, ‘a most fortunate
accident.’”
“Ok,” said Fanny, “how do you respond if you’re asked whether your work has a
meaning?”
“As to what the pieces mean, this is the hard one. Most artists respond to this
question with a shrug, and say ‘Art is art,’ especially as concerns modern art, where
the medium is the message, and process trumps product. The interpretation, the
meaning is up to the viewer. The fusion of form and content, the placement of the
object in its environment and the visual tensions thereby created—this is what
interests me. Meaning that, on the one hand, the pieces need to be understood (if
that’s the word, maybe experienced would be better) in the context of their history
and the evolution of art as a whole, and, on the other hand, individual pieces can
be labeled and valued by individual viewers, who bring their own tastes and biases
to the table.”
“Yes,” said Fanny, “when the same question is asked of the organic world, there is
no answer. What is the meaning of a tree? One can only understand a tree in
relationship to the ecosystem, although you might have a favorite tree to sit under
or one that has just the right branch for a swing. Did you take art classes?”
No, I’m not a trained artist. I did take one class in printmaking and one in life
drawing from Terrance Choy at the University of Alaska. Mostly, I have hung out
with artists and watched them work, argued esthetics over tea, walked the streets
talking, gone to museums and galleries. I was 19 when I went to my first art show
at the San Francisco Modern Museum of Art. I saw a Robert Motherwell exhibit of

his blue collages of Gualois cigarette wrappers mixed with paint. After that, I saw
an exhibit of Brancusi and Giocometti sculpture, and a retrospective of Kandinsky.
All of these shows strongly affected me, the tearingness of collage in the work of
Motherwell, the solid presence of the Brancusis, the organic economy of the
Giocomettis, the ethereal precision of the Kandinskys. Since then, other famous and
not so famous artists have had an effect on me. Luis Garcia’s collages revealed to
me that materials are everywhere, and there is a quality of alignment I feel in his
work that I still strive for. When I first met Lu, he took a lot of meth, and I noticed
he had cut some of the lining out of his coat in the process of making a collage on
the bus. I knew I was in the presence of an artist.”
“So, the art of collage and junk painting are relatively new, I gather.”
“Yes, pretty much the 20th century, although there are examples of combining
found-objects and using pasted paper in the folk art of the 19th century. Picasso
made some combines, but it’s really Kurt Switters, a German artist of the 1920s,
who is considered the father of collage and assemblage. He created what are known
as mertz. The term came from a scrap of newspaper Switters found in the street.
‘Mertz’ was torn from the word ‘commertz,’ and the idea that this lowly fragment
of commerce could recycle into the economy intrigued him—that which is rejected,
ignored, cast aside, is still a part of the system, the poet-artist threading it back into
the fabric of civilization. This art was considered decadent in The Third Reich, and
Switters’ work was burned. I’m told he read his poetry on stage and spit at a
photograph of Hitler. The brown shirts were after him, so he fled to America.
I love the work of the Spanish artist, Tapies. The effects he creates with paint that
seem like natural color, shape, texture, and I admire the paintings of Rothko, Johns
and Pollack—the energy, the ecstasy, the agony—but I know I am really a carpenter,
a plumber, a printer—trades which have given me the skills to fix things. This is work
I trust and enjoy and use to make my artworks. Measure, measure, and re-measure,
remembering that the best carpenter is the one who knows how to fix his errors,
so they don’t show, or make them work to his advantage. In collage and
assemblage, I like the crustiness, the broken, bent, wrinkled, burnt, twistedness of
the materials, the wire, the thread, and the nails, the seams in the cut paper.

Perhaps, I’m using this kind of art as a release from the uptight, rigid, formal way I
do things in other departments of my life, letting it all hang out, having it be my
way. But I think it goes deeper than just a psychic-emotional release. There’s the
application of esthetic principles at work, some of which overlap with poetry, like
William Carlos Williams’ concept that there are no ideas but in things and that
poems are made solely of air. So, finally, it comes down to what medium do I feel
comfortable with. I love the feel of paper and wood and plastic and metal, and I
gravitate toward handling these discarded objects, this trash, testing the toughness
and the fragility, the resistance, the flexibility, trying to fuse opposites and reconcile
contradictions, exploring space to reveal all sorts of overlooked beauty by painting
with junk.”

Chapter 5

The next time they met, Jubal asked Fanny to tell him about a decision she had
made that had changed her life. She reflected for a moment.
“I know what it is to make an important decision that will affect your whole life.
I’ve struggled all my life with making decisions. Last week I went to San Francisco to
the California Institute of Integral Studies to hear Anne Kline speak on Tibetan
Buddhist practice. She is the author of Meeting The Great Bliss Queen. She pointed
out that in America the need to know what you are going to be when you grow up
and who you are as an individual are the major questions facing a young person. In
traditional cultures, a man followed his father’s profession or entered the military
or church. A woman married. Now, a woman must choose a profession, and the
price she pays is that she must compete with men for jobs. It’s difficult for a person
to find their true nature. Confusion arises. Actually, I think we know what we don’t
want. We don’t want a stifling job. We know that if our work is not inspiring, we
feel sick.
Look around. It’s an extravagant vista before us. No shame in waiting a moment to
take in the elaborate detail, to appreciate the iridescent dust motes of the future.

We can change our minds. The practical approach is to look at careers that combine
our personal interests with a means to make a comfortable living. Another way is
surrendering to our destiny to find joy and the causes of joy—not necessarily the
rush for fame and fortune, but the acquisition of boundless inner peace. This
requires trust. We might make any number of decisions. Life is a herringbone woven
from failed experiments and perfect accomplishments. When I lose in any endeavor,
I gain wisdom. The main thing is to keep the balance on your credit card paid.
After graduating from high school in Occidental, I went to Cal Poly, an agriculture
and engineering school. I studied philosophy, which was part of the math
department, and I studied drama, which was part of the speech department. I
produced a feminist version of Waiting for Godot in the campus theater. I was doing
too much. Everything seemed to be falling apart in my life. I was trying to direct and
act a part in the play, and I had lost control. I’d cast an enormous black woman in
the part of Potso and given her a whip. I’d put this skinny bitch, named Gigi, in a
body harness as Lucky. I was playing Didi, and my roommate played Gogo. We used
a tree branch in a toilet bowl as our set, and it seemed like everything was going
down the toilet.
I mean, there was tension on the set. There was tension because of my
inexperience at directing and also because I was not getting along with my
roommate. Cindy was the only other Afro-American in the school besides the girl
that was playing Potso in the play. Cindy was the daughter of a dentist in Mill Valley,
and she was in the midst of an identity crisis. And my preaching feminism and black
power didn’t help. We began a series of murals on the walls of our cabin. A black
Adam and a black Eve being cast from the Garden by a towering white Angel. A
black Adam tempted by a white Serpent. A black Adam and a white Eve. A black Eve
touching figures with a black God. After Cindy and I gave up the cabin, two Muslim
students moved in and painted over the whole thing.”
“Didn’t you find it a little uptight at Cal Poly?” asked Jubal. “Isn’t it a conservative
school, what with Ag. majors and all?”
“Actually, I got along at Cal Poly because I grew up with horses,” said Fanny. “My

dad owned a quarter horse mare named Kitty Barrett who won blue ribbons for
conformation, and Dad drug me around to state fairs. Also, I can ride like a Lakota,
so I can hold my own around cowboys.
It was at this time that I met Chela. A chela is a student, a disciple. The word is
from the Sanskrit. But Chela was more than a student. She was a Dakini, a wild, wise
woman. Chela had been raised by theosophists, and she lived in a house built in the
shape of a star that had a different fruit tree outside the window of each room. She
had three kids, two boys and a girl, and her husband, Frank, was on pilgrimage to
Mt. Cuchama, a sacred mountain near San Diego. This mountain was owned by
Evans-Wentz, the man who had introduced The Tibetan Book of the Dead to the
English-speaking world. Frank had moved to the mountain to build a stupa, which
is a kind of reliquary, and Chela was left to fend for herself.
She introduced me to the Occult—to Tarot and Astrology. She took me and the
kids and an older woman, named Charity, and a Native American man by the name
of Raven in her Volkswagen bus to the beach on picnics and into the hills on hikes.
We read Guidjeff to one another and had séances. She was always finding another
baggie of homegrown weed that her husband had stashed in hidey-hole like
treasures.”
“Sounds idyllic,” said Jubal.
“Well, she helped me get my shit together, and then I had this dream. Dreams are
a form of communication, but usually it’s hard to put a dream into words. Just as
you start to describe one thing, some other part disappears. It’s frustrating.”
“I know what you’re saying,” said Jubal, “You think you have it figured out, and
then your mind goes blank.”
“Exactly. Only this time, I knew where I was and what was going on. It was very
specific. I was in the Berkeley Rose Garden, and I was talking to a man I know is
dead. I was sitting in the Rose Garden, but Bouvard Pécuchet was in the Grove here.
When I looked in front of me, there were roses, but when I looked at Dr. Pécuchet
there were redwood trees behind him. He was talking to me, but when I looked
closely, his lips were not moving. All the same, I heard his voice. At first, it seemed

like he was tearing everything down, God, government, the good life, but I could
tell what he was really after was the corruption, the superficiality, the mindlessness
of our culture and the flatness of our souls. He was telling me directly that he saw
the Divine in me, but that he could see me hiding from my true nature. He said I
was not living from my heart, and then he offered me a peach.”

Chapter 6

“The rush of murder…,” she said.
“What about murder?” he asked.
“Did you know there is an unsolved murder in the Grove?”
Jubal remained silent.
She went on, “In the 70s. A man was found murdered near one of the fire circles,
and the whole thing was hushed up.”
Jubal was silent.
“His name was Pécuchet, and he was a scientist of sorts, an archeoastronomer.”
Jubal said, “I know what that is. It’s the study of how the stars were aligned in
ancient times.”
“That’s right. He is supposed to have found something in the Grove that indicated
the local Indigenous peoples had astronomical knowledge.”
“Why would anyone kill him for that?”
“It would seem strange, except for the way he was killed?”
“Ritual sacrifice?”
“No, he had an arrow in his heart.”
“What kind of an arrow?”

“That’s the funny thing. It was an Indian arrow. And one that was not made
recently. In fact, it had writing on it that revealed it was the property of the Kroeber
Library at the University in Berkeley and that it had been made by Ishi.”
“The Indian they found at the beginning of the last century that was the last Indian
to live fully in the traditional way?”
“That’s right. Ishi died in captivity, but he taught the anthropologists of that era a
lot about the life of an aboriginal native. And one of things he taught them was how
he made arrows. And the arrow that was in the heart of the murdered man was
one of the arrows that Ishi had made for Professor Kroeber.”
“Wow. Go figure,” said Jubal.
“Murder has always fascinated me,” said Fanny, “especially unsolved ones. You
haven’t murdered anyone have you, Jubal?”
“Goodness, no, I’ve had the urge a few times. I was in a position where the
temptation was very strong. Plus, I’ve almost been murdered once, and once, while
I was hunting, I was intentionally shot at, but I think they missed on purpose, shot
at me just to get my attention and scare me. Still, the adrenaline was flowing. When
I was a kid, I was at a Y.M.C.A. summer camp, and I got into a fight with another kid,
and I had him in a strangle hold, and I knew it wouldn’t take much to break his neck.
I freaked out at the thought, and I jumped up and ran and hid in the camp chapel,
which was in the open air among some big cedars. Climbed inside a hollowed-out
tree and prayed for forgiveness. I was very emotional, and an angel came to me. It
was probably just the way the light played among the trees. Still, the feeling of
forgiveness was deep. The other time, the time I was nearly murdered in my sleep,
I had another religious experience, although this time it was more connected to
Buddhism.”
“How so?” Fanny gripped his hand tighter.
“I used to drink. I was often drunk and rowdy. And, at this time, I was involved with
a married woman. One evening, I went to a friend’s birthday party, a mutual friend,
and this lady, Laura, and her husband were there. I was drinking red wine in the
kitchen with a couple of my buddies, and her husband, who was aware of what was

going on, caught us flirting. He confronted me, and tried to rough me up, and it
turned into a wrestling match on the kitchen floor. Some guys pulled us apart, and
in the process, my shirt was ripped, and I had this tremendous feeling of
embarrassment, standing there among my friends, soaked in wine, and my life in
shreds. I felt like a real sot.”
Fanny moved a little closer. “And then?”
“I left the party and made my way home to a ramshackle house that slanted in
every direction from the center. I’d hung an old army blanket over the window in
my bedroom to keep out the light from a streetlamp, and with the door shut, the
room was pitch black.
This is an important aspect of the experience that follows. I’d been reading about
a female yogi who spent many years in dark retreat. Sealed off from sunlight, she’d
experienced the clear light, which, as I’m sure you know, is not only the ability to
see in the dark but is the clarity and lucidity of pure space, of emptiness, the direct,
intuitive understanding of events.
I really don’t know what awakened me. I only know that I stretched out my hand
to stop a blow from an ax handle that was descending. It was the second time I was
hit. I noticed later there was a big dent in the bedstead, and what originally woke
me from my sleep was a glancing blow. Anyhow, I put up my hand up in the pitch
darkness and thwarted a blow that would have crushed my skull. The ax handle
cracked from end to end, and I could feel the reverberation from the souls of my
feet to my very soul.”
“Whoa! That’s extreme,” exclaimed Fanny.
“The guy dropped the ax handle and ran from the house, and I laid back on the
bed and fell asleep until dawn like I was in a coma. More likely, I was just drunk.
Finally, I got up and dressed and picked up the ax handle, which I found on the
bedroom floor, and began to search for my assailant.”
There was a long silence. Then, Jubal continued. “The streets were deserted, as I
walked uptown,” he said. “However, when I passed this one alleyway, I saw Jerry—
that’s her husband—on the next block, so I hurried up the street to the next alley

and hid behind a telephone pole. As he skulked past, I tapped him on the shoulder.
Man, did he jump. I told him that we could go on playing tag like this forever, but it
would be better for both of us to ‘bury the ax’ and move on. I was aware of
something in Jerry that was suffering, and this evoked my own pain. I also
understood in a flash that I could not go back to the way I had been living to the
anger, drunkenness, confusion, and turmoil I had been creating and perpetuating. I
wanted calm and health and clear understanding. And the result was almost
instantaneous. I felt the relief that comes from no longer feeling the pain I had been
inflicting on myself. I was awake in a way I had never been before, and I realized this
precious condition is a continual process rather than a final accomplishment. Not
everyone is going to get hit on the head. This is for severe cases. But everyone is
going to awaken at last, if not in this lifetime, in another.”
Fanny said, “True enough. I think it’s because it requires such a great deal of effort,
and it is hard to come up with the energy to accomplish this and have a sense that
the effort will be worthwhile. Hard to get an “if” to become an “it,” to have an idea
of what the success will be like until you have a taste of it.”
“I agree,” said Jubal. “I looked at my faults and realized I didn’t trust myself. I
couldn’t be calm or give and receive love or trust life or find the right way to live. I
was stuck because I thought I couldn’t change.”
“Exactly, Jubal, if you think something is wrong, and you feel you deserve the
blame because you are flawed or at fault, you need an entirely new perspective to
get out of this thought loop. Bertrand Russell pointed out that if you begin with a
false premise, anything can be proved to be true. This means a chain of ideas can
lead you into despair. If you begin with the thought of being flawed, you will prove
this to yourself over and over. There’s no way to dial 1-800-Buddhas and receive
enlightenment. The trick is to see that at your source you are indestructible
lovingkindness and that you must be your own infallible guide along the path of
self-discovery.”
“It’s no easy task,” said Jubal, “Maintaining a calm state and having confidence in
this push and shove life we live in is a lot of work.”

“Full time,” said Fanny, “but back to murder. I think for some murderers, it’s the
only way they can feel anything. They’re shut down emotionally, and they get a rush
in murdering somebody. But this murder in the Grove did not seem to be a murder
of passion. The arrow. That was premeditated and seems, I don’t know, symbolic,
somehow.”
“Sounds deadly, to me,” said Jubal.

PART TWO:
FLASH FICTION

BULWER’S NOVELS
A book is a thing among things, a volume lost among the volumes that
populate the indifferent universe, until it meets its reader, the person
destined for its symbols. What then occurs is that singular emotion called
beauty, that lovely mystery which neither psychology nor criticism can
describe.
–Jorge Luis Borges

Most books and their authors are forgotten. Literary obscurity is to be consigned
to oblivion. What we see is light. But sometimes the darkness becomes visible.
My name is Jampel Dorje. I am a monk in the Tibetan Buddhist tradition. I am not
Tibetan. I am an American, and my profession before I took up my present vocation
was as a bookseller. A good friend of mine, Brom, asked me to appraise his library.
He was selling his house near Telluride, a resort town in the Colorado Rockies, and
he was unsure of what to do with a large collection of books that had been in his
family for many years.
I assumed the collection would be like many I had encountered over the years,

containing run-of-the-mill novels with, perhaps, an occasional first edition of a
noteworthy work, along with the usual covey of old books having more of an
“antique” value than any real worth as rare editions. I was in for a surprise.
I was reluctant to make the trip, but when Brom said he was hosting some Geluk
monks that were traveling across the country giving empowerments and creating
sand mandalas I was persuaded to go. Being inexperienced in the ways of monastic
life, this would be an opportunity to experience something of how monks live and
behave, even if it was to take place in a setting like Telluride.
Brom picked me up from Tara Mandala Retreat Center, near Pagosa Springs, on a
Friday morning, and in a few hours, we arrived at Crestview, on the outskirts of
Telluride. We stopped in front of an imposing wood-frame house in a wooded
residential neighborhood. We pulled into a three-car garage, and while Brom was
unloading some bags of groceries, I took a peek under a tarp in the next stall—a red
Maserati, gleaming like a wish-fulfilling jewel.
We entered the home through the garage and were greeted by five monks
preparing to eat a meal in the kitchen. One of the monks, like myself, was an
American. Brom introduced me to John, and John introduced me to Lama Norbu,
Geshe Kalsang, Yeshi, Tenzin, and Phuntsok.
In modern times, at the insistence of the Dalai Lama and in the spirit of nonsectarianism, the traditional rivalry between Nyingmapas and Gelukpas has, at least
at formal gatherings. Still, there is a strict hierarchy in monastic behavior. It may
have been that I was the eldest combined with being a friend of their host, or
perhaps I was a curiosity, but I was given the honor of being served after the lama.
After lunch, we all settled in front of the TV to watch the Olympics. Although the
news from Tibet was grim—many demonstrators had been jailed following protests
against the Olympic torch being carried through Tibet—all the monks in the big
house among the snowcapped mountains in Telluride watched with avid
enthusiasm the athletes performing in China.
The swimmers were breaking records, and the gymnasts astounded us with their
feats. And so it went, until we had to leave for the evening’s presentation at a yoga

studio. We drove a short way to the public transit which is a high-wire chairlift with
small, covered cars that took us high above the valley floor. I rode alone with Lama
Norbu and shot video of him for the incredulous audience that awaited him back
home, in Lhasa.
The following day, the monks went off to paint a sand mandala at the Community
Hall, and I began my researches on the library. Brom showed me to the basement
where there were cardboard boxes full of books and more books in stacks on the
floor. My eyes beheld a wonder.
This was not your average collection. Here were treasures I had only dreamed of—
first editions of Charles Dickens and Lewis Carroll in Moroccan leather bindings with
the original covers sewn into the endpapers. Full sets of Balzac, of Stevenson, of
Browning, of Kipling, of Defoe, also in fine bindings. There were folios of colored
lithographs of birds and plants, large volumes of engravings of 18th century German
artists, works in philosophy, history, and literature.
I went to work carting armloads of books from the basement to a room with more
light, something I imagined other monks had done in monasteries in times past.
The other monks were curious about what I was doing, and when it was explained
their admiration for me increased. Lama Norbu smiled and let me be first in line at
meals, so I could get back to my task.
Once this kind of work was done with catalogs of auction records; now, it done with
a computer. The job is essentially the same—search and compare and appraise.
Arduous but lovely labor. The details in how I determined “condition” and “value”
and “nearest approximate edition” are not relevant to this narrative, but this was
the stuff of my hours, with short breaks only for meals and to sleep, for three days.
Obviously, this was a library of a man who could afford the best of books. I must
admit I had always associated Brom’s name with some species of grass—California
brome, soft brome, Ripgut brome, or the like. This was the family library of H.
Mansfield Brom (1849-1919), manufacturer and philanthropist, friend and
confident of robber barons, and the library had come down from father to son.
But I digress. I worked diligently and time seemed to disappear. Then, a peculiar

thing happened. I had just finished cataloging a copy of Milton’s Il Penseros and
L’Allegro with illustrations by William Blake, and, laying it aside, I bumped a stack of
books causing them to fall to the floor. One book landed with the cover splayed.
Straightening a crumpled page, I read, “All events in the Universe occur at Once, but
we Experience them Sequentially. Take a forest, for example;—the Trees have had
to Grow; but we didn’t Observe them, and now it is a Forest.”
This seemed to me an odd notion, a mixture of David Hume and The Upanishads. I
read a little more, and the thoughts were revealed to be those of a student in a
state of despondency after being rejected a reigning beauty beyond his station in
society. The title page: The Courageous Cadet by Sir Henry Bulwer, published, 1831,
in London by Fishburn & Hughes, Ltd.
Who was Sir Henry Bulwer? A search for 19th century English authors let me to the
Cyclopedia of British Literature, edited by Dr. I.S. Noval, where I found this entry:
Bulwer, William Henry Lytton Earle (Baron Dalling and Bulwer) 1801-72, British
diplomat and author, known as Sir Henry Bulwer. Popular in his lifetime for his
novels, he is now chiefly remembered for the speculative ideas in his plots, making
him a precursor of the modern genre of science fiction.
So, Sir Henry is only remembered by literary historians interested in dates and
changes, but once he had been the preferred reading of my friend Brom’s
grandfather. I needed to put a price on this book. I admit I was also interested in
these “speculative ideas.”
The computer is a labyrinthine maze of information. To some it is a highway, but to
me it is more like the sands of the Sahara, shifting and growing every day. My day
stretched into night. Anything resembling science fiction in The Courageous Cadet
was only in embryonic form—the passing thoughts or musings of the protagonist.
Otherwise, the plot was pedestrian, and the writing style was sentimental and
dated.
The student, Horatio, preparing for a commission in the army, stays holed-up in his
room after his love interest has disappointed him; and when he can no longer stand
the isolation, he wanders the streets of the city in ever-expanding circles. What he

sees is predictable, but every so often his mind goes off in an odd direction.
Looking into the window of a haberdashery, he considers the possibility of “a spiral
of time” and the nature of “standing still in the present,” of how this “resembles
Infinity” and how “Infinity resembles a pool of water.” Another time, after nearly
being run over by a stagecoach, he sits on a bench in a park to catch his breath, and
he compares time to a triptych of canvases on which you can paint the past any
color you want. Time is simultaneously objective, subjective, and “canny” (secret
or supernatural), and he divides time three ways: time for rest, time for work, and
time to devote to the Deity.
It was at this point I remembered seeing a small engraving between the endpapers
of a scythe leaning against a broken Doric column which I recognized as a Masonic
symbol for the precariousness of life and the impermanence of material reality.
Needing a break, I let the computer rest and put an entry in my notebook for
Monday: “A long day with not much accomplished on the library. Still, I am making
progress.”
At the bottom of the stairs, there was a pile of suitcases and travel bags. The monks
were ready to depart. Brom and I were given sweatshirts with the logo of the
Ganden Monk’s Tour. We went out on the porch and waved goodbyes. Back in the
house, I sat down in front of the TV and ran through the channels looking for the
Olympics.
“No Olympics on Sunday,” Brom said.
“Sunday?” I asked. “I thought this was Monday. Friday, we drove up here and went
to the empowerment, and Saturday I started work on your library, and Sunday I
worked some but got sidetracked by a novel by an obscure author. This should be
Monday morning.”
“For one thing, this isn’t morning; it’s afternoon, and I saw the light on where you’re
working, in the early hours, when I got up to pee. I think you worked all night and
forgot to sleep.”
I went back upstairs and looked at my notes. The entry was there with the date. I
had even made a sketch of the Freemason’s engraving, but I could not find the copy

of The Courageous Cadet. Instead, I found twenty-six volumes of Bulwer’s novels:
a set with gilt pages and lettering and blue cloth covers with leather corners.
However, the publisher was Collier, not Fishburn & Hughes, Ltd., and the set was in
the bindery style of the late 19th or early 20th century.
Trying to backtrack my pages on the computer, I could find no trace of the
Cyclopedia of British Literature, and yet I knew something about the life of Sir Henry
Bulwer and had read (or thought I had read) one of his novels.
I went back downstairs. “I guess you are right,” I said. “Somehow, I got out of step
in time. Do you think that ice cream parlor next to the yoga studio is open on
Sundays?”
“Sure,” said Brom, “do you want to go?”
“Can we take the Maserati?”
“We can, and you can drive.”
I don’t know if His Holiness would approve of a monk behind the wheel of a red
sports car, but I couldn’t resist. When we hit a stretch of open road, I shifted into
high gear and made up for lost time.

MY EYES WEEP TEARS

Reality soaked with tears—should I define reality? No, I’d rather watch The
Bachelorette on TV, reality TV, a really real show showing you your reality can be
ok, you just have to get on TV to experience it, follows Andy Warhol’s prediction
that everybody will be famous for 15 minutes, but what did Andy know about
reality? for him a Campbell’s soup can is art.
My reality now is mantras, goes to show that everyone has their own reality, anyone
else here doing mantras all day? At present, I’m doing a hundred thousand
Vajrasattva hundred-syllable mantras, I get up, make a cup of tea, offer some to

Ekajati, my protectress, she has one hair, one eye, one tooth, one tit, surrounded
by flames, she needs a cup of tea, then I get down on the mantras.
Three weeks ago, I was working on a poem, decided “spade” was the first word,
and as far as I could see, it could’ve been the first word in the world, thought I’d put
everything in that poem, decided I didn’t care if I alienated the reader or not, knew
there should be a line about getting stoned and some sexuality.
I saw tit—
and I knew the best thing to do is never nothing.
I can’t not do nothing.
I cannot do nothing again.

OLD BOOT

Nothing as sad as an old boot lying in the middle of the road. Like someone left
piece of a costume on the stage. Jubal cut diagonally across the street and retrieved
it, wondering how it got there. Maybe fell out of a car. Maybe.
Old boot in the middle of the road. One bare foot, somewhere, limping along. A
boot falls from a car. A boot falls from the sky. Someone tosses a pair of boots out,
and they get separated. One boot in the middle of the road, and another boot in a
box. A missing boot. A missing foot. A boot looking for a foot. A foot looking for a
boot.
A woman screams at her husband, “You stupid son-of-bitch!” and throws a boot at
him. He ducks, and the boot sails through the window and lands in the yard by a
clump of four o’ clocks. The neighbor’s dog, Ronny, picks up the boot and carries it
down Willow Street, where Tiger meets him. Tiger tries to get the boot away from
Ronny, and in their tug-of-war, they are nearly hit by a car. They drop the boot in

the street and head down a trail to Santa Rosa Creek.
Max is sleeping off a drunk under a bridge. His sleep is troubled. Memories of earlier
days. He falls off a ladder and is partially paralyzed. His wife leaves him for his
business partner. He goes bankrupt. When he finally recovers from his fall, he’s
alone. He awakes this morning to find he has only one boot. Two dogs rush by.
Jubal looks at the boot. A useless thing, one boot. By the alleyway near the bus
stop, there is a pile of boxes. In one of the boxes there are a few books. Jubal scans
the titles: Saint Joan by George Bernard Shaw, an anthology of Black writers, a
collection of critical essays on J.D. Salinger, and a monograph, Shelly, Keats and
Rome. He can smell mildew, but the engravings in this book on Shelly and Keats
interest him. His girlfriend, Fanny, would like this book. He takes it and sets the boot
down by the box. A boot for a book.
Max, still groggy, searches for his boot to no avail. He gives up and starts trekking
towards town. When he passes the bus stop, he notices a boot by a box. It is not his
boot, but it is the right fit. It is not the right style, but the man is not fashion
conscious. He laces the boot and wears it for a couple of days, until he finds his own
boot under a bush. He leaves the other boot on the bank by the creek.
When the man has moved on, the boot becomes despondent and demands a
change of situation. From within and from all sides and in every direction, it
emanates an occult vibration. I do not know how it is changed, but it is no longer
gravitationally held down. It pronounces the sacred word, “Zut,” and transforms
itself into an over-starched shirt worn by Vincent Van Gogh.

OPEN WIDE

Dentistry means pain, means stay away, means lots of money, my partial made by
my dentist, Doctor Wind, he operates, veins filled with sunlight, pools of blood in

the sink, a sink once the standard contraption to spit in before the present suction
device that dangles from my mouth, that and the spigot blowing air, suck and blow,
blow and suck, my gums need irrigating, another trip to the hygienist, how long will
it be before I learn good hygiene? go for those gums, let the hygienist rag me about
taking care, using better tools, the rubber-tipped doodah to get into the space
between the tooth and gum, work it along the gum, bleeding means work harder
on this cleaning technique, get that plaque, get those gums rubbery, rubber gums,
need to get between those teeth, floss and rub, use a Christmas tree brush, a brush
at either end, scrub those gums, get those bacteria on the move, septic, halitosis in
those gums, germs from a lifetime of eating, kissing, sucking, germs from every girl
and boy I’ve kissed, added together, gumfulls of funk added to a mouthful of sugar
meat vegies carbs and drink, making some kind of solvent to dissolve the tartar
from the toughest tooth, deconstruct, not many teeth left, well more than my
friend Lu, he and I have tooth decay in common, losing our uppers, molars gone,
working forward toward the incisors, chewing with my front teeth, grinding them
down, need that partial, still have a couple of anchor teeth, special fitting, high
dental art, the final step in several years of getting my mouth in shape, root canals,
old caps and fillings removed, new caps installed, gold, porcelain, should I get a
diamond installed in this incisor? American flags in fashion today, not until my
mouth is stable, keep the jaw line in shape, until the mouth has a constitution, teeth
are the duly elected representatives of the entire digestive system, the mouth
connected to the throat connected to the stomach attached to the colon attached
to the nether mouth, causal chain loop, the system representative of a living
organism, a complex eater being eaten, $1200 that tooth, $800 this tooth, $1000
for that one, $1600 for a bit of reconstructive surgery, nip and tuck of dental
finance, could you make my new tooth coffee-colored like the rest of them? no, let’s
not cap it, just a filling for now, Doctor Wind a little on the expensive side, but I get
what I pay for, a dental program, remembering a dentist who cut the wrong roots,
midnight dentistry in a Berkeley free clinic, the equipment on the blink, me having
to steady the x-ray machine by holding it in my hands, probably jiggled the picture
to the wrong tooth, took a picture of the wrong tooth, later, infection, abscess,
anesthetic, tooth removed from the side of my gum, flashing on dentistry around

the turn of the 20th century in San Francisco in Von Stroheim’s film, Greed, based
on Frank Norris’s novel, used chloroform or pulled the tooth without, maybe drank
a little whiskey or took a toke on the opium pipe, just handle it, I remember getting
Novocain as a kid in the late 40s, and the drills running on a motorized pulley affair,
grinding away, today’s air-powered drills get the job done, no sweat, so I can usually
get a tooth drilled without Novocain, hate Novocain, cottonmouth coming on long
after you’ve left the dentist’s office, screw the painkiller, except for maybe a root
canal, feels so fine when the drilling’s done.

DOWN ON THE OL’ IMPLANTATION

After having the radioactive seed implantation, I was feeling bruised and glowing
wildly and needed healing vibes from everyone, but now, after some weeks, I feel
less oppressed having cancer, and I’m released from the constant deliberation of
the should I shouldn’t I wait and see mental games going on in my head. The
operation was really no worse than a kick in the groin with a steel-toed boot, I
hardly noticed, and yesterday, I went down to my bone doc and had him remove
the pins from my right ankle, which were placed there after I broke both legs. No
excuse now for not being able to sit in the full lotus.
Funny thing, he gave me a few local anesthetic shots around the ankle, but then
he couldn’t find his screwdriver. I told him it would be ironic if I had to go out to my
car and get my Philips head screwdriver. He said his screwdriver was special, but
that a small Allen wrench would do, and he finally borrowed his office partner’s
instrument and went to work. Got them right out of there, and I couldn’t feel
anything, although the idea of little screws being screwed out of my ankle made me
twitchy, so I got on a passing cloud shaped like a Garuda bird and flew to Tibet,
while they worked, the nurse giving me a count down, there’s number 2, one more
to go, squit, squit, squit sounds, very small threads, squiddle, squit, ik. Whoa, I felt
that one, but keep going.

Not much of an incision, so once the screws were removed, I hardly cared about
the radioactive seeds, and I did pass a seed, must’ve made it down a little
passageway in the prostate, caught it in my handy radioactive seed screen and put
it in my personal lead-lined pillbox, very Doctor Tellerish.
Went to the urologist this morning, who told me I’m doing fine, I had a list of
questions, are the rivets in my jeans picking up radioactivity? No. Told him that I
showed the seed I passed to a friend, will that hurt them? No. I got more
radioactivity with the x-ray when I got my pins removed, I told them I was becoming
very concerned about all this radioactivity, so they covered me with a lead jacket.
Am I being overly cautious? Yes? How many times did you insert the needle with
the seeds? About 2 dozen, how many seeds did you plant? Over 100. Did you put
some extras around the tumor? 2 or 3. Are the effects of the hormone treatment
going to conflict with the radioactivity as it relates to getting an accurate psa
reading? Probably, so we’ll wait 3 months to get another blood test. Anything else?
Yes, said the doctor, remember, I wasn’t sure exactly what a curie was? I checked, a
curie is a unit of radiation determined by disintegration, 3.70 X 10 to the tenth
power per second, named after Madame Curie.
One of my heroines, I say, did you ever see that movie where she and her husband
make a vat of radioactive soup and distill the radium until they have a lump that
glows in the dark? No, says the doc, I don’t remember seeing that movie, however
I asked the guy from oncology how much a curie was. That little guy with the
mustache? Yes, right, I asked him, and he said, one curie is a lot, that we use
microcuries, small amounts that are decaying fast, but you knew that, I bet, you
have such an analytical mind, Jubal.

CHILDHOOD FEARS

Everything is big and invasive. And confusing. Almost everything has potential to
harm, to surprise, to discombobulate. I’m afraid to go to sleep, of letting my fingers
hang over the edge of the bed, deep waters, dangerous sea monsters or tigers,
under the bed, shadows of the boogie man, man of boogers, hulking in the
shadows, watching me on my way from the house to the barn. I whistle a snappy
tune, look up at the sky, God, how many stars, how far away, what’s between them?
Millions and millions of miles of space, and nothing, maybe dust, maybe a trace of
gas, between them. No surviving out there, no air, no gravity, weirdness drifting
away in a void, between the house and the barn, rustlings in the shrubs, snakes,
wild cats, ghouls, something from outer space, would it reflect light? turn itself into
the path that leads to the barn?
Make it to the barn, hope the Foolkiller isn’t lurking in the rafters, smash my skull
with his club, a shifting noise, horses munching hay, but that fluttering, an owl in
the loft, my heart in my throat, breathe easy. Horses in their stalls, munching hay,
harmony in the Universe. Fear inside me, choking me, rumbling in my muscles,
creeping over my common sense.
Run. Run back to the house, caught in the terrible imagining, excited by the fear
itself, its loathsomeness, the threat, the joy of freaking out, surrendering to the
phantoms nursing on my prayer.

ELVES

At one minute to ten on the day before Christmas, the elves gathered at the sleigh
in the mall. Where was the boss? He was usually early, but it was now two hours
past starting time, and still no sight of him.
“He must’ve got caught in the traffic,” said Monty. “Traffic was horrible this
morning.”
“Yeah,” said Alex, there was a wreck near Cotati. Cars were backed up for a long

way, so I took 116 through Sebastopol.
“I don’t think so,” snorted Smitty, his hat tipped rakishly. “He’d be here by now. He
probably had something important to do. He’ll be here by noon. We’ve got plenty
to do before he gets here with more.”
“We need to get back to work,” I said. “If the boss is a no show, we’ll tell the kids
they must write their wishes on a piece of paper, and we’ll get it to Santa later. As
to whether they’ve been good or not, if they don’t know by now, they’ll never
know.”
“Right on,” said Monty. “I’ve got a mountain of Faxes to work on, and I still have
invoices to check.”
Smitty was looking anxious. “We’re cutting it pretty close this year. If I haven’t
figured out to get that contraption up and running by the time he gets back, I’m in
for it.”
“I know; I know,” I said, “but let Monty do what he’s got to do, and I’ll give you a
hand. But, first, I have to go to the warehouse and get a flex-all.”
Everyone returned to their tasks, and I walked down the passageway behind the
shops to the storeroom. I got my heavy, green cloak and headed out the back door
to my jalopy. Could use a coat of paint; might take out that dent by the front light.
If only I can get all these packages ready.
Frank was in his cubby when I got to the warehouse. I’m in a hurry when I come
up to his cage. I come up at an angle. Frank growls, “There’s someone ahead of
you.” I look over, and, sure enough, there’s a man in a baseball cap, brim forward,
standing back. “Sorry, I say.” The man nods for me to go ahead, and I move toward
the counter. Frank must not have noticed this exchange, because when I step up,
he says, “Let him go first.” Ticks me off. “Listen you fat fascist,” I spit, “if you’d spend
less time telling people what to do and more time just doing your job, we’d all be a
lot happier.” Some Christmas cheer.
“I am doing my job, keeping people in line happy.”
I want to reach across the counter and grab him by the shirtfront and say, “You

want a piece of this,” but I know I’m getting agitated, so I let the anger go and
simmer down. “I need a flex-all and fast.” There’s a tremor in my voice.
Frank goes into the stacks and comes back with a box. He types a bit on his
computer, pushes the box towards me and says, “It’s not much fun coming to work
when you get your ass kicked every week.”

STITCHES IN TIME

Back in the saddle as caregiver—the right rhythm—write a bit, puff up a pillow,
write some more, cook a meal, meditate, check on mom—ideal, since I have no
compulsion to be anywhere.
Mom fell off a curb at the hardware store, said something about noticing a very
dapper dude at the curb, the curb, which she proceeded to forget about in her
flirtation, thought she could float, think she wasn’t looking where she was going,
neighborly folks picked her up and sat her on the curb, moved her a bit to see if she
was broken, drove her home, put her in her chair, where, it looked to me when I get
there four days later, she had sat, surrounded by flotsam, and in the long line of
women in her family, without complaints, figured her shoulder would heal on its
own.
Costanzo brought me the message in the middle of the night, your mom has fallen,
you should phone, in the morning, she answers and says her arm hurts and would
I come home, so, I’m running around, breaking camp, tent, blankets, bell & dorje
slung into a duffle bag, Rebecca asks, Jampa, are you cooking breakfast, this
morning? why yes I am on the schedule, would you help? oatmeal, bread, butter,
yogurt, scrambled eggs should do it, I’ll cook, you pack, how much oatmeal should
I make? make it in equal proportions in a big pot, enough for 25, go for it, let’s see,
Jeff said he had to go to Durango and he’d drive me to the airport, time to give Ani
Tsultrim a copy of my poems to deliver to Ram Das, last goodbyes—Rebecca made

enough oatmeal for 75, a huge offering.
Durango airport with only a minute to spare, last through security, pulling off my
shoes, belt, hat, explaining the dorje, a religious implement, using skillful means to
explain skillful means, last passenger on the plane, only one seat left, on standby
for next flight from Phoenix, fees wavered by kind clerk, asked if I could go to
Oakland rather than SFO, bumped up to first class, given a $100 voucher and
handful of drinks coupons, which I passed around, first on and first off, Sonoma
express to Santa Rosa airport and a cab to Oak Tree Drive, home by midnight, there’s
Mom, looking a bit peaked, says she’s glad I’m back, didn’t want to disturb me in
the Buddha fields, Om to home.
Next day, primary care doc says she needs an x-ray, so we go over to Saint Joseph’s,
back to the doc, broken arm, there, Helen, you need to see a specialist, just across
the street at the bone palace, I drove to the parking lot, she gets out, another long
medical history to fill out, papers on privacy, mom plowing the back forty, no
problem, but finally asked for a chair, ekg, blood work, more medical history for
admittance, and a bone doctor, said he was not exactly sure what she’d need until
he cut in there, new socket? perhaps pins and plates?
As it was, shoulder dislocated, he put the shoulder bone back in its socket, used a
few stitches to hook it together, considerable amount of blood had drained into her
elbow, needs to be reabsorbed into her lymph system with massage, she wondered
if she could just leave it, but the doc told her it would be like a broken wing, she’d
not be able to fly.
Three days in hospital, the nurses loved her, she used to be a “rose lady” volunteer,
so she knew the ropes, when we were leaving, her nurse told me that I was taking
their good patient, what would they do? she’s mine, I said, and I’m keeping her,
Mom told Charity there was a time I might have traded her in or another mom, she
loves to tell this story of when I was maybe 9 or 10, and Mom, my sister and I were
driving across country, and Lynda and I were arguing over a comic book, weird tales,
and mom said she’d had enough and if we didn’t stop arguing, she’d have me walk
home, pulled the car over, told me to get out, we were in the middle of Colorado,

mountains in the distance, a great space with a highway running thru it and
mountains way off there calling me, I didn’t complain, grabbed my jacket and
started out across the plane, gave my mom a shock, says she wished she’d never
made such a demand, drove a little way down the road to call my bluff, Lynda set
up a wail, she’d be good, don’t leave him out there, Mom, she backed up and I got
in, but I’m still drawn to those mountains in Colorado.
This is the house of broken bones, Mom and I trading off, last year I broke both
legs, but we’re making progress, working out a new routine, pillows under the arm,
therapy, we’ve had so many patients in this house, we are equipped like a hospital,
everything but x-ray, we’re having a few laughs, watching old movies, me stitching
up my books—ideal, really, keeps us in stitches.

HIGH SCHOOL DANCE

I was looking for a ring I lost. At the bottom of a box in my closet were my class
yearbooks. I can hear distant, high-pitched voices in the schoolyard. Graduating
seniors, giddy entering the so-called real world. Take a quick peek.
“To a good head of whom I feel has a good life ahead of him. Stay as cool as you
are.”
“To the guy who steals the most hubcaps. You are really a cool guy.”
“To a conceited, pesky brat. But sometimes sweet. Boy did we ever luck out on
that Chem. final. Reemmbbeerr??”
There I am in the third row, thinner, a wave in my hair, a real cool head. Wave Set,
I used it to create an impressive DA. Duck’s Ass. Had to have my hair just so. Hair
was a big thing. Jeans had to have the belt loops removed and the edge of the
waistband turned. The seams on the pant legs were trimmed off and the bottoms

curled. This was the style. And we danced the foxtrot when we weren’t bopping
out. Like, “Wow, man.”
We wore suits. Suits, mind you. The dance was at the Claremont Hotel, and Tommy
Dorsey conducted the orchestra. My date was a drag, so I took her home. Then, I
cruised back and picked up a girl I Knew only by reputation, who smiled and got in
when I opened the door of my Chevy.
1959. Hamburgers were six for a dollar. A gallon of gas was 19¢ and I had a five in
my pocket. “The world is mine,” I shouted.
“Would you like to share it?” asked Lola.
We parked among scattered cars along a dirt road overlooking the city. The lights
sparkled. Her breasts sparkled. I had my right arm wrapped around her shoulder
and my hand inside her bra, while she kept my left hand from climbing any higher
up than her knee. We were both breathing deeply, and our tongues were entwined,
when there was a loud “cathunk” on the hood of my car.
One part if me could have cared less, and another part was not exactly sober
enough to register much interest, but a small, paranoid part, an instinctual reptilian
intelligence knew that it was imperative I investigate.
A blurry figure bellowed, “Come out of there, you bitch. Take me back. I promise
everything will be as it was before.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of,” was Lola’s wooden reply. “I’d sooner die.”
“That can be arranged, too,” he said.
“Your boyfriend?” I inquired.
“Was,” said Lola. “Ron.”
I wiped some fog from the window with my hand. I could see this Ron waving his
arms in front of my car. “The good parts will still be good, and the bad parts will be
new,” he claimed.
“Oh, go away,” said Lola.
I started my car and backed away. Here’s Lola’s entry in my yearbook: “Mad Lover,

Best of luck and happiness to one who is...well, to one who is! Remember me.”

MAP TO THAT MEMORY

I’ve climbed the endless steps, following the curved banister, to bring you dark
proof. I have kept the struggling facts pressed between facing mirrors, afraid they’ll
dissolve if exposed to the arsonist light.
Only one veil separated us the night when we met. It rose like steam behind a
beaded entry. Fresh off the boat from hell, and already I’d begun to fall.

THE DIARY

The diary was on the kitchen table. This was unusual. Jubal knew that Fanny kept a
diary. He had seen her writing in it at her desk by the window in the bedroom. He
remembered her writing in it a couple of nights ago, how beautiful she looked in
the light that fell across her shoulders.
She always snapped the clasp shut when she was finished. There was a little key,
she kept on her key ring. She would ferret the diary away when she was done.
Sure, he was curious about what she wrote. Her hidden thoughts. Her tortured
soul. What were her revelations? Her observations? Her epiphanies? But no matter
how much he wondered, his curiosity didn’t get the better of him. A diary is private.
Secret. He would sooner open her mail than read a page of her most intimate
thoughts.

But here was the diary on the kitchen table. Open. And he could not help but see
the entry. It was dated three days ago. At the top of the page were bold letters: “3
I’s OF SPY.” (1) Identify the target; (2) Initiate the contact; (3) Infiltrate the network.
1+1=1, and following this cryptic formula, a schedule: Newark to arrivals platform.
Ramps. Terminal C. Inside building. Penn Station, Newark to Penn Station New York.
Scissors, paper, rock.
Jubal wondered, what is this about? Is she meeting someone? He had to admit he
had felt his relationship with Fanny was suffering. She was more than distant. Lately,
she was absent. Jubal was intrigued by her behavior and, at the same time,
confused. He was unsure how to proceed.
Ask her what was up. Would she feel this was an attack? Should he keep quiet? He
could feel anger mixed with desire. Desolate and despairing, lost in murky
ignorance, wishing he was past caring, feeling a dream was dying with love and trust
fading. His thought reminded him of a poem written by an over-literate teenager,
but it was a verse written in his heart, and he wished he had never peaked at the
open diary.
It’s not a thought lost in mist. It’s more like a December wind. Jubal knew he was
jumping to conclusions about the implications of what he had seen written. He
flipped the diary open to another page and read: “Finally, I got to go to Chicago. I
got some money, so I didn’t have to work for a living. I was staying with a friend
when David showed up. I had met him in Stockholm, and we had sworn eternal
love, but it was three years since I had seen him. Like an eternity. David hadn’t
written. I had no idea what had become of him. It was morning. We went to the
corner, to The Poet’s Café, for coffee, and he asked me if I still loved him. I told him
I was in love with someone else. I said, ‘Do you hear that motor bike running up and
down the street?’ He said he did, and he seemed frightened. He left, saying he was
going to Winnipeg.”
On another page: “I had a dream. I was in a big city, maybe New York. I was moving
like on roller skates. I was on a big ball with roller-skates underneath. I could move
around, and as I moved around I could strike attitudes. It was very quiet. I was

wearing robes, white, rumpled. I couldn’t tell where they began or left off. I could
move through this city, but no one seemed to notice me, and I thought, this is what
it is like when you’re dead. It seems like this is happening more and more while I’m
alive. It’s strange not to be noticed. I’m glad when a stranger acknowledges me.”
Another note: “Jubal can go on forever. David got it over in a jiffy. I think I preferred
that.” Jubal could remember riding the motor bike up and down the street. He
thought, A “jiffy” can be a very important moment for some.

HOW COULD I HAVE LOST IT?

How could I have lost it? A diamond ring. My mother’s. She said she gave it to me
to give to my daughter, Bianca. I asked Bianca. She said she doesn’t have it. I didn’t
send it. I can’t remember my mom giving it to me. She said I said, “Thanks.” If she
remembers that, she probably remembers right.
My mother is 96 and sharp as a tack. She can remember things that happened at
the beginning of the last century, and what’s more important, she can remember
what happened yesterday. But I also remember her telling me she was looking for
a diamond ring she had lost. “How could I have lost it?” Those were her very words.
She turned the house upside down looking for it. Looked in the closets, under the
bed, in shoe boxes, had me check the lock box at the bank. Maybe she is trying to
pin this ring thing on me.
I ask her, “Is this the ring you lost?”
“No, this is another ring,” she says. “This is a ring of my mother’s. The ring I lost
was a ring your dad gave me.”
“Well, I don’t want to think about it, right now,” I say. “I must’ve put it in that safe
spot I can never remember, but it will come to me.”

I slept on it. In the morning, I could vaguely recall putting the ring in a white box,
a gift box with some white cotton as a cushion. Or was this just dream stuff? In my
dream, I thought I could imagine putting the white box in the side pouch of my
suitcase, so it would be safe and ready to go when I visited Bianca in New York.
Only, I’m back from New York, and I hadn’t remembered the ring. Maybe it was
still in my suitcase. But, no, no ring in the suitcase. No side pockets, even. Still, I’ve
got the memory. Maybe another suitcase. How could I have lost it? Why can’t I
remember Mom giving it to me? This is going to be tough. If I get obsessive about
it, I’ll tear up the floorboards and rip out the sheetrock looking for the damned
thing. Sift through the debris. I won’t rest until I find it. I’ll be as demented as a crack
addict looking for a fix.
“Let it go,” Mom says. “It probably didn’t cost more than $500.”
“Yeah, $500 in 1930 dollars.”
“No, like $500, now,” she says.
“Ok, I’ll let it go. Maybe it’ll just pop up.”
“Right,” she says.
“Right,” I say. But I know neither of us will let this go. Rings are powerful. I can feel
the pull already.
“And all the boon was summed,” says Mary Lou. We are drinking beer at Lucy’s.
“You’ll find it, don’t worry. It’s lohst, now, and yu can’t change that.”
I don’t want to argue. I could say, “I can look for it,” but I don’t. Instead, I focus on
the rim of the glass in my hand.

DANGEROUS ANGELS

Steve’s driving. Jon’s riding shotgun. I’m sitting in back.
“He wants his wings,” Jon says. “Let’s see if we can score some weed.”
Steve looks over his shoulder with a smile beneath his Poncho Villa mustache. “You
want to smoke some boo, kid?” I make a little nod of the head. “OK, I’ll see if I can
score a couple of matchboxes. I know a guy downtown.”
We’re in West Oakland. 1963. We’re tooling around in Steve’s Mercury, which is
chopped, channeled and conspicuous enough for a cop to pull us over just on
principal. “I’m going to park here and go and talk to someone. See you in a few.” I
watch Steve cross the street and walk behind the furry dice hanging from the mirror.
Jon and I have been playing a head game based on the card game in the movie
Last Year at Marienbad. It started on our trip out from New York. In New Jersey we
had scored some speed and proceeded to drive non-stop across the states, one hop
to Chicago and then, the vast prairie. Blew the oil pump in Nebraska. We pushed
the car back a mile and into a one-horse town. Shot pool in a bar with a pot-bellied
stove. Yucked it up with the locals.
Anyway, we’d begun this game. The object of which is to remove an object, say a
matchstick or a card from a row. A move consists of a player removing as many
objects as possible, which includes all the objects, from one row at a time. There
are rows of 1, 3 , 5 & 7. Whoever removes the last object loses.
Like I say, the objects can be cards or matchsticks or coins, whatever is at hand
when playing at a table. But while we were driving along, we didn’t use objects;
we’d just say what to do to imaginary objects in our minds.
Now, in Oakland, Jon says, “ I take two from the top row.”
And I say, “Take two from the next to bottom row.”
Jon says, “Take three from the next to the top row.”
I say, “That leaves 5, 2, 1 and 1, right?”
“Right.”
“Then, I take all the top row.”

At this point, Steve opens the door on the driver’s side. I’m getting nervous. I’m
wondering, “What’s it like to be stoned?” Will I become crazed, like in Marijuana
Madness?”
“Shit!”
“What do you mean, ‘Shit?’” Jon says, “Did you score?”
“I got burned. I gave this guy I thought I knew ten bucks to cop for me, and he went
upstairs and out the back. I waited on the stoop, but he never showed.”
“Shit,” says Jon.
“That’s what I said,” Steve says. We sat there for a while in silence.
“Take one from the top row,” I say.
“What’re you talking about?” asks Steve.
“Damn,” Jon says, “how’d you do that?”

CUTTING THROUGH

Shakespere never followed orders or oracles. He walked to the counter at a Cotati
convenience store and asked for a quart of oil. He’d been hard at work on a play
and needed a break. A drive to Oakland to practice Chöd might do the trick.
He grabbed some 30-weight and started to pay for it, but the clerk stared at him
with a blank expression on his face. Shakespere grabbed the clerk by the front of
his shirt and spat in his face, “Are you going to take my money or not, you dumb
fuck?”
As soon as the words leapt from his lips, he knew he was way out of line. He knew
what they would be saying, “That Shakespere, always beating up some clerk.” Only
the last time it had been the grocery store manager at Whole Foods. “It’s the vibes

in here; everybody in this place is sick,” he’d shouted.
Now, this convenience store suddenly seemed oily, so he spun around and walked
out saying, “Stick your oil up your ass, asshole.” Slick.
Road rage, warbling his woodnotes wild, he was doing 80 on 101, when a gorilla
clambered across the road. He skidded to the side. Steam rose above the hood.
Getting out of the car, looking up the hill after the gorilla. Walked around the car.
Got to cool off. First it’s temper tantrums, then hallucinations. Must be the drugs
I’m taking for my sex change. I know I am to be or not to be in harmony, chilling out
in an omni-spatial matrix. I doubt the amount of dark energy in the mandala of
racial drift in this play, as a woman janitor in a burqu, listening to poets picnic by
the pier, Cleo on her hands and knees in the first light, astray, crawling towards a
super nova of scorpions rising in the eye of Scorpio in the split personality soup of
every diamond hanging I, phantom feather of selfhood at iambic feet in the Fayum.
The gorilla shook an oak tree, sending acorns scattering.

SCHOOL BUS

Mrs. Brown was Jubal’s school bus driver, but she didn’t have a school bus. She
used her car to drive the kids to school. Five of them, who lived outside the regular
bus route. The city had no regular school buses. Public school students had a free
pass on the city buses coming from and going to school.
This is how the city stayed segregated. You could go to any school you wanted to—
all you had to do was get on a bus and ride. The result was students from a
neighborhood went to the nearest school. Jubal lived in the hills, and the nearest
school was five miles from the nearest city bus, and the city hired Mrs. Brown to
drive Jubal and his neighbors to school. Bret Harte Junior High. Named after the
writer.

Mrs. Brown picked the kids up at the turnaround near the Bartlett horse corals.
Jubal could see the car coming from his smoking hideaway in the eucalyptus. He
kept his eye peeled on the sharp turn across the canyon, she’d be three, four
minutes more. He needed that hit of nicotine to propel his sorry ass through the
school day. A couple more drags on a Lucky Strike, feel the hit, heart valves opening
and visionary eye fixed on the day’s gold ring.
It wasn’t Mrs. Brown who spoke to him about smoking. Mrs. Brown smoked. It was
his mother. She had noticed an accumulation of cigarette butts near the mailbox.
“If you want to smoke, smoke in the house,” she said, “Don’t stand out on the
street.”
Jubal rode home with four others. Don, Burt, Rob, and Nancy. Jubal had a thing for
Nancy. She was a year ahead in school and, maybe, six years ahead in flirting. But
Jubal was gaining ground..
One November day, he told her it was his birthday, and she said she would have to
give him a kiss. Jubal said she should give him a kiss for every year. Fourteen kisses
was what he wanted. Nancy didn’t say no.
They walked along the fence that borders the Bartlett’s, and there was Scottish
Broom in bloom on the other side of the road. A trail climbed from the road to the
top of a hill and Nancy’s house. Jubal’s house was across the paddocks, and this was
where they usually parted company.
That day, Jubal followed Nancy behind a large bush, out of sight of the road. He
was a walking hard-on, and he was curious to experience a kiss from a girl who knew
something about kissing.

STUFF THAT HAUNTS ME

Stuff that haunts me—things I said and shouldn’t have, things I said I could have
said better, things I didn’t say.
Misery comes from every direction, and what am I going to do about it? I can’t
always be watching TV. I can’t expect the Kali Yuga Age to be easy. Did I think
samsara would be exhausted when John Kerry was elected?
I feel like a blind man who doesn’t know where he is. And now, a theocracy is in
ascendancy supported by the oligarchs. A Protestant reformation of a secular
humanistic government with power flowing into church pulpits, along every
roadside, in every suburb.
Right after 9-11, he Halloween boogie man himself, Osama Bin Laden, appeared
on TV, looking dapper, and addressed the American public, saying our security was
in OUR hands, not the hands of the two candidates, and I knew it would be aiding
a terrorist even to listen to him, let alone consider what he had to say, and heaven
help me, if I should want to do as he suggested. This would be like negotiating with
a terrorist.
Who was it decided it was a bad policy to negotiate with terrorists? What kind of
strategy is that? Sure, I know, no concessions. That by caving into terrorists’
demands, we fall prey to their tactics. But have we seen any letup of terrorism
because we don’t negotiate? How is this calculated?
Osama’s two demands: (1) solve the Palestinian/Israeli conflict & (2) get the fuck
out of the Near East. What’s there to negotiate?

LEAVING ON A TRIP

Leaving on a trip from Oakland to our Longvale ranch with my horse trailer and a

fourteen foot aluminum gate, drove through an aluminum gate the last time I was
at the ranch, Dad left the jeep at the bottom of the mountain, and I drove behind
his Caddy on the way up, but the dust was choking me, so I took an opportunity to
cut him off and get ahead of his dust, speeding up so he wouldn’t have to eat my
dust, and I was going about 30 around a sharp bend and drove right through the
new gate Dad had installed, of which I was unaware, so now I’m driving up 101 with
a new gate, bought with my hard-earned allowance.
Driving through Santa Rosa, there were stop lights synchronized to keep cars
coming to a halt, I was never so glad as when the freeway bypassed Santa Rosa, and
I could speed by saying adios Santa Rosa, but this time I stopped at an in-and-out
roadside restaurant, ate a hamburger, swigged a coke, listened to “Shaboom,
Shaboom” on the juke box—Sh-Boom: hey nonny ding dong alang alang alang,
boom ba-doh ba-doo ba-doodle-ay, oh life could be a dream—this was the only stop
I made, no I didn’t check to see if the gate was still there, I got in my car and headed
up the road, well, I stopped down the road from the Longvale store to unlock that
gate, and I’ve looked all along the road between my stops, and no gate, it was tilted
up at an extreme angel in the horse trailer and couldn’t have just fallen out, must’ve
been heisted when I stopped for the burger in Santa Rosa.
I was so excited when I started out knowing I had a new gate, and I could replace
the one I had busted, I’ll never catch up, I’m still paying for the wheel I tore off the
jeep the time before I drove through the gate, and I’d just gotten the outhouse
rebuilt after I burned it down when I mistakenly poured gasoline rather than
kerosene into a stack of old tires I’d thrown into the dry creek bed and lit off, blowing
myself into the air, landing on the opposite bank by the alfalfa field, sent a plume
of smoke up a couple hundred feet in the air, black billowing chimney of nauseous
burning tire smoke, singed off my eyebrows and bangs, gave me good second
degree burns on my cheeks and lips, my girlfriend about crapped when she saw me
walking out the inferno of tires and old boards I’d heaped together, my clothes
singed and sooty, my lips starting to blister, she couldn’t find anything to sooth my
condition but kisses, then thinking of her lipstick, which she proceeded to smear on
my burns, sirens in the distance, a fire truck responding, a couple of heroic firemen

looking at my clown appearance and wondering what I’d been up to, the creek
spewing clouds of black smoke, and me without a permit or an ounce of dignity.
I shrugged the whole thing off, in those days in the county no permit was needed
to do a burn, although a courtesy call to the local fire district would have been
appreciated, the firemen only hoping a house or barn wasn’t on fire or a plane
hadn’t crashed, because a light plane had crashed on the land about a mile away
the year before, and an ambulance had been summoned to help the severely
burned pilot, no telling what had caused this mighty conflagration, just me in a
pyromaniacal moment, it was not long after the firemen had left that I noticed the
outhouse was now on fire, no point in saving it, hated the stinking thing, rather
rebuilt it, a new location, new wood, fresh hole, a whole new world of bowel relief,
but not relief from the mounting amount of things to be rebuilt or replaced.
What do I have to do now? the outhouse, the gate, the wheel on the jeep, forgot
the wheel on the jeep, new tire, new rim, new wheel, lucky I didn’t damage the axle
or bend the frame when I flipped the Willys over, lucky I didn’t kill myself and my
best friends, Bill and Jerry, jeeps easy to over-steer when you’re going fast around
a corner on a mountain gravel road, logging trucks to be expected, having too much
fun driving up riverbeds, getting stuck, going back to the homestead for a tractor to
pull the jeep out, getting the tractor stuck, bogged down with water running over
the seat, getting the D4 Cat to pull the tractor and the jeep out, but the D4 can’t
help with a new wheel, flipping over going around the bend, fast, but not that fast,
slow enough for everyone to scramble out before it fell on us, sitting on our asses
in the mud, happy to be alive, glad to be in one piece, everything of a piece except
the jeep.
What’s that wheel over there? is that the spare? No, the spare’s still there, that’s
the right front, tore it right off, the Willys made it through the whole damned
Second World War, through the battle of Normandy, maybe Guadalcanal, and now
it’s wrecked by boys.

VISITING THE POET LAUREATE

Apple Valley, off Highway 116, in Sebastopol. Park on the street. Pass through
double glass doors with a sign that says to report to the nurse’s station before taking
patients off the premises. A tall, blond woman with a badge and an enticing smile
tells me David is in room 34, bed B. “ The middle bed,” she says.
On my trip down the hall, I meet people in wheelchairs, some slumped over, asleep
or not, a man in a blue shirt, drooling, trying to reach a gray towel with red piping
laying on the linoleum at his feet. The usual rest home smells of urine, antiseptic
and old age funk. But it is warm and dry inside. Bodes well, even with the demented
moaning.
David, sits upright in his wheelchair, a copy of The Sporting Green on the hospital
tray before him. There are yellow carnations and family photos at the bedside. On
the cover of the newspaper there is a photo of an excited rugby player, his arms
splayed in exultation. Apparently, England has won the world cup in rugby. A
headline to the left of the player says, “Aussies shirt Philip.”
I wonder about the meaning of “shirt” and David says the word is like “dis.” I guess
the Aussies are disgruntled.
I ask, “You mean like, maybe, I pop my cuffs at him?” I use my English persona, and
David snickers.
“I think it has more to do with taking your shirt off and waving at him,” he says.
There is a flushing sound from a toilet going on in a side room. David tells me it’s
his roommate, a Japanese man with a name that sounds like Nietzsche. Probably
not spelled like the philosopher. I ask, “Who’s in the other bed, Dostoevsky?”
Outside the window, a sparrow is eating birdseed from a feeder. I look closer at
the feeder and see that the seed has sprouted, and a small lawn is growing there. I
think of the rugby players playing on this small lawn. I can hear music from a distant
radio. The clatter of trays on a lunch cart reminds me of applause. I can see the
game in progress.

“...what with the genome, and the whole urge to create Frankenstein and the
perfect soldier, there’s so much going on right now in biology and medicine and
politics...biological warfare…”
I’m listening to myself talk to David, and he’s saying, “You don’t think they want to
produce hundreds of thousands of these monsters and let them loose against the
enemy?”
And I’m just saying, “No, but it wouldn’t be from lack of trying, and you know there
is this myth,” when Cecelia, David’s wife, walks in.
And David is saying, “Well, there’s a lot of yearning.”
And Cecelia says, “Yeah? For whom?”

BIG GAMBLE

Twenty bucks to blow in Reno. Jubal’s first shot at gambling. Money for gas, for
food and $20, to gamble.
Ardy drove them in his Karmen Gia. Ardy loves to drive. He loved to sing and drive,
and in no time, they were in Reno, biggest little city in the world.
And in no time, the $20 was blown at a Blackjack table. With only a handful of
change, Jubal then concentrated on nickel slots. And Fortune was smiling, and a
nickel hit a jackpot, and $60 worth of nickels gushed from the machine, filled the
tray, and spilled on the carpet. Jubal was jubilant.
He collected his winnings, and he collected his thoughts. Turn this $60 into a
fortune, the urge to gamble was pulling, Take the money and run, the urge to retire
was pushing.
Roulette is a wicked game, and the click of the ball was inescapable. While Ardy

matched cards with a scantily dressed dealer, Jubal rubbed elbows with the Monte
Carlo crowd.
Big imaginings, but a small stakes betting system. Jubal’s idea was to double up on
the bets he lost to maintain his original capital. He played the outside with 25¢ chips
placed on black or red. By this means Jubal increased his bankroll to $300.
Ardy was impressed. Ardy was ahead by a few dollars, and the two gamblers
decided to go upstairs to the casino’s restaurant and have lunch, eat steaks and
drink a bottle of wine. So, they did that.
On the floor, after lunch, the tables turned. Jubal, following his system with the
dementia of a drunken sea captain, cast his fate upon the waters of chance and
found himself wrecked by nine losing turns of the wheel. First, 25¢ doubled is 50¢;
second, 50¢ doubled is $1.00; 3) $1 is 2; 4) 2 is 4; then, 4 is 8; 8 is 16; 16 is 32; 32 is
64; 64 is 128; and soon enough, the 9th turn, a lost $128 bet requires $256 to
redeem it; and it also means that after eight doubled bets, Jubal had lost $255.75,
which, minus the cost of lunch was all he had. It had been a gamble, not a really big
gamble, but it had been a big lesson in the vagaries of chance.
On the way out of the casino, Ardy said, “Well, we had a good lunch.”

TOO MUCH INFORMATION

Three times this week I’ve been called Michael. I’m introduced, or I introduce
myself, as Jubal, but the next thing they call me is Michael, so I’ve developed this
rejoinder—”It’s Jubal. Michael is an Archangel. Jubal was a descendant of Cain.” I
suppose there’s a little sarcasm in my tone. I try to keep my voice flat, so the irony
will be apparent, but it’s hard to punish a Buddhist nun for her absentmindedness.
We’re in Mendocino, at The Children’s Garden, a lodge-pole constructed building
I’m told was originally a Zendo. Energy radiates from the children’s drawings on the
walls. The toilet is kid-sized. The moon’s light shines through the skylights. Ani Yeshe

is about to give her “Doing a Three-year Retreat” talk & slideshow. She has a digital
projector attached to her computer.
I’ve set her zafu and zabuton near the wood stove because this nun still gets cold,
even after living in a leaky yurt in the Arizona desert for three years, doing mantras
in the sagebrush among longhorn steers, coyotes and rattlesnakes. One nun in the
group got bit and had to break her retreat and leave the boundaries she had set, a
yurt encircled by a six-foot fence, bit on the ankle in her garden, a rock garden looks
harmless, nice even rows of sand, not looking at that curled configuration on the
rock, carried to the emergency room after hobbling forty yards to the main house,
lucky she was on the perimeter of the compound, not supposed to be walking with
a leg full of poison, but she didn’t want to disturb the other nuns and break their
retreat.
Ani Yeshe only found out about her sister during the next month of group study,
still in silence, she got a note which explained the whole episode, maybe too much
information, but the details altered her perception of being contained in a sphere
of natural mind, to the reality of the jungle, referred to in the texts as samsara,
illusion takes on new meaning when you are in pain and fear death’s fang. Torma
studies, thanka painting, sand mandalas and translation of The Heart Sutra, then
another month of layabout, doing the Nyondro, one hundred thousand recitations
of Vajrasattva’s hundred syllable mantra, one hundred thousand mandala offerings,
one hundred thousand raisings of bodhichitta, the one hundred thousand refuges
done while she’s doing her one hundred thousand full-bodied prostrations, the
second year, two months layabout, one month study, lay about is practice session
after practice session, Sutra and Tantra, mantra and study, the third year, three
months of solo practice and one month of group practice, and out to three years,
three months, three weeks, three days, three hours, three minutes and three
seconds just to finish the three year retreat and come to Mendocino to reveal her
presence, sitting like a mountain, like she’s taken the king’s throne, a lot of
information processed, now clear and focused.
“Do you consider meditation to be the most important part of Buddhism?”

“Finally, there is no meditation, only virtue and purification,” she replies.
“In what context do you consider your morality?”
“In the context of the six perfections. Meditation can only be accomplished with
virtue, with that and purification, allowing compassion to arise unhindered. Purity
is skillful means.”
Another log is added to the fire. Old hippies sitting in a circle in a kindergarten
listening to a teacher tell a tale that has been told since the first fire was built, how
to be patient, to keep focus, to relax, how to handle bliss when it arises, to
understand the reptilian impulse and the surreal flickering of images on the cave
wall which portend the light outside the cave, the intensity of clear vision in our
mind-stream, that all accomplishments and possessions are illusory and how
concrete are the karmic conditions which hold us in the grip of existence, our sense
of mortality being the first realization along the path towards liberation.
I tell Ani Yeshe about my breaking both legs by falling off the roof in a rainstorm.
“But maybe that’s too much information,” I say.
“No,” she says, “there’s sixty-four thousand things going on in a single thought.
That’s a lot of information, Michael.”

FIFTEEN MINUTES LATE AND THE BATTERY IS DEAD

Fifteen minutes late, and the battery is dead. And he’s supposed to take the Lama
to catch his plane. He climbs the hill to the main house, a half-mile, hot, dusty,
saying mantras, hoping the local mountain lion won’t pounce on him. He imagines
a scenario: “Where’s Jubal. Go look for him. Report back.” Later, “Jubal’s been eaten
by a mountain lion. Nothing left but a leg bone, but it’ll make a great thigh bone
trumpet.”
He climbs the hill, rounds the bend, thinking how it’s always something. He sees

the luggage on the front porch. This Lama doesn’t travel light. A roll of thankas,
Tibetan paintings, and four black suitcases. Maybe he should prostate up the
driveway. Full body. Do guru yoga mantras. No, no time for this. Just say there’s
going to be a delay. Phone a friend. Get a jump. Hope there’s time. The Lama nods.
His English is good, says, “I gave myself an extra hour in case of such a contingency.”
Jubal has a reprieve, returns to the van to wait. Half an hour, a jump-start, and
they’re on their way.
Driving through the village of Gem, there’s a stack of elk antlers in front of a
tannery. A sign says, “The buck stops here.” Jubal points to the antlers, and the
Lama’s mantra machine kicks into overdrive. They travel further, the mantras at a
low hum, and a rainbow arcs across the road ahead of them. “Wow, Rinpoche, you
liberated a whole herd of elk.” Not a mile further down the road, a bolt of lightening
shoots straight down from the sky in the distance. Incredulous, Jubal guesses either
one of the elk was rejected in nirvana or the Durango Airport has been obliterated
by a flying saucer.
No, the airport is intact. He parks in the short-term parking section. Unloads the
bags. Grabs a cart to ferry the luggage to the terminal. The Lama is in fine form,
doing a little shuffle. Jubal watches a pair of tennis shoes move in small steps in a
circle. A little Lama dance to propitiate the local deity. Not much time to spare, but
the flight is on time, and Jubal is feeling only mildly fatigued. They are in line, and
Jubal thinks, The battery slowed us, but all the obstacles have been removed. How
does he do it?
After they are checked in and are walking towards security, Jubal notices the Lama
has a purba on his belt under his robe. A purba is a triangular-shaped dagger made
of iron and brass, eight or nine inches in length, used to slay demons. No way it can
get past a metal detector without sounding an alarm. Jubal is sure they will never
let him on board with that, but Jubal is not one to interrupt the Lama. The Lama
marches right through security without the purba being noticed. He didn’t check it
in, didn’t show it to anyone. Walked right through the metal detector. Jubal stood
in the visitor’s section. The Lama turned and waved and was gone across the
causeway.

Telling this story later, Jubal says, “Half the time it doesn’t seem this man is even
in his body, and the other half of the time, he doesn’t seem to even be on this
planet.” And he quotes Jigme Lingpa: “Through signs one comes to believe. Through
faith one comes to understand.”
Jubal recites mantras on the way home. All blessings flow from the teacher.

DILLARD

Dillard had given up on living simply. He moved from his cabin in Weston,
Massachusetts, and headed for California. He had been living near Walden Pond in
a carriage house behind his daughter and son-in-law’s farmhouse. A place has
power, but when Dillard first set foot in the carriage house, he knew it would not
be his final home.
“You’ll like it, Dad,” Joy had said. “It has an indoor pump and a catalytic toilet.”
“What’s a catalytic toilet?” Dillard asked.
“They use them in Alaska, where they have permafrost and can’t dig a hole for an
outhouse. It fries your turds in a metal box. Anyway, you won’t have to disturb us
by coming in and using the bathroom, and you’ll have the whole place to yourself
during the day, while Sam and I are at the lab and Tim and Con are at school.”
“Well, it’s good of you to give an old man a place to rest his weary bones and get
his bearings.”
“Now, Dad,” Joy said, consolingly, “I’ll make us some coffee.”
What I have, Dillard thought, what I have is a great family in this time of terror
and promise. The world is collapsing, and the cities are vomiting up their loneliness,
and even as I recognize the rot, and the years pass, I still find I have a stubborn joy.
He puffed through his nose at the pun on his daughter’s name. The stars were
coming out—huge, remote eyes in the sky. Dillard needed something new, to know

nature in its muddled leafiness.
The smell of coffee awoke Dillard from his dim vision. A car passed on the highway,
and there was the sound of a bird that sounded like a bird imitating a seagull. Dillard
couldn’t see this bird hidden by dense leaves, but he was sure if he saw it, it would
be big. Real big.
The screen door clattered. “Here we are,” said Joy. “You know, Dad, you’ll be living
just down the road from Walden Pond, where Henry David Thoreau stayed. They’ve
rebuilt his cabin, and what with donated materials they managed to keep the cost
of building it to his original budget of $29. So, you can live here like Thoreau. Hoe a
few bean rows and think transcendental thoughts.”
Dillard had figured it out. With no rent payment, he would be able to get along on
his Social Security check and the interest off his modest investments. He could walk
along the Ol’ Post Road and dream of the Redcoats coming. He could sit in the
tavern and josh with the locals. Like Thoreau, he could wonder, “By fronting Nature,
what truths are revealed?” So, he settled down to a simple life. He wrote in his
journal:
7:00 Joy has her son, Tim, standing by the stone fence, awaiting his bus.
7:30 Joy drives Con to his pre-school.
8:15 Sam heads for work at Brandeis University in nearby Waltham.
8:30 Joy takes the second car to her laboratory where she and Sam do research in
neurobiology.
“What exactly does plasticity of the synaptic and intrinsic properties of cortical
neurons and circuits mean?” he had asked. After a few minutes listening to Joy try
to explain, he wished he had never asked.
Both Joy and Sam have recently been promoted to full professorships—two jewels
in the University’s crown of academic achievement. Dillard had asked, “Well, Ms.
Professor, what are you going to do after you figure out how the neuron in the
synapse works?”
His daughter smiled. “Oh, I might give up science and write a novel or become a

full-time environmental activist.”
(And this is the novel—the novel I’m writing about my Dad. I feel like I’m inside of
a coffin. The inside of this coffin is slightly longer than my father’s corpse. Imagine
if it was the other way around.)
So, as I was saying, my name is Dillard Adam Street, and I have been dead for a
long time, and my daughter is writing a novel about me. At first, I didn’t like it, dying,
but now I like it. I’m only sad that everyone can’t be dead at the same time. But
that’s ok. It’s ok that people come and go.
Finally, I just had to go. I had to go back to California. Simple enough. I couldn’t die
near Walden Pond. Just not right for me. I tried to live the simple life—cut my
coupons, count my change, putter around the garden, be a grandpa—but it wasn’t
me. Certainly, a story must not reference itself, and neither should an old man.
“The skeleton of a story shouldn’t show through,” my editor said.

THE INTERVIEW

The application asks his age. If he puts down nineteen, they will never hire him. If
he puts down twenty-one, they’ll never believe him. Jubal is nineteen and looks it.
A hick from the west coast in the Big Apple looking for work at IBM. Jubal was
impressed by the typewriters in front of the building. Frank O’Hara had likely
written a poem on one of these typewriters on his way back to work as curator of
MOMA, and now Jubal was applying for a position in the same building.
He’s sure that filling out this application is a big waste of time. He won’t even get
an interview, let alone be hired to train as a salesman or a repairman like his friend,
Bradford. Bradford had flown from San Francisco to Kennedy and taken a train to
Connecticut. But Bradford was back, had returned to his day job as a watchman on
the Campanile in Berkeley. While he was gone, a grad student had jumped off the
tower, and now there was a hubbub about the symbolic nature of this monument.

A campus psych prof had proclaimed the dynamic created between the phallus of
the tower and the breast-shaped arcs of the Golden Gate Bridge created a tension
that worked on people with unstable personalities to leap to their deaths. Nothing
about a fall from that height being sure to cause death as a motivating factor.
Bradford was back, but he wasn’t going to sell typewriters. He was going to get an
master’s in mathematics.
Jubal, on the other hand, in New York, nineteen, with a pregnant wife, needs a job.
So, he puts down 24, that he has a BA in English and lists his job experience: Retail
clerk at Norsco in Pinole. Jubal thinks, “The first thing they’re going to ask is
‘Where’s Pinole?’”

WHAT COMES NEXT?

What comes next? Betrayal, theft, disease, some calamity, you can be sure. Or what
comes next might be appetizing. Make a cake. Jubal’s birthday, tomorrow. Bake him
a spice cake and decorate it with Timmy’s tiny army men. He’s into the army right
now, so into this war. Flags everywhere. I told him, “Your American flag decal is not
going to get you into heaven.” He just stared and said, “Well, my ‘Earth In Upheaval’
license plate holder might.”
He’s got a point. Seems like worlds are colliding. Saved by the bell from another
Columbine massacre at Shaker Heights. The kids had shotguns and dynamite. That
boy shot on the bus last week. Another car bomb in the suburbs. Another flight
canceled. Next, they’ll require everyone submit a full profile to any airline you plan
to fly on. Metal detectors in pre-schools. Lie detector tests. “No, I’m not supplying
him with sugar. How much television? Four hours, no not more than four hours.
Four hours, that’s it.”
Better to have the violence on TV than on the streets. That was Shakespeare’s
theory. Show the blood. Seemed a good idea, in theory. Go ahead, gouge out

Gloucester’s eyes, but then, Peckinpah made the blood gush. Pioneered those
gadgets that make blood shoot out like the bullet hit an artery. And Tarantino takes
bloodletting on the screen to a whole new level. Why violence works on the screen
is our surprise that we are just bags of liquid and air, our sense of being contained,
and then we’re leaking, shocks us, gives us a thrill. Anything that moves on the
screen IS the movie, holds our attention, enraptures us.
Maybe we should eat out, tonight, get some hamburgers. Eat some burgers with
mad cow disease. No, I’m going to bake a nice spice cake. A spice cake with white
frosting. Just frosting. And while it’s baking, I’m going down to the creek and
meditate. I’ve got an hour.
A flood came through. Lots of trash on the banks. Looks like the contents of a
supermarket, all these shopping carts, and that tattered sleeping bag hanging in the
branches, the belongings of a homeless person’s camp washed downstream. Pussy
willow and blackberry bushes and the stalks of last year’s anise reflect in the water,
but there doesn’t seem to be a lot of life in the water. A silent spring look.
Limbs and vines, a slab of blue plastic, reflected, the water clear, hardly a ripple,
and the reflections, perfect, until a breeze ripples the surface and slightly warps the
images. Sights deceive us, like yesterday in the Coffee Catz, a man with a trim beard
working at his laptop next to a younger man with a ponytail sharpening old razors
on a whetstone. The younger man asks the waiter for vegetable oil and is brought
some 3-in-1, and the man at his computer looks confused, does this coffeehouse
serve oil? Maybe the other man knows the owner, and it is just his luck to sit next
to a man sharpening razors, while he surfs on his computer.
I have a thirst, and I keep coming to this cafe to drink tea, and the man with the
trim beard drinks coffee, and the other man is served oil, whatever, the world
cruises along its path, me sitting on this log by the creek, and the sap in the vines
rising, and I feel love for strangers, even The Shrub, feel loving kindness, so I breathe
the spring air, knowing that the love I’m feeling is real, and the “so” is such a big
word, means volition, means cause and effect, means by the force of my argument
to change the effect and be the cause, because I’m bound by my lifestyle, and I can

only be unbound by joy and compassion, and the leaves turn, and the rain falls, and
the creek fills, and the homeless...Jubal will be home soon...
I’d better check the cake, the cake, God, the cake, and after that, what?

ZEN GARDEN, TAOIST LAKE

Coming home, hot and irritable from a long day at work, I park in the alley because
it’s close to my garden, and the four ‘o’ clocks have closed.
Walking along the checkered path, I mingle with the ghosts. Suit and tie, my hair
slicked down, I’m totally freaked. I’m going to turn to magic.
Not going to look at my stuff. Bogus, that’s me. “Bug off,” I say. Where I live, in the
suburbs, everybody’s shit’s the same color.
The wind chimes by my window chime, and in my dream, I am a fireman, so I
scramble out of bed and jump into my gear. I’m sure there’s a conspiracy to change
the color of the grass.
“Been there and back—and I’ve got the love handles to prove it.” It’s the middle
of the night, and I go outside to piss. Hypnotized by the Big Dipper, I pee on my
shoe.
A flood, big enough to carry me across the continent. Terrific and inexhaustible.
Charged with the energy of a Death Star. I stand on my front porch awaiting
obliteration.
Left no footprints. No reflection. No rustle. No point in searching. Poof. Gone.

FROM THE JOURNAL OF DOUG OPORTA

It’s cold out here. Freezing. The county has still to show. This is the end of Svenson
Road. He said to park at the T. It dead ends at 4th Parallel. So this is the place. I
should be back in the Public Safety Building at my desk. God, I should be in Kauai
on the beach. Give me a warm day with Persephone poking her head out from the
Underground. Shit, that’s poetic. Where is the county? This is the city line. Svenson
ends at 4th Parallel. That hayfield is in the county.
Remember: they may not want to negotiate. Remember: keep my temper. What
reward is there in only being nice to my friends?
I feel like my flesh is frozen. Like the blood is frozen in my skull. Be home with my
family. My house. My mortgage. Dollars. Value. Shrinkage. Transparent accounting,
that’s what I need. What’s it going to cost to run a gas line across that hayfield?
Wow, three vanity plates together: SOUNDBT, YYYKNOT, THAJNX, and later, a
student driver car with a license plate that reads PRAY4US.
Good show on Nova on the Shroud of Turin. How does it function? What covered
the past? Stain or electrons? Perfect negative. There’s a car. Is that him? Keeps
going. Cloud of unknowing.
Get back in my car and listen to the radio. Shit. My clipboard in the back seat.
There it is. Fill out this form. Send out a surveyor. Sign painter. We can do that in
the city shop. Control this situation. The county. Control my appetite. Another
donut in the bag. Coffee still warm in the thermos. Colon, elimination, my past, my
future, my identity, in fact, intact, unless I’m attacked by vampires. Ug. Heard Bob
talking about a movie he saw about a diabetic vampire, who took his blood sugar
level with one of those thingamabobs, read 590, had to shoot up at the table. Great
that Bob has an old tube amp, listening to the Rasamovsky Quartets was a treat.
I bit my arm. I sucked my blood. I cried out: “A sail! A sail!” Shit, is the county guy
ever going to arrive?
Step out. Walk over to the street sign. He shouldn’t have promised so much.
Problem of the shroud. No other meeting on my calendar. It was because it is good

for us. What kind of logic is that? Oops, tangled in a wire. There, free. Fits into my
record of failure. The music resonates in the abdomen’s core. He’ll comes here
soon, or…
Seems my dog never eats. He may eat when I’m not looking. Dogs might die if I
don’t look. Can dogs look up? Here’s a license plate reads J30, which is the same as
the model number of this car. What kind of car is this? Funny insignia. Must be
foreign, but what’s up with this vanity plate? It’s like a file with “file” written on it.
Someone asleep in the front seat. Oh, shit, it’s the county.

WHAT HAPPENED NEXT

What happened next was to defy anything I had ever expected, and as usual, I was
completely unprepared. Fat chance I was going to spend the evening cuddling with
Fanny, watching Kill Bill Vol. 1. The kitchen was buzzing with flies, and there was a
stench, which I recognized as something decomposing.
A touch of awareness kicked in as I entered the room. This was not the kitchen as
I remembered it. What are these flies doing here? I wondered. How did they get in
the house? The door to the back porch was open, and it was dark there. Louder fly
noise from that direction.
I walked over and flipped on the light. Nada. Flies. Lots of them, coming through a
tear in the screen door. Must be something dead under the porch.
Flashlight. One in the car. Better get that before I go any further. Fanny called from
the front room, “Jubal, what are you doing?”
“I’m going out to the garage.”
“Bring in a bottle of wine, if you’re going out there,” she said.
“Right-O,” I signaled back, but the wine would have to wait.
My curiosity was working overtime. Even my tabby’s curiosity had peaked. He

rubbed his body against my leg, my trusty sidekick. I got my torch, and we follow
our noses and the buzzing. It’s a big house, built over a hundred years ago, built of
brick. Most of the houses in this town are built of brick, the clay mined from the
quarry where the rodeo & fairgrounds now sit, fairground built to celebrate the
resurrection of the town after the 1896 fire. The town grew out of its ashes like a
Phoenix. Mythical bird. Didn’t expect to find one rotting under my porch.
I spoke to the tabby. “Scratch, is that the rotting corpse of a mythical bird or not?”
Scratch looked and sniffed. “It’s not a peacock or an ostrich or a dodo—those are
real birds, although the dodo is now extinct—no, this is not a real bird, this is a
Phoenix, and a Phoenix is a mythical bird. A bird of the imagination. A bird in the
dimension of pure qualities. It’s a bird that arises once in an eon, and is supposed
to rise from its own ashes. Only, this bird is rotting.”
Scratch look at me and back at the Phoenix, seeming to say, “Yes, I can smell. Its
corpse is rank.”
I went on. “It’s fouling up my house. What goes here?”
There was a wooden chair by the step, and I used that to prop open the screen
door. Then, I turned on the ceiling fan in the kitchen and waved my arms at the flies.
“Out, out,” I said, excitedly. I had been looking for my fourth mystical beast in the
game Five Great Karmas. I had Psyche’s Anthill in the garden, and I had a Griffin in
the garage. Fanny had slain all but my last Basilisk, the last still her role to realize.
And now, a Phoenix! Rare. Not easily encountered. Harder to contain, but
possible—there were ways. High-test asbestosteel lining a living porcelain
sarcophagus. Three months in the making once it’s ordered from McHammermil.
I’d always expected to get a sighting before I would order one. This is different. A
body in this summer heat turns to compost fast. So, now what? And how did a
Phoenix become mortal?
The flies seemed to understand my gesticulations. Only a couple remained,
buzzing by the sink. I was totally buzzed myself, projecting my next move. Thrown
off balance. Expecting new activity ahead.
“Jubal,” Fanny called, “don’t forget the wine!”

UNREAL REALITY
Why should intent or reason, born in me,
make sins, else equal, in me more heinous?
John Donne (from “If Poisonous Minerals”)
Having given up stealing, I can recount the details of the experience that led me to
make that decision. My name is Jubal Dolan. I am named after my grandfather, a
man who skirted the law on more than one occasion. The events of my story took
place in Berkeley in the early 1960s. I had dropped out of college and was hard up
for cash, so I took to stealing books from one bookstore and selling them to another.
Not a lucrative enterprise, but it kept me in cigarettes and coffee.
Although there were many bookstores near campus in those days, there were not
so many that I could avoid repeating my crime in the same store within a short time,
and it was inevitable that a clerk would notice the pattern of a long-haired figure in
black entering and departing the store without making a purchase or who would
appear at another time with a book to sell. I was not the only “fringie” who
practiced this trick, so clerks were on the lookout for shoplifters. I later became a
bookseller, so I can appreciate the damage the loss of one volume does to the
integrity of an inventory.
I took a large volume called Macroeconomic Theory. Made a bulge in my overcoat.
Got caught on my way to the door. Thought, “Should have known better,” but it
was too late for this thought to do me any good. The clerk was angry. He told
another clerk to phone the police, and it was here, while he was looking away, I had
another choice to make. I could have kicked my captor in the shin and bolted.
Perhaps, I was weary, but a Raskolinkovian need for punishment arose in my heart.
I thought like this at that time. One minute I thought it was my duty to help
redistribute capitalist wealth and the next I was duty bound to suffer. I let myself
be arrested and taken to the city police station to be booked and jailed.

When my jailer escorted me to my cell, he said, “We’ll put you in here; you two
have a lot in common.” In the lower bunk was a figure in the shadows, so I took the
upper bunk. Metal walls with rivets, green paint, wool blanket, no sheets, no pillow,
an unflushed toilet, a mute for a companion—it would be home, for now. Time for
reflection, time for remorse.
It is not wise to ask another prisoner what they’re in for. If they volunteer
information, fine, but don’t pry into another’s sorrow. After we had a supper that
looked like meatloaf covered in library paste, my cellmate spoke, “Before you
arrived, I had the upper bunk. I don’t remember the face of the man who was here,
but after he left, I took his place.”
He went on, “I will tell you my story. Stop me if I get off track. You look like a student
at the University. I was one once, but I flunked out. I had nowhere to go, so I stayed
in the area. This may sound familiar. I heard what the jailer said. Curious. I assume
he meant that our crimes were similar. I stole from stores. Books were my specialty,
because you can trade them for cash. I got brazen and tried to sell a book back to
the same store I had stolen it from without even leaving the premises. The clerk
just looked at me and laughed, although I doubt he found it funny. Then, he called
the cops. I could have fled, but I had a feeling of guilt, like Saint Augustine, and
waited patiently for the patrol car to arrive, and here I am.”
Incredible. It was my own story. Maybe I dead and had gone to hell. Maybe it was
a weird coincidence. Maybe I was crazy. I was mulling this over, when the jailer
called a name. It sounded like Yaqub Almansur. The cell door was unlocked; my
companion put on his coat and left. I only saw the back of his head. I waited awhile,
and then I took the lower bunk.

A CUP OF TEA
All things that can occur to a man, from the moment of his birth to the
moment of his death, have been predetermined by him.

–Arthur Schopenhauer

I live in the forest. I have not always lived here. At one time, I lived on the other
side of the village; but now I live here, on this side.
Nobody really knows me. There are rumors that I am crazy, but I pay that no mind.
Most of the time, I am happy. My body is tanned, and my beard, once red, is now
white. I am content with things as they are.
There is no lock on my door. I put a board against it to keep out the wind. I do not
think of women. When there are none about, it is best to think of other things.
Once, I wooed a girl, but that did not work out. Besides, it is not germane to my
story.
“Germane,” that word gives me away. I have had education, and I have tried my
hand at poetry; but I will try to tell this story in a straight-forward way and stick, as
best I can, to the old language.
The winter has been mild. There have been travelers on the road above my cabin,
unusual for this time of year. I was making tea in the evening, when I heard a knock.
I opened the door, and a gray-haired woman in a red cape with a hood stood at my
threshold. “It is cold, and I need shelter,” she said.
I could see that it had started to snow again, so I closed and braced the door after I
let her enter. “It is warm by the fire,” I said. “Would you like a cup of tea?”
“Ah, tea, yes; tea would be lovely.”
“Take the chair. Make yourself comfortable. The water is hot. I just need to find
another cup and get the tea.”
“I have tea,” she said. “I am a tea merchant, and I always have samples on hand.”
She had removed her cape and draped it over the chair. Although her face showed
age, she had retained a youthful figure. On a strap over her shoulder was a small
bag. She sat it on the earthen floor and undid the clasp. The bag held yet other
bags, each with a tag or label.

“I have blends that will revitalize your spirit,” she claimed, “teas for extra energy
and teas of exquisite flavor. Some are worth of the palaces of India.”
She certainly was a saleswoman. “I don’t know,” I said, “it’s late; a tea to help me
sleep would be fine.”
“I am Gwen.”
“I am Ezra.”
And we had tea.
Having infrequent visitors led me to be talkative. Our conversation was animated
and moved from topic to topic, finally settling on food. She talked with a foreign
vocabulary, and I could not understand all her thoughts. There were terms such as
vitamins, fatty acids, immunity systems, molecular effects, metabolism, omegas. I
remember her saying, “We need to open up to infinity, if we are to become infinity.”
I felt at a loss, as I listened, so I followed my intuition. When she wound down, I
said, “It seems to me that no matter what you eat, if your digestion is good, your
stool is firm and regular, your urine has its usual odor, your fingernails are pliant,
your gums don’t bleed, your lungs are strong and your pulse strong, you are
probably healthy. Primitive man ate what you call organic, and his life was short
and brutish. One may eat regular meals with a balanced diet and still live a life of
misery. Besides, when your number is up, it’s up.”
She looked at me a long while and said, “You Ancients have these notions. And how
do you feel?”
I sensed my feet were numb, and my legs felt icy. I tried to stand, but my body
began to shake. I tried to take a step and fell. I overturned my cup, and my tea
spilled. “The tea!”
“Yes,” she whispered, “the tea is poisoned. I avenge the death of King Benzra, who
is the man you murdered. You coveted the Mirror of Odin which has two sides. Life
is one side, and I am the other.”
She left me sitting by the fire, and I am dead.

.

.

.

You may wonder how this is written. As I said, there are rumors that I am crazy.
And this condition has the advantage of second sight. I wrote these words before
the events took place.
If I could see this coming, why did I not avoid my fate? The king mentioned by Gwen
once commanded me to write him an epic poem, and I spent many sleepless nights
at my task. My muse finally led me to compose a poem of a single word.
I intoned this poem to the king, alone, and afterwards he gave me a dagger to kill
myself, while he gave up his kingdom and took to the road as a beggar. As for killing
myself, I found this difficult to do. I left the world behind for these woods, but
nothing is simply done. This once and future king returned, and I gave him a fitting
reception with my ax. And now, it is my turn.
As for the word; the word is for me to know and for you to find out.

“Sam”
Jampa Dorje
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Foreword: A Horatio Alger Story

In writing my first essay at Cal, Berkeley, in 1959, for Thomas Parkinson, I was
assigned to write “My Home.” I was flummoxed, so I tried humor: “We Denners
have always lived in dens.” I might have been channeling our ancestors, the
Denisovans, who are an extinct species of archaic human that ranged across Asia
during the Paleolithic I did my best. I turned in the Blue Book. Professor Parkinson
did not find it funny, and he held my work up as an example of the worst essay he
had ever read. A distinction in its way, I suppose. The subject was too big. I was not
up to the task. As I look back, I have been authoring this essay over and over since
that failed attempt. However, after I began to write about my dad, I begin to
understand the complexity of this essay, as well as its simplicity.
Let’s begin with our name. Who are these Denners and from whence did they
come?—
William Shakespeare said, “What’s in a name? That which we call a rose; by any
other name would smell so sweet.”
From what I glean from genealogy, family names, second names, evolved in the
Middle Ages. A name might come from an occupation, a blacksmith was called
Smith, a miller, Miller. A cook in one town was not necessarily related to a Cook in
another town. A name might come from a location where you lived. Larry Rivers.
Patronymics come into play. Many names end in –son. Thomas Parkinson might
have had a great-great grandfather who was a grounds keeper. A guy might be named
after a physical characteristic: he could be black, brown, or white, all of which are
common names. Early on, surnames derived from places and names evolving from
personal characteristics became hereditary.
The surname Denner appears to be patronymic. Research (using the Soundex
System) shows that it can be associated with the Germans, meaning, “descendant of
Denihart (mighty Dane).”
I looked “Denner” up in the Encyclopedia Britannica to find out if there were any
historical characters with this name.
There is Johann Christoph Denner, an 18th century musical instrument maker, who
lived in Nuremburg. He and his son, Jacob, are said to have innovated the speaker

key which gave the clarinet a larger register.
There is Balthasar Denner, a German painter, who lived between 1685 and 1749.
Here’s a fragment of a critique of one of his works: “His head of an old woman in a
fur, with its blurred depth of focus and incredibly fine detailing of the skin, is an
extraordinary tour de force.”
And there is the Polish-born French motion-picture actor, Charles Denner (19261995), who was best known for his role as the lascivious title character in François
Truffaut’s 1977 film, The Man Who Loved Women. I look like him.
So, cool, there are Denners from different lines of Great Danes.
The Denner coat of arms, as documented in Rietstap’s Armorial General, when
translated, reads: “The Shield—Divided Vertically: 1) Silver, a gold hatchet placed
vertically: 2) Blue, a gold hatchet placed vertically. Above the shield and helmet is
the crest which is a gold hatchet between two gold wings, the outside feathers on the
right wing are silver and the ones on the left wing are blue.
Nice, but Dad’s parents were not from the aristocracy. Dad was an Iowan farm boy,
and there is something of the earth associated with this designation. The rural. The
provincial. Rough stock. Illiterate. But it also conveys the idea of challenging work,
of solid enterprise. The backbone of America. Health. Fitness. Family values.
A Denner lineage: Great grandfather, George Denner, born 1831, died 1890. Great
grandmother Elizabeth, born November 14, 1833, died February 12, 1912. Both born
in Baeirn, Germany. Twenty-eight grandchildren from six sons: George, John, Will,
Walter, Chris, and Frank. Frank was Dad’s dad.
Lenora Dockendorf, the daughter-in-law of Agness Denner Dockendorf, visited my
parents in Berkeley near the end of WW II. She reported that George and Elizabeth
Denner were married in 1859, she supposed in Baeirn, as people usualy married in
their own community in those days. She also knew that Chris and Walter Denner
married sisters from the Chicago area.
Asked how she was connected to our family, she said, “Ray Dockendorf’s mother
was John Denner’s daughter, so Sam and I are first cousins.” As far as she knew, the
only living relatives she had left, in 1945, were Sam, Ruth and Elmer. Ruth was
Sam’s sister and Elmer was a cousin.

(Insert family picture)

Frank, Will, George, Walter, Chris & John
George
& Lena
Arthur
Edward
Ada
John
& Lizzie
Joe
Agness
Ted
Loretta
Minnie
Clara
Clarence
Henry
Will
& Reika
Bill
Ida
Lenora
Reynold
Leo
Elmer

Alma
Alfrieda
Herbert
George
Elizabeth (died at age 11)
Walter
& Susie
Gertrude
Norbert
Carl
Chris
& Helen
Alvin
Frank (June 15, 1872 to Dec. 13, 1946)
& Evelyn, neé Cowdell, (August 17, 1874 to November 25?, 1968)
May
Sam
Ruth
A baby sister died
And how am I connected to this family? Biologically, I’m not. I was adopted. Dad
and Mom had no offspring of their own. The only male offspring in Frank’s line,
besides Dad, was a boy, a nephew of Dad’s by his sister, Ruth, named David, born
in 1942, who died at age 30 from a heart attack caused by diabetes. So, I carry the
Denner name from this branch of the family, as does my son, Theodore Dylan, and
his sons, Kyle and Ty.
Who were my biological parents? Don’t know. Don’t care. My daughter, Kirsten,
asked my Mom about them once. Mom told her, cryptically, that my father was a
musician. I was born in 1941, a couple weeks before Pearl Harbor was attacked by
the Japanese. Thus, officially, I am not really a War Baby. I’m more a part of the
Lost Generation, the tail end of the Great Depression generation.

My various psychotherapists have asked if I was interested in who my natural
parents were, but I have told them that I have the best parents you could imagine. As
a Tibetan Buddhist, I feel I must have chosen my biological parents because I knew
they would put me up for adoption in Santa Clara County Hospital, so the Denners
would adopt me and take me to Berkeley. Berkeley is a big piece of the puzzle.
My mom told me a story. When the baby broker at the adoption agency called her,
she told Mom they had a baby for her, but that I was “black.” Mom said she didn’t
care, she’d take what they had. That’s how wonderful my mom is. Tulku Orgyen told
me I was very lucky. “You had two mothers. One bore you, and one nurtured you.”
And the same goes for my dad.
Besides, I can daydream about being the love child of Leopold Stowkowski and
Louise Brooks. I don’t have to know the sordid truth. I’m the Denner Poet.
In my essay, written for the descendant of the grounds keeper who taught Freshman
English at Cal, I proposed that the origin of the Denner name was based on a physical
place, a den, which is a retired place, like a cave and serves as the home of a beast.
We Denners have inhabited such places since Paleolithic times.
I had several bright ideas. Since my father’s name was “Sam” and I was Sam’s son,
I was sure I was connected to the biblical strong man, Samson. I watched the movie
Samson, with Victor Mature, four times with fascination. I wanted to be a “long
hair.”
I think about Dad, and I realize he lived through the whole of the Twentieth Century,
from 1900 to 1998. This was a period where America became a world power. The
American Century. Dad survived it, lucky him.
One reason he survived it was because of the year he was born, 1900. This meant
that he was too young for the First World War and too old for the Second World War,
wars of slaughter unlike the world had ever experienced.
Dad was the first in his family to get a college education. Received a master’s degree
in animal Husbandry from the University of Minnesota. Wrote his thesis on the
utilization of barley as a grain in the fattening of cattle. Survived the Great
Depression. Survived the Atomic Age. Survived the Cold War. Was a fan of Ronald
Reagan. If anything, it was the Information Age that got him, this and the fact that
his body finally wore out. I asked his Doctor, “What did he die of, Doctor?” The
reply? “Old age.”

I’ll say it again. I had great parents. This is, of course, a purely subjective judgment
on my part, but I believe my dad embodied, and my mom still embodies great virtues.
As a Buddhist, I endeavor to realize the Six Perfections: Generosity, Patience,
Morality, Diligence, Meditation and Wisdom.
Dad drew his moral discipline from the Masonic Code. He believed in the exercise
of brotherly love, in the necessity of relieving those in distress, and in the
promulgation of truth. He tried to embody the Four Cardinal Virtues: Temperance,
Fortitude, Prudence and Justice. As a Contemplative Mason, he learned to subdue
his passions and be inspired with the most exalted ideas of the perfection of the
Divine Creator. Dad and I might have argued over the role of deity in the universe,
but beyond that, we’d be in total agreement about right conduct. One thing I can say
for sure, Dad was not a hypocrite. He walked his talk.
I can tell from the early photos that Dad was a caring parent. He spent a lot of time
with me. I can remember sitting on his lap and him reading stories. I can’t remember
what he read, but I know he did.
My dad could be stern, but I can only remember being spanked once, when he
returned from one of his business trips, and Mom informed him that I had been
unruly. But, usually I’d get a stern warning from Dad, a threat to restrict me in some
way, a promise of punishment, and I’d come back into tow.
It wasn’t until the late 50s, my teenage years, that I began to act out some of my
dad’s worse fears. I’d claim I was a Communist and be sent to a psychiatrist. I’d
come home drunk and find the door locked and have to sleep in the barn. Yes, the
barn.
My home had a barn. The house itself was a fourteen-room, California Craftsman
home situated on an acre and a half. It had a barn with two stalls and corals. There
was a bar-b-que house with a patio, a green house, and a two-car drive-thru garage.
Outside there was a rose garden with two-hundred and fifty roses and a backyard
with Weeping Willow trees. In the 1950s, in the Oakland Hills, near Joaquin Miller
Park and Wildcat Canyon, there was a lot of room to romp.
In one of August Wilson’s plays, a father tells his son, “I don’t have to like you. Get
this straight. I have a duty to you. You are my son.” The dynamic between Dad and
I might have been stressful, but he was dutiful and stood by me through thick or thin.
He bailed me out of Juvie, when I got busted for stealing hubcaps and when I got

caught breaking into the back entrance of a movie theater and even the time I tried
to outrun a cop and crashed my car into a duck pond in a city park. I thought they
were going to lock me up and throw away the key, that time.
During an especially bleak period, when I spent ninety days in Napa State Mental
Hospital, I got a postcard from him every day. It didn’t say much. Told me his golf
score and the weather. But I could count on him. He was solid.
I have assembled some family photos and keepsakes of Dad’s, from his early years
on the Iowa farm, from his college years, a couple of letters that were seminal in his
development as a business executive, pictures of him & my mom, along with
pictures of my sister & myself when we were kids. My dad’s story is an American
classic: a Horatio Alger story that was for real.
Sam Denner was to a great extent the product of Andrew Carnegie’s philosophy, as
laid out in How to Win Friends and Influence People. He was “Mister State Farm,”
and when you hear that ad for State Farm, and they say, “Like a good neighbor, State
Farm is there!” That’s Sam Denner they’re referring to.

Home on Robinson Drive in Oakland, California

A bio:

Samuel George Denner, born April 7, 1900, and raised on a 160-acre farm, seven
miles northeast of New Hampton, Iowa, walked a mile and three-fourths to school
in a one-room schoolhouse. At an early age learned to trap muskrats, mink and
skunks for their fur. Learned from trapping and pet magazine about raising Guinea

pigs. Sold 150 Guinea pigs and 50 de-scented skunks before he entered high school.
Shipped them all over the United States.
Stayed home and helped his father farm for three years, then decided he wanted to
go to college, so finished high school in three years and was president of his senior
class.

Dick visits his Denner relatives in Iowa. Helen holding baby Lynda. Circa 1944.

Entered Iowa State College at Ames, Iowa, in 1920. Secured an hourly-paid job for
taking livestock, horses, cattle, sheep and hogs to the judging arena. Became
President of the Block and Bridle Club of the husbandry student group in his junior
year. Elected one of six, out of over one thousand students of animal husbandry to
be on the judging team in the fall of 1924.
He bought his first State Farm policy in 1925.
In 1926, he worked as County Extension Agent at Allison, Iowa.
In 1927, he attended the University of Minnesota with a scholarship in Animal
Husbandry and received his master’s degree in 1928. Sold State Farm Insurance part
time.
In 1928 he went to Fargo, North Dakota as an Extension Animal Husbandry man for
the North Dakota Agriculture College. Then came the Great Depression, and he took
a job as Land and Farm Appraiser for the Federal Land Bank of St. Paul, Minnesota.
He stayed there for two years.
In 1934, Sam became an agent for State Farm Insurance Company, in Minneapolis,
and in a short time, he was made a District Manager in that area. He remained in this
position until 1937. In June of 1937, he was promoted to State Director for the states
of Arizona, Nevada, and New Mexico.
On December 31, 1938, he married Helen Dawson. He and his wife traveled
throughout the southwest appointing Special Agents until February 1940.
February 1940, he was appointed Assistant State Director for California, where he
traveled the entire state, selecting and appointing District Managers for State Farm.
He was appointed Associate State Director in 1943.
He and his wife, Helen, adopted a boy, Richard Lee, in 1941, and a daughter, Lynda
Jo, in 1945.
Still traveling most of the time, he was made State Director of State Farm Insurance
in May 1950. By 1953, he had an Agency force of forty-five Districts, fifty-four
Managers, fifty-four Assistant Managers, fifty-four Supervisors, five hundred and
sixty Agents, and an office with a staff of twenty-six.
He became Regional Vice President of the company in 1962, a position he held until

his retirement on May 1, 1965, after thirty-two years with State Farm.
Outside of his profession, he was an upstanding citizen and served his community
with distinction. He joined Kiwanis in Berkeley, California, in 1944, and was their
president in 1955. While in the Berkeley Kiwanis, he was Membership Chairman,
Public Affairs Chairman, and Program Chairman, as well as President.
He served as President of the San Francisco Bay Area Iowa State College Alumni
Association.
He served as President of the Life Underwriters General Agents and Managers
Association of Oakland, and in May of 1953, he served as General Chairman for
Life Underwriters Sales Forum for Northern California. He was also National
Committeeman for the Oakland East Bay Life Underwriters Association and a
member of the Board of Directors.
He was a member of the Free & Accepted Masons. He received his 32nd Degree in
1924 at the El Zegal Temple in Fargo, North Dakota. He received his 75-year pin as
a Master Mason at Santa Rosa Luther Burbank Lodge #57 in 1998. He was also a
member of Aahmes Temple Shrine and a member of the Santa Rosa Scottish Rite
bodies.
Sam passed away peacefully in his sleep in his own bed at his home near Santa Rosa,
California, on November 8, 1998. A funeral service was held at Eggen & Lance
Mortuary. His body was laid to rest with Masonic rites at Santa Rosa Memorial Park
on November 13, 1998.

Sam’s story told by himself:

Was an agent in Iowa to write Automobile for State Farm Insurance Company for
another company before State Farm Life was established, and then a District
Manager later in Iowa and Minnesota to find and appoint full-time multiple agents.
Then, I was appointed by A.W. Tompkins as Director of the States of Arizona,
Nevada, and New Mexico on the plan worked out by him and George Mecherle to
find and appoint agents in the three states, who could become District Managers by
finding and appointing full-time multiple agents for State Farm.
On December 31, 1938, I was fortunate that I changed from a 38-year-old bachelor,
when I convinced 29-year-old Helen Dawson to be my wife. She had been the first
female employee of State Farm Life Company, when appointed by Morris Fuller, in
1929.
In 1940, I was offered the job of Assistant State Director of California. After the
death of Doc Stanley, in 1950, I became State Director. At that time, there was only
one regional office, which was in Berkeley. When the regional office was established
in Santa Rosa, California, in 1962, I was appointed Deputy Regional Vice-President.

A hi-light of my career was in 1950, when the Life Bell was presented by Jack Miller,
the Life Company Vice-president, after California agents wrote record Life
Production. A million or more in 1944 and a billion or more in 1954 were
successfully completed.
It was a wonderful experience and privilege to work thirty-two years for State Farm,
the greatest insurance company in the world, until I retired, in 1965, at the age of
sixty-five. I feel fortunate at age ninety-two to be here to see State Farm today.

THE EPISODES

EPISODE 1
I take the diapers to the garbage bin. I pin a pair of socks together with a safety pin
so they won’t get lost in the wash. So much depends upon details. Next, I fix a
glass of warm water, a bowl of corn flakes with a soupspoon, and to help my dad
swallow (what he calls lubrication), a bowl of applesauce. I reassure him that, yes,
this is the Clover brand skim milk that he always uses, yes, non-fat-protein fortifiedvitamin-A&D, yes. By this time, my tea is cold, and it’s time to turn on the sprinklers
in the garden.
The next step will be to help Dad get dressed and to make sure he is comfortable
watching TV. His eyes are poor, and since he can only read the headlines, he likes
to listen to the news stories after scanning the paper. I weave my personal routine
into the fabric of my parents’ way of doing things. It is essential they stay engaged
in their own activities and take as much care of themselves as they can. This
requires some strategy.
It would be quicker to do the dishes by myself. I could wash and put all the dishes
away in the time it takes Dad to unload the dishwasher, but it is one thing he is
capable of doing in the kitchen. He wants to help, so I organize the way to do this
project a little differently. I want him to feel useful, and it’s a good test of my ability
to be flexible and not be attached to the job.
The dishes are done. I’ll go to the mailbox and get the morning paper. The Press
Democrat tells me the UPS strike continues. Small businesses are feeling the
crunch. The postal service can’t pick up the slack. There’s lots of tension and talk.
I need to locate a box that was sent to me from Colorado. Dad becomes terribly
agitated about my need to commandeer the telephone. He thinks the phone should
be free for emergencies. Hard to convince him that this is an emergency. Later, he
apologizes for being so rigid, but he can be a handful once he gets on one of his
hobbyhorses.
Here is the episode of the separation of religion and business. One morning, I
leave the house early to do Chöd, a Tibetan practice, and when I return, Dad is
fuming about “religiontakingoverthebusiness,” meaning that somehow my practice
was interfering with my responsibilities. Hard for him to understand that I had

been working for an organization, Tara Mandala Retreat Center, that combined
religious and commercial activities. He has begun to think there is a Buddhist coup
underway, that there is a “suspicious influence” on my life that will ruin our
business (read our family arrangement). He shouts that this fusion of church and
state has been tried in other countries and failed. (Am I living in the Middle Ages?)
He makes his point by pounding his cane on the floor, spittle forming at the corner
of his mouth. He was a chief executive for State Farm Insurance. He is used to
getting his way. But this is not a business meeting. This is going on in the family
room, and part of the reason I have come home to stay is to mitigate these tirades,
so that Mom doesn’t have to bear the brunt.
Here I am, bringing diapers to my main authority figure. This old man is not the
villain. He is a person who worked hard his whole life, almost an entire century, to
care for and protect his family. He has earned his retirement, but when he starts
worrying about what’s to become of everyone and everything, the family trust, his
files, the burial plot, he starts thinking in circles, repeating himself, until I want to
run screaming from the room. He is not aware that dementia possesses him. It
wears Mom out. She cries and threatens to leave. Then he fusses about being 98
years old, claiming this has only happened once and that we must forgive him, and
things quiet down.
For a while. I see that one of my roles here is referee. This is the longest I’ve
stayed with my folks since I left to go to college 35 years ago. This couple has been
married for nearly 60 years. Their relationship has its own dynamic. As a child, I
was unaware of this dynamic, and as a young adult I didn’t pay attention. Now, I
am immersed, embroiled, emplaced, and I am effecting changes, some subtle and
some not so subtle.
After a recent knockdown, drag out bout concerning the historic Proposition 13
of California Property Tax Law, I got up from the table and went in the next room
to eat my muffin in peace. This precipitated an accusation that I was breaking up
the family because I wouldn’t sit at the kitchen table with them. I tried to explain I
did not want to discuss taxes and neither did Mom, and we were accused of ganging
up on him and that she wouldn’t act like she was if it wasn’t for me and that he was
standing in the way of everyone living their own lives and he should commit suicide
and, damn it, he just wanted to have a little discussion about taxes.

My solution, separate them. Fix some breakfast. Chop up some onion and put it
into the scrambled eggs. This could be exciting and new. Take their minds off the
inevitability of taxes and death. Change the subject. Mom mentions a friend of
hers from years past, and I ask if they visited us when we lived in Berkeley in the
40s, as I have a childhood memory of someone spending the night in the front
room. I see a man taking off his shoe, a man because I can remember an argyle
sock. She finds this funny, and she has a memory of when she was four years old,
her brother a baby in their mother’s arms and her dad telling her mom never to
rent a particular horse again because it was a mean horse, had mean eyes.

EPISODE 2
Around midnight I hear a thump in my dream—a wrecking ball, bouncing off the
wall, a plane crashing through the roof, an avalanche, no, don’t freak, it’s only a
tidal wave. I’m up in a flash because I know that it is Dad falling.
Sure enough, there he is on his back behind the door, laughing. I ask him what’s
so funny, and he gleefully tells me about “a forest of huge trees and tiny houses,
very neat and clean, with roads elevated above a field, so clear I could touch them.”
A few simple images can seem profound in a dream. Terrifying or exhilarating, so
much meaning, yet all just a touch beyond comprehension.
I check him for cuts and bruises. A scrape on his knee, a scratch on his cheek, a
bump on his elbow. I help him to his feet. Mom is up now and puts a bandage on
his knee and helps him back to bed. In the morning, his dizziness persists, so I make
an appointment with his doctor. A little fussing about what color shirt and which
hat, old or new slippers. Bring the car to the front of the house, back out the
wheelchair, bump down the steps, and we’re on our way.
The tech at the clinic is gentle and instructive about the process. He helps Dad
onto a platform for a scan. I’m reading a magazine. There’s a Gary Larson cartoon
with cows in a classroom I don’t get. We wait for the computer to print out the
results. The photos show nothing irregular, no tumors or broken blood vessels, so
the doctor feels that if Dad had suffered a stroke it would have been very small.

The diagnosis seems to be that it is the continued deterioration of blood circulation
due to hardening of the arteries. Old age. He’s 98.
He has a good appetite, a good sign. Mom and I talk things over, trying to get a
game plan for the next day, or we will be ground to dust by all of Dad’s small needs,
just getting him dressed, brushed, shaved, washed and polished.
At breakfast, he wants to tell me about driving a team of horses to the train station
near his family’s farm in Iowa. He had trained these horses from colts, and he was
proud of them and felt he could drive them anywhere, sure they would co-operate.
The steam from a locomotive spooked the team at a place where there was a
telegraph pole, and they shied and bolted, one horse going on one side of the pole
and one going on the other, stripping off their harness and smashing the yoke and
tongue of the carriage. Scraped up the horses pretty good. He said it took a lot of
coaxing to get them to pull again. After this experience, the horses were not of
much use. Dad feels useless now that he can’t walk and guilty for being a burden.
Important to be mindful of the luxury of my freedom of movement, of my control
of my body, and my ability to care for myself. Sitting, standing, walking, eating, to
be joyful. One minute everything is stable and clear and the next minute, stupid
and wobbly. And fear gets up. Demons dance. Dad begins to worry his retirement
benefits will stop. His company fail. Social Security go bankrupt. His savings run out.
Somebody sue. A comet may strike. Martians invade. My legs are failing. I’m going
blind. I can’t hear. I can’t have a bowel movement. Stark photographs.
This is going to take some getting used to. Mom can’t handle it all, but there is no
stopping her from taking the lion’s share. Dad can take baby steps, stand and turn.
He doesn’t want his leg muscles to atrophy, so I help him walk, although he tires
after a few steps. Depression sets in because he doesn’t want to be helped. I hold
his hand and tell him I love him and that I want him to relax and be with us as long
as he is able.
I begin to see a change in his attitude like he has passed a barrier and put his trust
in us to care for him. He seems humble. Quiet. Still wishes he could read the small
print, but so do we all. I’m thankful for this incarnation and opportunity to gain
wisdom and merit. Accepting the condition, “All offers subject to credit approval”
found at the bottom of the page.

EPISODE 3
The day has been felled by a chainsaw of angry words. Turbulence and ragged
voices. The six perfections out the window. The mystery of anger, desire, and
ignorance rides on a riptide of self-interest, the flotsam of a family
misunderstanding. Pick up the pieces, and go beyond the ideas and feelings. The
universe is fundamentally abundant. Fears derive from an idea of scarcity—–not
enough time, not enough space, not enough food or enough love—all from the
point of view of limits. Fear knows no frontier.
Easy to say this, sitting in the comfort of my family and the luxury of a suburban
home, but the force of this fear is real whether it’s in a place of affluence or one of
poverty. Just what is enough? What amount of satisfaction will spur me to right
action? What glut of misery will induce me to shun negative behavior?
Dad says that it is my intent to make Mom do an extra amount of work to cause
her health to fail, which will put her out of the picture, and I will take hold of the
family trust so I can distribute the family fortune to all my relatives. He squints his
eyes, sucks in his breath with a hiss, and squiggles his upturned fingers like leeches.
Mom shouts that all she is trying to do is remove the breakfast dishes from the
table and that she doesn’t like being told what she can or can’t do and not to act
like she is hired help, that she’s been taking care of him for years because she wants
to and that if he wishes to revoke the trust that is up to him because he won’t get
better care if he goes into a rest home. I raise my voice a few decibels and tell Dad
not to badger Mom, and Dad takes this as a threat to his authority, and he reacts
by telling me that my motives are impure.
To act in a way that benefits my dad, I need to look at this accusation. Being pissed
off is counter-productive. Breathing deep, I can see I’ve missed an opportunity to
defuse the situation because Dad is only looking out for Mom’s best interest, and
she has misread his tone of voice as an order. It’s another case of Hearing Aid Wars.
Sometimes, my parents get to talking on two completely different subjects with
their voices getting louder and louder, and the feedback from the hearing aids
makes a squealing like the speakers at a rock concert. Usually, I can help them sort
it out, but this time I take the words personally and make matters worse.

Dad accuses Mom and me of conspiring, saying I have her twisted around my
finger, and that he’ll have to revoke the trust because he’s lost confidence in us.
Mom tells him to do as he damn well pleases, and she goes into the living room to
cry. I try to smooth things out, but I wonder if I do this out of lovingkindness or
because of the threat of disinheritance? Maybe a slow walk around the block will
help me chill out. I’ll let the purple rays come down from heaven and feel the red
rays come up from the earth. I’ll take a look at what’s going on in the neighborhood.
Fine brickwork being erected at the house on the corner. The pyracantha bushes
are lush with berries this year. Robins love their fermented liquor in the spring. Oak
leaves in the yards. Ghost and bat decorations and jack-o’-lanterns presage
Halloween. Giant orange faces. Luminous trees. Autumn light.
I meditate on the fact that I am an adopted child. I entered through a womb door,
but I was put into the bosom of a different family, parents who are generous,
patient, and moral but are biologically different. In the six-ring circus of
reincarnation, my life has been a cross between being on a flying trapeze and in an
animal act—out of the flying pan into the lion’s mouth. I can make light of my
situation, but I am grateful to have had two mothers, one that gave me birth and
one that nourished me into adulthood.
So, does an inheritance complicate matters? The money and property that my dad
has is meant to keep my parents in comfort until the end of their days. I’m trying
to be neither attracted nor repulsed. I’m trying to act for the benefit of Dad without
self-interest, believing this is the natural way to act—kindly and, as much as
possible, according to his wishes. At the same time, I am protecting my interests,
which is, hopefully, enlightened self-interest.
I walk and relax. My goal is to have my anger liberate into clarity at the moment it
arises. When I get back to the house, Dad is still in the same frame of mind. Looking
at the bigger picture—he’s half-blind and half-deaf, confined to his wheelchair with
CNN being his only source of information about what’s going on in the world—I am
more understanding of his point of view. When Dad is having a fit of dementia, my
trying to talk reasonably doesn’t work because he refuses to listen, and my
remaining silent and smiling and telling him to calm down just increases his
frustration.
Then, nature takes its course. He has a sudden bowel movement and becomes

totally discombobulated. I apply Oil of Olay Moisturizing Body Wash and give him
a dose of Imodium Anti-diarrheal, and we are looking at a new man. The mind
depends on the body and is conditioned by it. This shift of focus from mental
activity to bodily functions changes the dynamic of our relationship. Perhaps a
bowel movement and shower were all that was needed in the first place. At dinner,
Dad is contrite and prays to remain calm and give everyone a chance. Where is the
anger now? Washed away with a little soap and water.
CUTTING A SWATH
an old man pushes his wheelchair
and a clothes basket down the hall
he is slowly advancing to the laundry
with a plastic bag of soiled diapers
and with him the whole world comes

EPISODE 4
It’s Veteran’s Day. Dad was too young to fight in the First World War and too old
for the Second World War. Born in 1900, he is a veteran of the 20th century, but
today he is depressed he’s helpless and a burden on his family. He has Mom dig out
a file called Choice In Dying. He wants me to call his physician and ask if there isn’t
something that can be done to let him die peacefully.
Whose life is it? Dad feels it’s his right to say, “Enough is enough. I’ve had enough
of this suffering.” But without getting into the concepts of sin and karmic
retribution, it is necessary to impress on him that being half-deaf, half-blind and
dizzy does not constitute a terminal condition. Dad has strong moral convictions.
He wants out but can’t take his life. No contest, people should be able to die with
dignity. The debate, however, is whether assisted suicide should be legal. It’s not
in California; and in Oregon, where it is legal, the FDA intimidates doctors with the

threat of having their ability to write prescriptions terminated.
When should a person be able to die? Some believe it should only be done for
terminally ill patients when the pain cannot be kept at bay with medication. This is
mercy killing, however the precise meaning of euthanasia is good death, which can
apply in a broader sense to people who are no longer willing to live, and which is
based on an individual’s right to control their body. Some believe no one has this
right and that it is necessary to guard against the direction society might take to get
rid of unwanted people. Some believe life should take a natural course, and the
time of death is up to God.
My dad has put advance directives in place. A living will is on file, and I have
durable power of attorney for health care stipulating he does not want to be
resuscitated if his heart or breathing stops and that he does not want to be put on
a life support system. I tell him, that other than this, about all he can do is write a
letter to his congressperson and wait for a change in his condition.
To get his mind off this subject, I ask him to tell me about his youth. Mom and Dad
and I are sitting at the breakfast table, and I put the tape recorder between us.
These are his words:
My father was one of six brothers who came over. He was a small one
who came over with his dad and lived in a small town near New Hampton
(Iowa). I haven’t had many occasions to visit, but there are a lot of Denners
in that area. Dad was about the only one who didn’t speak German. He
was one of the youngest. After he married my mother, they settled around
Mason City. Farming, they had 160 acres. The house was small, two
stories; looked different than those today. It had an outhouse. No
electricity. Electricity started to come in about the time of the
automobiles. There weren’t too many cars. We had horses. We broke
horses. That’s one of the jobs I had. We had these colts. I know I had a
team of three-year-olds that I was quite proud of, well-broke and
everything. One deal: of course, they weren’t used to an engine on a train,
and the engine came in pretty close to them, so they took a break and just
straddled a telephone pole. A free-for-all broke out. All came home. Had
to be more careful with them after that because of them going through
that experience. Before that I could drive them most anywhere.

It’d be seven miles to town. I’d take a wagon, a big old wagon. I think
it’d have some flaps down so you’d have some protection from the wind.
My mother, she helped me an awful lot at that time. Inventories and all
that stuff. And to pass an examination. I walked, I don’t know, six miles
or more to school, and I got up to where they had an 8th grade guy tutor
me so I could pass an examination for high school and qualify for Iowa
State. I had a little trouble getting into high school because I had to get
some credit as I hadn’t time to get very far.
Of course, I took kind of a fancy to breaking those colts. We always had
colts, and I was proud of some of the horses I was training. I had a team
of horses for several years, seven or eight. Of course, you’d sell some of
them, but Dad was always very good about helping me getting into other
things and gave me a lot of support.
Because I know I raised guinea pigs, and I raised skunks. I had all kinds of
things I did to make a little money. That’s what it was at that time. I never
got back to Iowa very much, and I kind of lost track of people back there.
I know I stayed at my aunt’s place in town when I was going to school, so
I could get through high school, graduating so I could get into Iowa State.
1920. I remember I was in charge of our group to graduate and go to
college. Not too many folks went to college. None of my dad’s brothers
went to college. The other brothers were older. They were more strictly
German.
When The War came, I got involved in a lot of war activities, and my dad
was very active. I don’t think he qualified. I didn’t have any trouble (being
German). There was some of that. One brother was in business in New
Hampton. The rest of them were all farmers. German wasn’t our language
at home. I know I was always on the side of the United States. They all
spoke German, but I think they kind of resented (what the Germans were
doing in Europe).
I got so involved shipping different kinds of livestock. Skunks were only
one. They made me keep them away from the house. But there were other
animals that were very popular and expensive at that time. I raised
groups of mink, and I’d always raise up groups so I’d have some so I could
sell. That’s one thing the folks were always very helpful about helping me
in other things in little profits. They were more so than some of my cousins.

My cousins just about all spoke German at home.
High school, I graduated 1920. Then, college. The first job that I had, I
was on the faculty in North Dakota. I remember the staff would go out
and stop at various places and help some of the outlying places with their
agriculture. I had a start in the county, what you call a district agent, or
district group, and I had those groups several places in Iowa.
Dad was one of the first ones to have an automobile. It was in the garage
a lot of the time because they’d have to break up the snow that covered
everything. Sometimes, you’d only be able to see the horse’s ears over the
pile of snow they’d shovel out of the tracks.
I’m wondering what was happening on the farm on November 11, 1918, so I look
in an old farm journal:
Shipped calf weighed 160 lbs, sold 17.50
Shipped calf weighed 150 lbs, sold 12.50
Cream money, Price 63¢. . . . . . . .32.04
Sold 44 lbs beef 11¢. . . . . . . . . . . . . 4.85
Sold 31 lbs cowhides 4¢. . . . . . . . . . 1.24
$ 55.63
Expenses:
5 gal gas. . . . . . . . . 1.49
crackers. . . . . . . . . . .25
stove pipe. . . . . . . .1.95
qt of oil for car. . . . . .30
pd note (S.N.B.). . 50.25
Sam . . . . . . . . . . 100.00
3 pair socks . .. . . . .1.00
licence for Buick. .27.00

G.E. Wilkins tax. . 59.47
tobacco & candy. . . .20

A note in the margin: Corrosive Sublimate ½ ounce, lard 2 ounces for lumpy jaws
on cattle.
Tucked inside the journal, a letter from the U.S. Employment Service, Dept. of
Labor, which reads:

This is to certify that Sam Denner has been duly enrolled as a member
of the United States Boys’ Working Reserve for farm labor, and will be
allowed to wear the official badge after proving his fitness by actual
service for the prescribed period, and subject to the rules of the
RESERVE. Attested and Dated, April 8, 1918.

Mom says she remembers the day the war ended. She was eight years old. Her
mom put her on a horse and sent her to the fields to tell the men the war was over.
“They all came in, all except Dad. He stayed to shuck corn, and the rest went into
town to drink and throw their hats in the air and shoot holes in their hats and do
silly things like that. We lived near Colfax, Illinois, and I remember it because it was
such a cold day.”

EPISODE 5
The front door is rattling. There’s a storm. Thunder. An explosion. Terrorists have
detonated a bomb in San Francisco. Thunder. A storm. The front door is rattling. I’ll
go back to sleep. No, there’s someone at the front door. A thump in the hallway.
Who could it be? Dad? Sure enough, there he is in his pajamas, barefoot, careening
from wall to wall with his arms out in front of him.
“Dad, let me help you back to bed.”

“I was having this dream. I was in this house that was trashed; there were
squirrels. I dreamed...”
“OK, don’t wake Mom up; sit down in this chair; and tell me about your dream.”
“I dreamed I was getting some fellows lined up. I was supposed to get three of
them. I could get eight on one of those things because there was one room in that
house that was just junk, and I forgot to look there. I was supposed to do eight in
one of those big boxes, and I told them I couldn’t do it, and I guess I wasn’t in my
right senses because there was one there right in that box. So, they just fired me, I
guess, and I couldn’t get any explanation, and I couldn’t do anymore with them
because they said I was in trouble because I did not resign or anything, and I guess
they just went off and left me, and so I just had to rely on Helen. Did you say she
was getting dressed?”
“Dad, it’s still early, and everyone is asleep.”
“And I just worked her to death. She had to get up every fifteen minutes so I could
urinate and change my pads, so I tried to get up, but she needed more sleep, and
so I went back to bed, and I tried to stay in bed as long as she wanted to stay in
bed, because she had just had it, and I was afraid she’d just keel over, and I’d be
stuck for good because what they wanted to do was put me in one of those box
things, and I would have had no way of getting in touch with anybody.”
“Dad, it was a dream you were having.”
“They just had me locked up some way there, and that’s not a very good thing to
look forward to, but I was kind of disturbed because I didn’t get those cross
pictures. The fellows that were working on that thing, each fellow was going to get
boxes with three of those things lined up there, and I don’t know whether I
dreamed this or not, but they told me to get eight on there, but I couldn’t find any,
and there was this big old empty room where all there was was all this used stuff,
used planes; there was this long one, and somebody said I had to get something for
the company, and you didn’t hear anything about what I was supposed to be doing,
did you?”
“It was your dream, Dad. I couldn’t hear it. These boxes, what shape were they?”
“What station, do you mean?”

“No, what shape were the boxes?”
“Oh, they were just little, that these things were in, some of them were just in
tubes. I don’t see them right here now, but these little boxes they have by the plane
with the things that get all the connections for each one.”
“Like an airplane? Like a plane that flies? or a plane to smooth wood?”
“Well, they get whatever they get on TV. They got some of these fellows lined up,
and they’re supposed to get frogs to take this, so they use this stuff on the planes,
and there are those on each box, and my box was just a square box with probably
an S on it, one of the boxes with my name, and I was afraid I was going to create an
open box, and I would be stuck.”
“Dad, are you thinking about a coffin?”
“Toxin?”
“You know, after you die, they put you in a coffin, like a box, a coffin.”
“No, just a little box that has these things in them, that have got these signs to get
all the parts of the station...”
“Like a computer?”
“Like a small computer, and I was getting some boxes for one of these fellows, and
most of them just have three of them in each box.”
“Three what? Three computers?”
“Three computers...they have the telephone thing there where they can get calls
for people and line them up to use one of these theater street boxes that had paper
telephones, you know, that they used, and I was getting some for one of these
fellows, and there were three of them in one package with little phones to use, and
I don’t know if I dreamed this or not, but I was helping this one fellow, and I got a
bunch of three that I was supposed to get, and in one of these I was supposed to
get seven or eight of them in one of them, these two with four each, and I didn’t
get it because I couldn’t find the one that had a total of eight, and it was right there
in that same room, but I just couldn’t think of it because it was in this spare room
that had all this stuff in there, and that was the only fellow that had these that I
couldn’t find, so they were going to fire me, and I don’t know what happened to

them because I kind of lost track.”
“That might have been when I woke you up in the hallway.”
“Probably was, but I didn’t realize...I felt so bad because I wore Helen out, and she
had to change pads for me, and I couldn’t get this thing...I don’t know what her
plans are today, but I’m stuck if she takes the car anyplace or should go or can go,
and I don’t know if she’s back there or not...HELEN...HELEN...”
“Hold on, Dad, let her finish sleeping. Let me get your wheel chair, and I’ll fix you
something to eat.”
I’m becoming anxious. I’m a little slow on the uptake until I’ve had my cup of tea,
but I’m sensing trouble. I get Dad moved into the kitchen without any fuss, but he
doesn’t want his usual corn flake and Cheerio mixture, so I try my hand at some
Cream of Wheat, but it comes out thin and lumpy. I start over, stirring it
continuously as it cooks, and this seems to be the right technique. I heat some
applesauce in the microwave and cut a sweet roll into bite size pieces. I can tell by
the set of his jaw that Dad is agitated, and this flurry of activity is creating a tense
rapport between us. I make sure he has a full service of utensils, knife, fork, salad
fork, soup spoon, tea spoon, and I bring warm water from the tap, just like he likes
it. I leave him to his breakfast and go check on Mom. She’s sleeping soundly, so I
return to the kitchen.
“Don’t you want any breakfast?” Dad asks.
“Dad, I never eat this early. I only want a cup of tea.”
“I always have to have breakfast. It was important on the farm.”
“I know; I’ll have a cup of tea with you.” I heat a cup of spring water, add some
loose-leaf black tea to a bamboo tea strainer, and wait for it to steep.
“Where’s Helen?”
“She’s sleeping.”
“I want to talk to her.”
“She needs to sleep, Dad. She was helping you every couple of hours last night. If
you want to be less of a burden, then let her sleep.”

“Is she all right?”
“She’ll be all right if she gets some sleep.”
“Push me in there, so I can see her.”
“All right, but we don’t want to wake her.” I push him down the hallway to the
door of the bedroom, and in a loud voice he begins calling, “HELEN, HELEN,” so I
pull him around the corner and into his den and tell him to keep quiet or he’ll wake
her, but he says he thinks there’s something wrong with her, that she needs to be
taken to the hospital, and he starts to dial 911, but I stop him and set the phone
out of reach.
“Dad, you’re over-reacting.”
“She can’t hear me. She must be sick. HELEN...HELEN...”
“Dad, calm down. It’s OK. She can’t hear you because she doesn’t have her
hearing aids in, and she needs to catch up on her sleep.”
“HELEN...HELL..EN.”
This is not funny. He is off on one of his tirades. I decide to
wheel him back into the family room where he will be less
likely to wake the neighborhood, and I shut the door to the
bedroom.
“What are you shutting up the house for. I’m not ready for that.”
“Please, just quiet down, please.”
“And I thought I could trust my son. Now, I’ve lost all confidence in you. It’s a
revocable trust, and you’re just waiting to get me out of the way so you can divide
up everything.”
“Dad, calm down. Don’t start on all this again. If it will make you any happier, you
can take me out of the trust or whatever you want to do.”
“Sure, sure, you’re going to put me in one of those places.”
“You just may have to go to a rest home if you keep throwing these fits, but you
won’t like it because you won’t get the kind of care you’re used to.”
“I need to see Helen.”

Mom appears at the door in her bathrobe. “What is it?”
“Helen, we need to phone the lawyer and change the thing so they won’t get all
of it and we be left as paupers. I made a mistake, and since I can’t see to read the
small print, they can get in there and...”
“Sam, what are you talking about?”
“He’s worried about the trust again. I tried to keep him in this room so he wouldn’t
wake you, but now he’s all worked up about the family trust.”
“Sam, we will make an appointment, and you can make all the changes you want,
but just let me get dressed first.”
Following Mom down the hall, I tell her of the morning’s events. “I heard him
moving about and found him sleepwalking and talking about squirrels and frogs
and phones in boxes. I don’t know what he was dreaming about, maybe being put
in his coffin and wanting a cell phone so he could stay in touch. I don’t know. At any
rate, I’m sorry he got so uptight. He thought you needed an ambulance, and I
wouldn’t let him phone 911, and you know how he hates to have his authority
overridden, and now he’s going on about the trust again. I figured you were in need
of sleep, or I would have awakened you.”
“Well, now I’m up, so let me get dressed, and we’ll take it from there. Looks like
it’s one of those days.”
When I get back to the family room, Dad has pulled his wheelchair up to the sliding
doors and is waving his hands trying to get the attention of the gardener. Paul
mows the lawn once a week, and he has on his sound mufflers and is totally
oblivious to the pandemonium going on around him. I pull the chair back from the
window hoping to avoid a public spectacle, but this only increases Dad’s resolve to
lash out, and he grips the door sill with tremendous strength, and I nearly pull the
chair out from under him in the struggle. Mom comes back to the fray, and I retreat,
hoping she can bring a calming influence, but Dad is not to be mollified. Chill. I go
to my bedroom and repeat Vajrasattva’s mantra to bring my emotions under
control.
Back in the family room, Mom, on the verge of tears says, “You can change that
damn thing any way you want, but I’m not changing mine. So, do as you damn well

please. I don’t want to hear any more about it.”
“When does this change take effect,” Dad asks, “at the first of the year?”
“What change, Dad?”
“When your organization takes control.”
“What organization?”
“You know.”
“No, Dad, what are you talking about?”
“Now, that I can’t take care of myself, that I can’t get around, see the fine print...”
“You mean whether or not you are mentally competent?”
“The fine print...”
“Dad, the family trust doesn’t change just because you have trouble taking care of
yourself. That’s what we’re here for, to help you through to the end.”
“I don’t want those millionaire lawyers to get in here and make it go through
prostate.”
“No, we don’t want that, really, not through prostate, we don’t.” I’m having a hard
time keeping a straight face, but I have an idea. “Let me get the papers, and I’ll
show you how it’s set up.”
After I bring the documents back from the file cabinet in the den, I sit and read a
few lines and tell him it says that in case of his demise, all his worldly goods go to
Mom and, after Mom dies, then to my sister and me. He and Mom are the trustees.
He shouldn’t worry about losing his position. I let him sit with the papers in his lap,
and I go into the living room to talk to Mom. There is a bruise forming on her hand
where Dad gripped her too tightly, and I counsel her that I think we ought to phone
Dr. Shaefer and ask him for a tranquilizer to help Dad mellow out. She agrees and
goes into the bedroom to phone.
The doctor returns her call in a short while, and I get on another line, and after
Mom has talked with him some, I give him my impressions. He says that he
understands and will call in a prescription. Later, when I pick it up at the counter of
the drug store and look at the label, I wonder if I’ve gone into a space warp when I

read, Haloperidol, take one tablet twice a day in the left eye as directed. I ask to see
the pharmacist, and when he comes to the counter and reads the label, he
apologizes profusely and returns to his mortar and pestle. Bustling back in a few
minutes, he instructs me on the use of this drug. He says the dose is small, but that
it is a strong anti-psychotic drug with the effective dosage varying from patient to
patient. He cautions me that there might be considerable side effects, like Tardive
Dyskinesia, a syndrome characterized by rhythmical involuntary movements of
tongue, face, mouth or jaw. This might manifest as protruding of the tongue,
puffing the cheeks, puckering the mouth or chewing movements, and sometimes
movements of the hands and feet can accompany these. Normally, he explains,
only one or none of these occur, and that if a satisfactory response is achieved, the
dosage can then be gradually reduced to an effective maintenance level. However,
he adds, the pills must be taken orally and not to put them in the eye.
By the time I get back to the house, Dad has repeated his need to see his lawyer
and relayed his fears of being sent to a rest home so many times his voice is hoarse.
Mom administers one dose of Haloperidol, which he takes with a piece of soda
cracker and a little water, and we set him up in his padded chair in front of the TV.
I turn on CNN and throw up the menu so I can turn off the speakers. I set a folded
washcloth on top of his snow-white hair and place the earphones on his head. I
always feel a certain combination of impish glee and pontifical respect in this
operation. The washrag is put under the headphones to keep them from sliding
around on his head. Mom is working on a special yarn beanie with crocheted
grooves for the headset, but the cap is not perfected, and the washrag will do for
now. He looks like a cross between a court jester and WW II fighter pilot, but once
the cap is finished, he’ll look more like a ham radio operator at a bar mitzvah.
The drug takes effect, and he begins to nod out, so Mom and I help him to lie
down, and in a little while he is sleeping. He sleeps steadily through the afternoon,
and at dinner he is drowsy and his speech is slurred. He says he wants to watch TV
after dinner, but it isn’t long before he’s nodding again, so we put him back to bed.
Mom reports she only had to help him once during the night and that she watched
him moving his hands around in front of his face. I tell her it is only the effect of the
drug and that he is probably learning to trip in his mind.
On the evening news, there’s a report of a forty-foot tree just down the road from

our house that was struck by lightning and splintered from end to end during the
storm.

EPISODE 6

“These pajamas are too light a color.”
“You’ve been wearing light colors all your life. Besides, who is going to see them?”
“It’s kind of pale. Kind of white.”
“Every season they come out with different colors than the year before. You’ll
just have to get used to them. We’re lucky we could find any in the material and
style you like.”
“I guess you’re right. They seem a little tight.”
“Well, after they’re washed a couple of times, they loosen up about a mile.”
“That’s all right.”
“Sit down, and we’ll find a pair of socks for you.”
I’m coming along with a clothesbasket of things from the laundry, and I say,
“Here’s a pair.”
Dad says, “No, those are too tight. I tried those.
“Maybe they’re mine,” I say.
Mom says, “Could be; I wouldn’t be surprised by anything.” She goes into the
bathroom to get a washcloth to wash Dad’s hands and face. Meanwhile, I start
making the beds.
“Gosh, I don’t know how you do it, Rich. You do all that stuff. You get in there, and
you sure get everything going. You know how to do it. It all comes out looking so
good.”
“Why, thanks, Dad. Mom showed me how to do it. She says it took her years to
perfect this bed making technique. So, it’s a tried and true recipe.”

“Well, it sure works when you get in it at night and the covers pulled up.”
Mom has a wash cloth. “Let me wash your face. You don’t seem to be dripping so
much today. You look pretty super.”
I help him stand and put on his robe. He always seems to get one arm into the
seam instead of the sleeve. “So, there you are, new pajamas, new robe, shiny
shoes, hair combed. Your chair, sir, and off we go.”
So far, so good. Maybe this new tranquilizer Dad is on will elevate his mood. Drugs
are not the answer, but they have their uses. Finding the maintenance level will
take a little time, but I think it will make things easier on Mom and me and, in turn,
on Dad, if we can avoid these outbreaks of temper.
Christmas Day. Dad wheels himself into the front room, and in a grumpy voice he
says, “We should not have put up that tree. It’s some kind of freak.”
“Jeez, Dad, what’s with you? It’s just a small artificial tree Mom bought to use at
a Christmas bazaar. She said that everyone admired it and wanted to buy it, but she
didn’t sell it because it’s so handy to have at home. And, besides, we don’t have to
go out and cut down a live one. It looks nice with all the handmade ornaments
Lynda made.”
“I made a mistake,” Dad says. “I shouldn’t have opened my presents. People
come to visit, and they want to see the way they’re wrapped.”
“Dad, it’s Christmas morning, and we’ve always opened our presents Christmas
morning since we were kids.”
“Well, there aren’t any kids here now. We shouldn’t have put up this tree. What
will people think?”
“People? What they will think is it’s Christmas morning, and we have opened our
presents.”
“I’d like to get myself...if I could eliminate myself...if I could get out of here, it
might help some. We have to break this thing down. It can’t continue like this.”
“What thing? This tree? What?”
“If I could just eliminate myself...”

“Wouldn’t it be better to try and be of use? You ask to be put out of the way, but
wouldn’t it be better to ask what you could do to be of use?”
“It’s a round-robin thing. It’s wearing Helen out, and I don’t know how in the hell
we ever got going on this, and if I could get out of the picture, it might help some.
Helen can’t continue like this, and I don’t know what to do about it.”
“Dad, Mom and I are perfectly content taking care of you, and she says that she
had a good night. This morning, it’s you that is saying you’re depressed. That makes
it hard on Mom because she doesn’t like to see you depressed. So, if you felt better
about yourself, it would help her also.”
“But it’s an impossible thing.”
“What is?”
“To get out of this circle.”
“What’s the circle? You mean these spells?”
“Changing these pads and getting up and down and...”
“Do you want to know how you can relieve some of the stress?”
“I can’t...”
“Can you hear me? Do you have your hearing aids turned on? Turn them on.
There, I heard them squeak. Do you want to help Mom?”
“I sure do.”
“Do you want to do that in a practical way?”
“The practical thing would be for me to get out of here.”
“No, that’s not a solution. You have to let go of that solution. That’s not something
that helps.”
“Do you have any suggestions?”
“Yeah. First of all, it has to do with your fear of being old and having the
symptoms, and you would do well to accept that this is a natural process and
necessary and that we’re here to help and that this is what we want to do.”

“We can’t keep going indefinitely.”
“That’s something that will change in time; it will be a natural thing, the way it
happens. You can’t push it.”
“Helen has been so good to me, and I feel I’m to blame for the whole damn thing.”
“I want you to understand that you taking all that responsibility on yourself
depresses you and makes matters worse. It makes it harder for us to take care of
you.”
“If there was just some way...”
“No, we can’t help you to die. That’s something that will happen in time. And it
doesn’t help any by being depressed that you need care, that we’re here to give
you care. And it costs less, and it’s better for the family to be together here at
home, so Mom and I don’t have to worry about you in a rest home where you’d be
unhappy. You feel unhappy here, but in a rest home you would want Mom to be
there all the time to change your pads, so you don’t win out by making it impossible
for us to take care of you here. You would be making it harder on us. So, if you
want to make it easier on us, you have to try and be happier here...and there’s not
a lot in between. Do you want to think about that a little bit?”
“Think about what?”
“Ok, I’m going to tell you again, ok? This is the way it is—if you go to the rest
home, you’re going to be unhappier than you are here.”
“Well, I tell you, I’m going to have to get out of it, whatever it is. I think that’s
what I’ve got to do first is get out of the way here.”
“See, what happens when you go to a rest home is that you want Mom to come
and give you her special care, and that’s harder to do going to the rest home every
day to give you all that care than it is to do it here. You could make it easier all
around by being less worried; I mean, like you worry about every little thing, and
the worry wears people down. If you tried to just enjoy yourself more...you don’t
want to die depressed, do you?”
“If there’s any single way to die, that’s what I want to do.”
“How about dying happy? Remember the lines by Dylan Thomas, Do not go gentle

into that good night. Rage, rage against the dying of the light. But also, DON’T
WORRY! BE HAPPY!”
“It’s a darn gone mess is what it is.”
“I don’t know. This is like the play, ‘No Exit.’ I don’t think being nauseated and
depressed will make the end come any sooner. I mean, sooner or later, you will
die. So, try and be happy in the process. Mom’s happy. I’m happy. We just can’t
seem to make you happy.”
“I know; that’s the trouble. That’s the whole darn trouble. The trouble is that...it’s
a mess.”
“Dad, you see it as a mess, but we see it as our job. We take care of you because
we love you, and that’s what we do. We have a house over our heads. We have
food on the table. We have things that make our lives comfortable, and it’s all due
to you. You worked hard for all of it. What’s the point in throwing it away?”
“What...what’s the best thing for me to do?”
“To let us take care of you. To relax a little bit and enjoy your last days. To try and
relax and enjoy what life you have without feeling guilty.”
“I don’t want to destroy the lives of other people.”
“I know your intentions are good, but you don’t understand that you’re making it
harder by being unhappy.
“If there was just someway...”
“If there was, I know, but there isn’t; so for now, it would be good to relax, and I’ll
talk with Mom, and we’ll look into what it would cost to put you in a rest home,
and we’ll have a family discussion about all that, OK?”
“Ok...I want you to know I’m proud of my son. You do so much around here to
make things work. I don’t know how I deserve all you and Helen do for me. I started
way back there on the farm, and I never thought I’d have all this comfort at the
end.”
“Thanks, Dad; that means a lot to me. It’s about the best Christmas present a guy
could get.”

DIMINISHING OPTIONS
Neanderthal took his peculiar stones
And Pharaoh his throne and gilded boat.
I’ll be buried with my TV and remote
As well as a cell phone to keep in touch.

EPISODE 7

Feelings of frustration, anger. Moments of depression, claustrophobia, fear of
being ground under. Sometimes, I forget why I’m in Santa Rosa. I get caught up in
my own projects and miss the point. I’m here to help my parents.
Dad can be very tiresome. He has his good and his bad days. If he isn’t having some
kind of paranoid delusions, he’s perfectly content with getting up, having three
meals, putting on his headphones and watching CNN endlessly repeat itself. During
the night, he has to be helped to the portable potty by his bed, change his
absorbent pads and put on fresh pajamas. I assist my mom. Mom is used to this,
and with the aid of a wooden step I built and an aluminum handrail, she can usually
get him back to bed without much fuss. She says she’s been doing this for five years
and is used to being awakened and then going back to sleep.
Dad’s personality goes through changes. I’ve written about some of these
episodes. I’m not sure if it is from the pain medicine or slime on the neurons of the
brain or a moon phase or biorhythms or a tendency towards schizoid behavior or
just the natural progression of a worrisome line of thought.
He gets to thinking about some detail, and he can’t let go of it. There was an
account for the burial plots that the State required to be changed because there
had been no activity, so the money was moved from one bank to another and redeposited, but he can’t be sure. I dig out the papers from his file cabinet, lay them
out on a card table in front of him, and show him the transaction any number of

times until he’s satisfied. He can’t see to read anything smaller than the headlines,
and he’s worried there’s some fine print he’s going to miss that will jeopardize his
situation.
He awakes from an afternoon nap and asks, “What am I going to do with the
stock?”
Mom says, “I can’t understand you. Are you looking for your socks? You have
them on. I’ll change them for you.”
I say, “I think he said ‘stock’. Maybe, he’s been rounding up cows in a dream.”
Then, I remember that it was a day of heavy trading on Wall Street. Another record
high for the Dow. I’m sure he has a vivid memory of Black Thursday—the day the
stock market crashed in 1929. He told me he remembers the infamous Halloween
Night broadcast by Orson Welles of ‘The War of the Worlds’ and that it was very
spooky. Given this event was followed by Adolph Hitler and World War II, it’s no
wonder that after I change the channel from CNN to TCM to watch George C. Scott
in ‘Patton’ blast his way across France towards Berlin shouting, “I’m going to bury
that damned paperhanger,” Dad says he’s seen so much of this in his lifetime, he
doesn’t want to see any more of it. I fully understand. I turn it back to see n’ en to
see if the president has kept his pants on today.
One evening, Dad and I watched the San Quentin Drama Production of ‘Endgame’
by Samuel Beckett. Dad was riveted to the screen. The main character, Hamm, is a
blind, old man who mostly dominates center stage in his armchair. His adopted son,
Clov, who is his lackey, attends him. Two other characters, Hamm’s parents, Nagg
and Nell, are contained in two barrels and make brief appearances. This is classic
Theatre of the Absurd, a mournful and distraught masterpiece, a mixture of lyricism
and angst—an open wound of existential despair.
The scene: bare interior, gray light, two small windows, Hamm in his armchair on
castors covered with an old sheet and the two ash bins containing Nagg and Nell.
After a brief tableau, Clove speaks, “Finished, it’s finished, nearly finished, it must
be nearly finished (Pause.) Grain upon grain, one by one, and one day, suddenly,
there’s a heap, a little heap, the impossible heap. (Pause.) I can’t be punished any
more. (Pause.) I’ll go now to my kitchen, ten feet by ten feet by ten feet, and wait
for him to whistle me. (Pause.) Nice dimensions, nice proportions, I’ll lean on the
table, and look at the wall, and wait for him to whistle me.”

The mystery of Being and the dynamics of relationship. The experience was so
pointed, so acutely like the actual reality of our situation, I was amazed when Dad
turned to me and said, “I don’t need to watch this. I’m aware there are these
changes.”
I portray myself as having a combination of acceptance and transcendence in my
attitude about my dad, but there is another side to this picture. Sometimes, I feel I
can agree with him when he says he’s lived too long and is nothing but a burden on
his family and he’s keeping everyone from getting on with life. These feelings arise
after I’ve been involved in a tense interaction with him.
I slapped his hand the other day because he was jabbing his finger in my face and
accusing me of turning Mom against him because she told him she had reached the
end of her tether and had begun to bark at him. This was understandable since she
had been up umpteen times during the night. She told me she could understand
how someone could take a baseball bat and bash in a person’s head. I was taken
aback. This is extreme for her. She’s always right on track—kind, considerate,
mellow, and with a sense of humor.
Dad, too, is usually agreeable, but he doesn’t tell you what he wants, and he
doesn’t always like what he gets. He says, “Whatever is easiest for you,” and I say,
“Well, nothing is easiest; just tell me what it is you want.” He wants me to be
comfortable, but he’s so insistent that I have a pillow, that the TV is turned towards
me, that I’m warm enough, that I become uncomfortable with the fuss. It’s
infuriating.
This all seems insignificant as I write about it, but the accumulative effect is
intense. Gertrude Stein opens The Making of Americans with a story about a son
carrying his father across a field on his shoulder, and the father shouts, “Stop, stop,
I only carried my father as far as that stump.” I can relate to this because I’m, also,
a son and a father. On one hand, who can really be trusted? And on the other hand,
how much control can be exerted without being oppressive?
I apologize to Dad for slapping his hand, and he apologizes for the things he said.
I realize he doesn’t know, at the time, that he’s having one of his fits, and I know
this is no excuse for parent abuse. I love the guy. We talk, shake hands and calm
ourselves.

I sit on the patio and do my practice: The Sadhana of the Wish-fulfilling Wheel of
White Tara. I take refuge, generate boddhicitta and meditate on emptiness. I
dedicate the merit of my practice to all sentient beings and try to integrate the calm
state into my daily life. Who deserves more lovingkindness than those who gave
me nourishment as a child? Where better to find spaciousness than where I live?
What better place to try than in my parents’ home? I mean, with rent what it is
these days, I’m getting a real bargain!
“Dad, tell me that story about the horses breaking loose, again. I bet that must
have been quite a sight.”
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THE SOLDIER’S PROLOGUE
Back f/Baghdad
I met a traveler f/an Antique Land,
who said: “Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
stand in the desert.”
Gentleman knight
impressive at six foot four
fought fifteen mortal battles
decorated, Bronze Star
and two Purple Hearts
3 times in hand-to-hand combat
and each time killed his man
Travels with his son,
doesn’t want his son to go to war
a forester, US Forest Service Inspector
on his way to becoming a District Supervisor
Father born in ‘41
grandfather killed by Japanese balloon bomb
near Hanford Nuclear Plant
at the beginning of WW II
Votes on the right—
party of God and the Bible
conflicted around secular humanism
doesn’t want Darwin’s
Origin of the Species
and Einstein’s
Special Theory of Relativity added to the Bible,

stuck in there
before The Book of Revelations where it says
nothing can be added or subtracted
Blames the failure of the Democrats on the queers
not the Greens
Easy targets to machine gun
ducks on a pond
And now, a theocracy ascends, supported by
kleptocrats, a Protestant Reformation,
a revival of God in public space, a central
government at the helm of a religious reformation of secular government, the lights and orbs
of the battle from the pulpits, as the power flows through spiritual channels, pulpits on every
roadside, in every suburb, pulpits in
the laboratories and the schoolrooms
Says, “I’m not happy about this nasty
little war with Civilization, even if you call it a Holy War”
The fury of our Füher
the fragmentation of our collective psyche
“There must be some good,
some meaning
to this life”

THE POET’S PROLOGUE
Zógqen and the art of poetry—
Writing equals path
view of what is—vision, action, meditation
The conduct, being a poet 24/7
view, vision
Winning out against the poem, outside, view of what is, poem as a box, “follow the lineaments
of desire,” book as measure
Base of poetry, poetry is everything

“Try and buy the well
and it springs up somewhere else”
Poetry is experience
Mahamudra
Action equals writing, eye-mind-hand conceive, mind-lungs-voice, sing speak, dick-gut-heart,
compose, mind series
Space series, form/content
logopoeia, melopoeia, phanopoeia
Pithy series, “After all’s said and done,
it’s
the feelings remain”
How we look@ world
illusion
material
both
No ideas
but in things
BASE
The Source
From whence comes the poem
“inspiration”
need to fulfill promise
result of a prayer, or possibly
habit
Inspiration
flooding feeling, bliss
the zone
vision-external-vision
Apocalyptic need
to write like crazy
PATH
Make the poem
“We’ve come to bring you metaphors for your poems.”
mind treasure is a Ter
Chaucer as Garab Dorje
Shakespeare as

Guru Rinpoche
Build like a box
a Grail for Gail—a poem
for her birthday, an occasion
inside out
Subconscious or nature
first word
best word
beauty
outside in

channel
ghosts, Martians

The Muse
Demons/Angels
Mind Ter
the Unconscious
hypnotic intoxicants, both
“Just starts to happen”
Visualization – mind
Breath/rhythm – energy
Word – body
Tulku Sangnak, beaten in prison, dances
The Dance of King Gesar
FRUIT
Somehow things come
together
Brought its own solution
which was very poetic
Taught me how to draw
a bunny
Saying something
is
more appropriate
than you could

dream of

Saying something
more profound
even if you don’t get it

Crow story—
how he got a drink
In the poem I was
able to cry
To name it kills it
“My cat died the other day.”
Confessional poem, in the 50s
sheared in a pen,
and then you stamp it
Don’t want you to miss
the point
“Capture
phrases
that
come to
mind”
The occasion arises
by the occurrence
then, you somehow write it:
“I met a traveler from an antique land.”
Stuff coming into life
that haunts you of
things I said
I shouldn’t have
things said
I could have said better
things other people said
“It was a beautiful day,
and I want to remember it.”
“Misery comes from every direction.”
“Whatever are we going to do about it,
we can’t always be watching TV.?”
Inner story
a séance

a poem
a book review
a skit
the voice of the Supreme Source
“I feel like a
blind man who
doesn’t know
where he is”
Did you think
the Kaliyuga Age was going to be easy?
Poetry of the mind
poetry of the voice
poetry of the body
Internet, reality tv
Am I forgetting anything?
My tale

THE WIFE’S PROLOGUE
Call her Her
her name was a pronoun
Her friends know her as
Vajratropa
runs by with her little dog,
God dog god consort
Just because it’s a little dog
doesn’t mean it can’t rip your crotch out
or tear out your juggler
Juggler
fool
Parsifal

Peaceful fool
belligerent fool
sarcastic fool
A clear day in autumn
clear as Vajratropa, jogging with her dog
all ornament
a Zógqen blue-sky day
Who Her was is the first beach to cross
past the pill boxes
Serious enough to take
downers
Her was her secret name. Margaret was her outer name, and her inner name was Norma. Her
came from Normal, Illinois. Normal, here is a town that had a normal school, a college to teach
teachers, and Her knew that this was not the path for her, so she cut out for the Big Apple.
“She took him out on a speedboat, and I could tell by her tone, she was worried and a bit
resentful. She was wearing pink, but enough about her clothes, let’s get on with her tale.”

THE REAL ESTATE LADY’S PROLOGUE
I have a photo of her sitting in the Morris Room
in the Bancroft Library in Berkeley. She’s
another one who really wanted to be an actress,
but she knew it was economically infeasible,
so she got a license to sell real estate
She liked houses
She read books on architecture in the library
and focused on the basics: mounds, fences, hearths, roofs. She developed a theory on the
variations of suburban ranch-style homes. Swiss chalet, Spanish adobe, Japanese, Mediterranean,
Classical Greek
She believed the dictum:
Architecture is something to get into out of the rain when you’re gardening
Balloon construction: farmhouse is the base,
East coast, Cape Cod style, Midwestern sod houses, better to be underground during a tornado,

West coast mill towns, more wood, slabs of wood, 2x4s bend better in an earthquake
She’s got an environmental gripe, considers holding peoples’ land in trust unconstitutional, lands
as farms, lands as utopian, country folk would like to sell their farms and retire, subdivide, while
others would like to extend their pasture, hunt, have a
survivalist lifestyle, live on the last place on earth
Last place on Earth that’s
untouched by civilization:
go by plane, boat, horse,
and rest of the way on foot

THE DOCTOR’S PROLOGUE
If everyone lived to be 133, they’d shrink down to a handful of matter, they’d attain Rainbow
Body
condensed Bodhi, condensed Mara
Talking about tummo, heat yoga
a byproduct of experience of bliss and emptiness
siddhi, blessing
Talking biology: “Frankenstein” released
after a bit of stem cell research goes haywire
Talking of Eastern medicine
and the use of Astrology
expounding on relationship of
allopathic, homeopathic
and holistic forms of curing
Discussing the AIDS plague
And the Year of Washing Hands
Some folks attitude:
“Let the black man suffer;
he’s less than human.”
Further discussion of the Five Sexes
and of the Holy Cross
as seen from a top view

Dr. Bethenue, while working on the battlefield
in Mao’s Eighth Army,
“It’s not the cough you cough that gets
you, it’s the coffin they carry you out in.”
“If I had it to do over,
I’d study with the Chödpas.”

THE PHILOSOPHER’S PROLOGUE
He’s a doctor, too,
a Doctor of Philosophy
in Literature
and he’s just had a radiation treatment
for prostate cancer,
and he’s just found out psa bloodtests
don’t mean diddly SQUAT
“Political capital”
sounds like code
Bring up Ol’ Ez to testify—
“On Musollini’s radio,
what did you say?”
“Well, other than that the European conflict was none of our concern, not our war (read U.S. for
‘our’) and a few inappropriate things about Jews,
I read from my Cantos and from
the works of James Joyce and e.e. cummings.
It’s just that the O.S.S. thought
it was coded messages.”

THE DENTIST’S PROLOGUE
I have to live among those living
the American Dream.
I can’t buy into it, so I’ll have to steal it, and this leads to a complication in the social
order.
The English are becoming more “American”
and the Americans more “English.”
Americans = open, inventive, friendly, and
English = repressed, insular, arrogant
Overheard on Main Street: “Get rid of those freaks and gays, can’t tell them apart, anyway.”
Believes enlightenment is possible in this drunken darkness, quotes Rumi, Kunley and Watts
Subscribes to having friends—
noble souls who bear the shield
of lovingkindness, compassion, and patience
May his skillful activity bring salvation to all
After the election, I’m praying, and I’m asking for a change of heart, an ability to love my
enemies
Usually when I’m praying, I see my enemies
before me in a pit, but today, they are on my level
Yesterday, I hated the fuckers. Last night,
I confessed I knew how impossible it is to agree with these idiots, but that I wished I could be
kind to them. I used my reefer magnets to write
a slogan, so that every morning when I open the fridge to get some milk, I read:
“They know not what they do.”
“Did you hear the one about the terrorists
that took a group of lawyers hostage,
and promised to release one every hour
until their demands were met?”
Discuss the laws of Christian West

in contrast to Islam
let the living bury the dead
no abortion
no pulling the plug
no research
execute the evildoers

THE NUN’S PROLOGUE
“I live in a 5-dimensional mandala, made up of
multidimensional consciousness, divided into 10 directions, 5 bodies of experience, 6 realms
of incarnation with 3 intermediate states
between sleep, waking, and the mindstream
When you practice, you take on the work of the Buddhas, along with the rest of your shitty life
I’ve undergone drastic interior decorating,
an extreme makeover of the soul, done with broad strokes, then the details,
groups of 3s and 5s
A new Law of Contradictions,
true if both/and, as well as neither/nor
In samsara, everyone is insular
lots of armor, less and less amor
“Can you hear the dogs at Zogchen Monastery?”
“I hear the Dog. A word,
within a word
within a word.”
“We’re being taken over by the reptilian brain.
Am I mistaken, or are there fewer reptiles
on the ground and more
in the House of Representatives?”
Do I believe in Platonic love?
Tantric love?
Erotic love?

Sacramental: for procreation,
for liberation, for recreation
Tantric Christianity
Jesus as Vajrasattva, Tantic Christianity complete with wrathful deities, Sadhana of Judas
Iscariot, Sadhana of Pontius Pilot, Sadhana of The Thief on the Cross, The Trinity of the Marys
Wheels within wheels within wheels

THE PHYSIST’S PROLOGUE
What are we sittin’ on?
chair, floor, concrete, soil, rock, lava, magma, glowing
Embers of a white spot,
the appropriate black hole, a source, a sea of being in a chair, having a life on the street
A life in literature,
a parallel universe to teaching
Not sure I want to hear
the public organism speaks in a
single voice
There’s a lot going on in the Universe that occurs in nano seconds and in minutes, months, years,
eras, eons and in Platonic years and kalapas
Lesson: build a box out of wood
with the following tools: hammer, saw,
straight edge, pencil, drill gun, bits
Build: measure a board,
make a design, draw a line
Now build a poem, line by line
Get the words into your heart, like taking Jesus into your heart, the Word, take the Lion’s
Throne, an esthetic experience is a religious experience
I knelt before an El Greco
Sister Wendy spoke of Madame de Stael’s

influence on Delacroix
“Jacob Wrestling with the Angel”
is a favorite of mine
The invisible form which speaks to my soul, finds expression of soul in painting, music &
capitalism all combined
Get caught in the spirit, the work—emanating, transforming air, space
air oracles, oracle space
messages in air, crystal sound

PINWHEELS
Jampa Dorje
with a foreword by

Bouvard Pécuchet
and an introduction by

James Reich

dPress 2005 Sebastopol

FOREWORD

Bouvard Pécuchet

Zógqen and the art of poetry, to find Zógqen, find the natural state of your mind, the
poet, who is empty, but who writes poetry with body, voice and mind, the conduct
of a poet on the path 24/7, a path of vision, meditation and action.
Winning out against the poem, a view of the poem as a box, a view of the poem as
outside, no ideas but in things, and of making the box as good as possible, hand-eyemind co-ordination, and so, winning out against the poem, a poem of the voice, of
the heart’s secret place, after all’s said and done, it’s the feelings remain, and so,
winning out against the poem as an interior space series, trying to buy the well, and
it springs up somewhere else, getting into the zone, and so, an apocalyptic need to
write like crazy, we’ve come to bring you metaphors for your poetry.
Since I feel like a blind man who doesn’t know where he is—I can’t always be
watching TV—I might as well ask how the poet makes poetry.
Poetry of the base: “Capture phrases that come to mind.”
Poetry of the path: “Oh, somehow things come together.”
Poetry of the fruit: “Brought its own solution, which was very poetic.”
I think that Jampa Dorje’s poetry will appeal both to those who cherish romantic
eloquence and to the avant-garde who will recognize that it bridges the divide
between the old and the new. His is a deeply personal form of expression: poems in
the American idiom fused with Tibetan doha-like poems of spontaneous revelation.
I find that the juxtaposition of popular elements with mystic passages, the complex
and subtle contrasts of irony, pathos, childlike simplicity, and psychological insight
reveal a cogent and comprehensive expression of the anxieties and complexities of
modern life.
Whether his poems emerge as skit, as séance, or as the voice of the Supreme Source,
Jampa Dorje’s poems stay with the making.
Perfect.

INTRODUCTION

James Reich

The Pinwheel poems are, on the whole, joyful and playful, glittering here and there
with little gems of wit. Some of the themes are heavy (sex, torture, right to die) but
it seems like the framework of dharma, the soteriological confidence behind many
of the poems and the experience of emptiness/bliss that informs them, provides a
space where the danger and roughness of those themes is allowed to hang out without
being overwhelming. In other words, the dharma overwhelms the depression and
fear, not vice versa. This is why the humor doesn’t seem out of place next to poems
about Abu Ghraib and the death penalty.
My Vassar education has taken me far, but apparently not far enough. I catch some
of the references, but many of them remain opaque. I know the significance of
Solomon’s sword, but do I detect Jampa jumping into the fight between Hegel and
Kierkegaard in “Either/Or” and “The Five Exists”? Or, for example, I haven’t read
Montaigne or Dante, and so I miss out. This is not necessarily bad, mind you,
because it inspires me to try and find out about what I’m missing.
There is also a dialectic at work in the poems between Yeshe Tsogyal/Yeshe and
Padmasambhava/Adzom/the teacher. Or at least, the spirituality in the poems
alternates between stern and demanding (“This is middle C. Play!”) and inspiring,
liberating, and blissful.
A poem like “License Plate: O Faith” mixes Tibetan hermeneutic systems: path/fruit
on the one hand, and view/meditation/action on the other. But I do think the
exploration of various systems and trilogies works well and is an effective way of
using a traditional Indo-Tibetan liturgical device in a Western way.
Then, there is the idea of yab-yum - so central to Vajrasattva practice and to these
poems - and also of marriage (The “or” collapsing into the “either”). This suggests
a reconciliation, or union, or partnership between polarities. If I have any real
problem with these poems, it is in the relationship of the poet to the phenomenal
world. There is the friendship and playfulness (the girl at Office Depot, for example)
and also the stern condemnation (the poet’s obvious anger at the current
administration and Rumsfeld), but where are these reconciled? There is “Middle
Way in America”, but this poem seems more a yearning for a future the poet wishes
was present, and not a reconciliation with the world as it is. So, perhaps this is where
the “path” of this collection is. An intuition of yab-yum, and an experience of it as
the basic movement of existence (which gets very clear in “Ides of March”) but a
yearning for it, or a working towards it in actual experience.

Poems like “Tummo” and “Emptiness 1+1=1” get at emptiness via relativity and the
non-absoluteness of meanings. And I like the story of old man Mclintock. I don’t
know why. I just do.
I think “Maypole”, the last poem, is perhaps the deepest and most mysterious in the
book. I feel like it’s where we get the deepest peek into Jampa Dorje, beyond where
any of us, including himself, know how to get around. It’s haunting, and maybe my
favorite. It doesn’t draw any conclusions.
Well, these are my thoughts. Forgive me if I’ve made mincemeat of the subtlety of
these poems. I’m only a yogi, and a desultory one at that. And moreover, I haven’t
gotten my English license, just my Religion license. So in other words, I hope my
rambling is helpful.
October 5, 2005
Astoria

The smell of coffee awakens me
after a night of dim dreams and wild love.
I can hear to the busy boulevard
and the frogs of ripening spring.
I need something new to know.
Change the peptides: David says,
“Don’t Worry. Be happy. You pay.”
100-syllable mantra
X 100,000
Duncan: To tell the truth the way the words lie.
Olson: What has he to say?
The making of a poem

Poesis, to make
Orpheus sits on a hill
singing the sun up
He was completely without nouns.
Talks continuously about ducks
and death.
Contradictory of him.

LANDSCAPES

Hiking through Nirmanakaya
superego-powered
Harness the id and give yourself enhanced superego
When the moment is right, be ready
Steppin’ large
GO AHEAD
ride the blisswaves of
emptiness
Can you laugh
when your guards beat you?

BLISSED OUT ON MOUNT BAKER

Standing with a hoe in my hand
the boss barks,

“Denner, are you planting trees or not?”
“I’ve run out of trees.”

MILLION DOLLAR BABY,
TERRI SHIAVO & THE POPE

What is a medical procedure?
would you starve a dog?
what is punishment?
right to life
right to die
in hospitals, in prisons, in the jungle?
“I bought into the morphine dream.”

MANDALA OF 3 KAYAS

vertical would be will and ideas
superego, ego, id
horizontal would be the confluence
of the object of perception, the perceiver and the perceived,
plus the time to recover

CHI OF LOVE & HATE

Thank you
blessings
good morning
Fuck off
get lost

eat shit
This is very unusual poetry.

FORCE OF THE SOURCE

Walking in this garden of earthly delights, Gabriela wants to be Eve in the garden,
two wheels spinning, guru and self, virtue and purification, a one-way funnel, no
return, a grade 5 tornado, blast of water, 22 feet of ocean in the French Quarter,
which is six feet below sea level. Might happen.
Believed the Theory of Relativity by the time I was in the 3rd grade, Einstein’s
face in the fire of Armageddon. Now, I’m tugging the umbilical cord
of mantra.
The first and second spinning—
fireworks in Deer Park,
hanging ten off Vulture Peak
First, quit worrying
be of good cheer
take refuge
Take a volcanic roller coaster ride
thru the 100-syllable mantra, ha ha ha ha ho—
into outer space in the guise of a fool laughing thru the five elements
towards an event horizon of clear light
Bardo consciousness
memory lapse
between visualizations
Hide me under the chair

IN DEER PARK

3 vultures triangulate a dead doe
John DOA, Jane DOA, Baby DOA
and the rishis cannot hear the Buddha

LU & I

We stand on the ditch bank
look across a vineyard
vines showing their first leaf
the vine supports cross
the field in rows of rows
“Look at our fallen brothers and sisters,”
Lu says, “Creeley’s dead, and the Pope
is on display with symbols galore,
and they’re studying
Terri Shiavo’s brain to see if she was alive.”
A 3-ring circus,
a poet, a priest, and a pin-up
for the right-to-lifers
Easy to make this gentle bodhisattva
the butt of jokes
Really, there are no buddhas—this is
the era of the collective unconscious
Our collective unconscious cries,
“Let me die easy, oh Lord!”

REALIZED LINEAGE

Creeley
Spicer
Olson
Duncan
Ginsberg
Kaufman
Factions in the poetry wars, different tactics
but our strategy is the same
To have fun
take delight
“He’s always had a deconstructionist process in his poetry,”
Gabriela says, “Denner is the Attila the Hun of web poets.

FU BIRD MOTTO

You don’t read the poem for the font
you read it for the fit

TELLING THE SEXUAL TRUTH

Sins of commission
Sins of omission
Sins of emission

KEEPING UP WITH ALICE

World of quantum physics, when I’m out with Leprechauns, I act like a
Leprechaun, down the rabbit hole I go
and back with a crock
the cup of gold of Irish legend
the Cup of Destiny

THE BOOK AS MEASURE

In poetry, we’d call it philosophy
In philosophy, we’d call it esthetics
In esthetics, we’d call it poetics
In psychology, we’d call it creative process
In biology, we’d call it intelligent design
Now, there’s a good one!

AS THE EARTH BECOMES FLATTER

I asked, “What can I do?”
She sd, “Feed people.”
When a nun is knee-deep in starving
children, she’s got no time to worry about
a woman aborting her fetus.
The room is full
and there’s no end
of mouths to feed,
her motto:
“Bring ‘em on in!”
Thank you

Thank you
Thank you

TRINITY OF THE BRIDE

As poetry doll
as poetry machine
as poetry muse
Voodoo, science, art
The bride in the machine
The bride in the doll
The bride in the poem
You could call her unholy
but on the whole
she did all right

A BIT OF DANTE IN EVERY MOTHER’S SON

Wars reset the world in order
sons and fathers debate the existence
of the gods
Paris wins the most beautiful woman
Achilles desecrates Apollo’s temple
I have 100 peaceful & wrathful deities
I know they’re my projections,
but I still have them for protection
Plus I have a Holy Ghost guy hanging around
my finger in his wound proves it

HOMAGE TO MY TEACHERS

Parkinson had me read The Organization Man,
Walden, H.D., dissed my “My House” essay
Traugot had me read Songs of Innocence &
Experience, caught me plagiarizing A. Kazan
Renoir pointed out Keats confused stout Cortez
for Balboa, wanted all the girls for himself
Mrs. Latimore (5th grade) taught me
how to diagram sentences
hit me with a ruler, “Diagram this!”
made me memorized my Shakespeare
Mr. Shumacher (4th grade) for poetry
I read “Lily Langtree” by
Joaquin Miller aloud in class
Carey McWilliams had
a sense of history & moral indignation
gave speeches in Dwinell Plaza, 1960
showed me Thomas Hardy’s poems
Ernest Blank, perennial grad student
loved books, books in every corner
helped me analyze “To His Coy Mistress”
Don Bratman showed me
the alliterative s patterns in “Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening”

MANTRA CHAIN

Get wheel moving like a fun park carousel
slow, then increase speed to Spider speed
quick tour of the House of Mystery
throw a few rings, knock off some ducks
pick your siddhis, then

ride the revolving teacup of Samsara

ME, MYSELF AND I

3 senses of self—
the sentence writer
the sentence thinker
the source of the sentence
chemical-electrical memory synapses
Brazen Head: “Time is!”

DADA AWARD

S. Mutt announces The Flying W Award for Lucienne Dorrance’s essay
Ellensburg Cowboy Funk Art

INTERSUBJECTIVE PATRAMORPHIS

The invention of coded templates
for dPress poetry machine
Raise Solomon’s sword
see what falls out
The Aleph
The Vermeer Notebook
He felt like a kiss
It bled like a car wreck
Days we die are particular

Why worry, be happy, you pay

WHAT THE ^%^%&*$@ DO WE KNOW?

I’ve written some books
so I should know something
I know a lot of words
so I can talk myself out of trouble

HOW TO MEDITATE

Watch ideas
single focus
self-liberate or transform
mind eclipses awareness
mind unfettered by world
neither overwhelmed nor excited
Adzom says,
“If I’m sick, I’m sick.
If I die, I die.
I’m happy either way.
Everything’s OK.”

THIS IS WHAT IS MEANT BY
“WHERE ARE YOU COMING FROM”

This
from

is

what
is meant
you
are coming

LICENSE PLATE: O FAITH

Metaphysics— fruit
Epistemology— view
Methodology— path

ZAB-LAM & THE ART OF POETRY

Live metaphorically, rather than literally.
Psychologists are the papparatzi of the brain.

HANG ONTO THE LION THROWN

Einstein— stellar cosmos
Newton— planetary cosmos
Heisenberg— atomic cosmos
David’s sign:
TRESPASSERS WILL
BE EXCUPATED

TANTRIC TV

Kenu Reeves as Vajrasattva
the Dakini in leather f/Matrix, Trinity
as Vajratropa
yab yum, a slight churning of nectars
bliss/emptiness
purification

IF I MAY BE SO BOLD

To raise a question
re: New Orleans
“When the bill comes due,
who’s going to pay it?
Them that has it, or them that don’t?”
re: Iraq?
re: Social Security?
In whose interest is Civilization—
the people’s or the pirates?

ESSEIC POEMS

Montaigne, to look, assay,
to weigh
and find lacking
Or not

A PRIORI POEMS

From cause to effect before observation
innate, direct, uncontrived
Spontaneous
HA! GOOD LUCK

Luck, now there’s a concept
Irish charm—a girl
at Office Depot scans my check, asks

“Why do you suppose it refuses to clear?”
“Ghost in the machine.”
“3 is the lucky charm.”
“If you’re Irish.”
“And I am.”

THREE APPROACHES TO A THEORY
OF KNOWLEDGE

Occult (signs)
correspondences
Mars retrograde in Cancer
Scientific (hypothesis)
order out of chaos
Harvey, circulation of blood
Literary (metaphor)
creative mythology
garden of ideas
Kant at the café 11:59AM sharp
Descartes, warming himself by the fire
Hume shooting pool in his nightgown
“It’s the luck of the draw.”
Maybe I should specialize in crystal
healing & Babylonian musical modes

ENCODED POETRY MACHINE

A chunk of divine machinery
“The book as measure”
mirror neurons and happy synapses
dPress is a limited partnership
of 3
me, myself and I

I don’t give myself much hope
in me advocating
for myself
With me, me, me

LAUGHTON KNOWS ABOUT A HORSE

It’s coarse
of course
And that’s
all
THERE’S ONE THING

Liberate idea
“cut”
transform idea
“visualize”
reduce idea to nil logically
“deconstruct”
3rd value interfaces w/dream world
Relax
fidget
act
IDES OF MARCH

On the first page of Spring
God separated M f/E
matter & energy
a purely æsthetic gesture

HA=M/E
AH ME
AH HA
HA HA HA HA HA HO BAGAWAN
“Dipping my napkin in Caesar’s blood”

ETHNOS

Irish
English
Scot
Hopi
Zuni
Apache
“There were Indians, once.”

HUMAN JESTER

Don’t wake up
don’t wake down
don’t wake around
Stay in the town
Attack
retreat
block
Achilles had all the moves

IEDs

Marla Ruzicka, busy counting the dead,
blown up by an improvised explosive
device on the airport road near Baghdad
Then, she was all over it

DAKINIS ON THE PATH

“Salamanders living in the flame”
Old hags, candidates for nip ‘n tuck,
I can see their beauty hidden in the age
hanging on them
or ageless sixteen-year-old, pink-fleshed
lips, legs-up-to-her-ass blush

PLATO’S ATOMS
Truth
Goodness
Beauty

HEAR MYSELF THINK

Got away—
got a time-share in Hawaii, and
all I had to decide on
was what to have for breakfast
Got away—
All I had to decide on

was form, formlessness or desire

DHARMA IS A CALLIOPE

I stared in awe—
then, my root guru
fired me up
sat me down and said,
“This is middle C. Play!”

SAD BUT SAFE

I would pin this man down with a simile,
But there is a lot I don’t know about him.

THE PATH OF THE VAJRA DHARMA CLOWN
as partially received from Tenzin Mongkey by this unworthy monk

Samaya: Everyone is a fool.
I will continue being a Clown
until all fools are liberated.
(Not to be recited)
Dharma is a Three Ring Circus
Dharmakaya
Samboghakaya
Nirmanakaya
A “bhikshu” is an ordained monk—
the Dharma Clown dances on two “big shoes”
3 big buttons: body, voice and mind
not exactly in the right spots

but that’s just like a clown
A red nose producing the seed syllable HONK
Stay relaxed with pure motivation
while eating, sleeping and shitting
and be sure to laugh heartily every day
May this meet worthy people
possessing the karmic connection!

TWO WRONGS

Whether you’re on the mean streets of NY
in the Badlands of South Dakota
or in a mountain retreat at the base of the Continental Divide
In the state
of transparent immediacy
does rangwang make right?
Note: In Tibetan, “rangwang” means self-power.

SWIMMING IN SAMSARA

Steve says, “That Machig, she’s hot—
she’s attained Rainbow Bootie”
Doug says, “Venus without some penis
is a day without sunshine”
David says, “I was at first surprised, even shocked
when I took up tennis to find that

Love was nothing”

TIGLE & SOUL

Yogic subtle body
natural state
mind stream
consciousness

etheric
grace
heart
nous

HERE OUR DAYS ARE NUMBERLESS

Wearing my robes
along Oak Tree Drive
free of everything but Dharma
thinking of Philip Whalen
sprung loose from all moorings
chatting with students
on Fort Worden’s commons
Echoes in my mindstream—
spectacles glint tigles in the sunlight
as he licks an ice cream
I thank him for his kind words
“I wouldn’t have said them
if I didn’t mean them,” he gruffly replies
I’m awake—
as though hit by the master’s stick

LUCK, DETERMINATION, WILL

Intersubjective

I’ve
Eve
eave

maid
mother
crone

Intermission
Spys in the house
spys on the road
spys in the heart
Satan can enter the 4th Garden

TALL DHARMA TALES

Padmasambhava
the Sambhoghakaya Cowboy
driving Lamas to Sante Fe:
“Like driving cats,” he says,
“but these Lamas have fine wool, which makes for good yarns.”
Driving a stage to Tombstone,
Padmasambhava cracks his whip,
[creates a vacuum ( ) emptiness]
gets Hayagriva’s attention,
spurs the ponies into action
puts the Paw nee on the warpath

YESHE TSOGAL & THE TREASURES

The Princess of Kharchen hiked all over tarnation
Tar
nation
planting treasures

Mind ters
earth ters, fire ters
ters as potent as mercury in the water
A month in Kennewick, 4 treasures
18 months in Yakima, 24 treasures
9 months in Spokane, 18 treasures
takes time to plant 84 million treasures
She had the time of her life
in the urban countryside

DAKINI HYPERTEXT

I’m invited into the treasure room—
Ah, Mother Muse, dishing out the scrolls!
Yeshe (wisdom) messin’ with my head?
You’re my web mistress, talkin’ that html

CODED IN MY DNA

A comatose wisdom mind
a flat-lined wisdom mind
a flattened prostate
a prescription for impotency—
A monk wants his sex
to stay put, hard to stay celibate
if Johnny Jumpup is still jumpin’
“If you don’t use it, you’ll loose it.
Most of my patients want Viagra,”
my oncologist says,
“but it’ll never be like it was, again.”

“Is it ok if I let it go? won’t fall off?”
“No, medically speaking, it’s fine.”

MIDDLE WAY IN AMERICA

The Centralists come into the streets
and shout, “Be reasonable!”
Independence and equality
distinct from
a runaway congress
and an egomaniacal administration
The presidency no longer exists—
ignore it.
Metamorphosis of our Republic
Republicans and Democrats
far right and far left
middle is
Independent Party
not green, not blue, not red, not white
empty of bullshit
Breach of protocol
crossing the aisle
listening to others
to the harps
to the tambourines
to the sack horn

DOG READS MAN IS NEWS

Wrathful voices
ecstatic voices
peaceful voices
Commanding
chortling
cajoling
Dzog Chen reads man
Yeshe
took me into the treasury—
“Take what you need
BUT take care.”
her eagle voice

YESHE, I GET IT

You are dancing on my prostate body
reflective, active
yabyum, ho
Madonna with your twilight language
“Blah!” you tease
dynamic denizen of Shang-shung
able to endure Abu Gaub torture
humiliation, fear, degradation,
mutilation—
happy even in hell

PHAEDRA

Sex w/or w/out Love
peptides’ wings
sprouting, moist

aching like the gums of a baby
Sex w/love
winged souls embodied
remembering beauty of the gods
pain and pleasure
w/or w/out
absence & presence of the loved one

BETWEEN THE SHEETS
Judicial
Administrative
Legislative

IN EVERYTHING IS EVERYTHING

All marriages are born in the source
a marriage of marriages
Your marriage is consummated
in yab yum bliss
May your path be fruitful
and your love fulfilled

TUMMO

Cold back
cold front
cold heart
Bliss thaws

my ice cap
Making ice in Alaska
in winter, in Ketchikan
after cold storage swing shift
I walk into the warm snow
An important part
of generating heat
is the relativity of “cold”

EITHER/OR

Mahayana or Hinayana
both/and Vajrayana
Both/and
may seem bogus
until
“Or”
collapses into
“either”

THE FIVE EXISTS

Either
or
both
neither
nor
Either/or
neither/nor
both/and
neither both/and

nor either/or

NEED NOT WANT

Body: food, clothing, shelter
mind: 8 hours sleep, 8 hours work,
8 hours for gaining more Light
energy: peaceful, wrathful, ecstatic

DEATH PENALTY

The Needle
first, you’re prepped with an anesthetic
so, you should sleep through
the phosphate chloride hit in your blood
however, and this is important,
if you are not fully sedated
you are conscious
but unable to move
Hope your executioner is friendly
What is humane? What is torture?
Ronald Reagan said he had experience
putting down a horse, and the needle was humane, so the Warren Courts decision
to prohibit the death penalty was reversed
Those that favor punishment
will choose to err on the side of cruel and
unusual

3-D OF TORTURE

Dread
dependency

degradation

THREE I’S OF SPY

Identifying the target
initiating the contact
infiltrating the network

AGENT IN THE FIELD

In the shadow world
“What he doesn’t know
can’t be extracted under torture.”
Donald Rumsfeld said he couldn’t
understand why the prisoners were unable
to stand all day when he was on his feet
15 hours every day
Is the threat of torture torture?

SEEING TORTURE W/MY INNER EYE

Since history is written by the victors,
it’s fair to ask, who are the barbarians?
A new commandement
Thou Shalt Not Torture
Hate to make this the subject of a poem
One thing to be punished as a civilian
one thing to be punished as a soldier
another thing to be punished as a terrorist

Pain inflicted trying to get out of the way
pain inflicted for pain inflicted
pain inflicted for knowledge gained
pain for your memory
As a spy for the Tutsi,
the Hutu would have tortured me
Hard to guess another’s tolerance
for pain
In passing,
“A penny for your pain.”

WHILE YOU SLEEP

your hypothalamus rests and dreams.
David’s dream: he was in a big city, maybe New York, Penn Station, and he was
moving on roller skates or on a big ball with roller skates underneath, and he could
move around easily. It was very quiet. As he moved about, he struck attitudes. He
recalled he was wearing robes, white, rumbled, robes, and he couldn’t tell where
they began or where they left off. All the same, no one seemed to notice him as he
moved through Penn Station in his white robes, and he thought, “This is what it is
like when you’re dead. And it seems this is happening more and more while I’m
alive.”
GOOD NEIGHBORS

“Your fence came out real nice.”
Plastic fence.
The wooden fence had rotted.
“Now, I ‘ve got to get the sprinklers working.”
“It’s always one more thing.”

VAJRASATTVA FUGUE

Full stops
dissolve your elements
ha ha ha ha ho

EMPTINESS 1+1=1

High
high, fast
high, much faster
Slow
slower
Loud
quiet
quieter
Deep
deeper
higher
Audible

PROJECT: MAKE A BOX

A box of Hell
a box of Heaven
wired with sound
w/audible screams & harp music
or mantras
A brass dial calibrated for each religion

Give a small talk
about rationalizing away the dogma
as though heavens & hells don’t exist

LIBERATION OLYMPICS

Shake those tail feathers of pain
A pair of joggers
the female has quite a jiggle
A pair of quail
the female flies off the levy
The male follows

CHRIST AS GURU RINPOCHE

The Pope is pissed about The DaVinci Code
that Mary Magdeline had a kid with Jesus
How’s he going to feel about the revelation
the Tibetans have cooked up in Shambhala?
Odd to see the pontification of the mystery Christ, the bridegroom & the Church
the bride as the reason
why women can’t be buff
Quack quack quack
another duck

PAINTING THE SISTINE CHAPEL

A full complement of clouds—
cumulus locomotives above an open pit
Recognize that you’re on a work gang
mining titanium for Ti O2
Pigment
color
Binder
resin, glue, egg white
Solvent
makes paint flow
vermilion in Middle Ages
mercuric sulfate
ultramarine
lapis lazuli
A full complement of moonlight

YOU ARE THE MOVIE

and the camera, the producer
is your mind
and you are in charge of wardrobe and sets
Ol’ Man Mclintock
lived in a faraway cabin
west and north, lived alone
raised goats
had a jug
hanging in the window
awoke in the morning
took a swig
grabbed his shotgun
and fired both barrels
at a Red-tailed hawk
every morning of his life

TRIKAYA

Up down sideways
in out center
here there
where?
All the “bad stuff” is destiny
Less bio-diversity means it’s easier
to control harmony
Then, natural cycles can be manipulated to…?
Events-sequence
time is an accident
time is a coincidence
time is a plan
Relationship between
one’s self and one’s elf
Between
a distinct self
and the Divine Self

MINCING

David says, “Mincing down Camden Street
in my size 11 galoshes
is a way I have of celebrating myself.
I can’t go into the other ways,
but mincing isn’t bad.”
“I really am the laziest person
you can remember, but I have to write
about it, that’s the thing.”

SANE DEATH

I linger and chant
Death’s outlet song
Death and I, as companions
walking the other side of the mall
Past visions
past night
past heart-shaped leaves of lilac

A PITH INSTRUCTION

Osel’s pet pug bit her on the tit
testing the perimeters of her paramitas
There’s a little scar to prove this

MAYPOLE

“Let’s dance and sing, it’s Spring!”
It’s a time of terror and promise—
as my world collapses
into a molding leafiness
And the cities wretch up their lonely
The years pass
huge, remote, eyes in the sky

