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           With a concerted effort, he sat up, lifted himself from the bed 

with a grunt, and began walking toward the bathroom. His feet dragged 

along the floor, making a shuffling sound.  

 

             *            *               * 
Into the center of the sun, a line is drawn, and that character, 

                plus the character of an altar, is God. 

 

        Daled sat reading the notes of his lecture, which    he    had written in  large 

letters so that his good eye  could   more   easily distinguish the words.  As     he     was    

reading,  the  sun passed from behind the clouds into the doughnut shaped center 

 
of his action, and  watched the ash-white of his skin become   buried in  the 

shadow of   the  curtain.  He closed his eyes and  took a few slow breaths. He 

saw darkness on his closed lids, and realized that he was creating more and 
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more darkness. First he had removed the blue sky and the cloud ringed sun 

from his sight for his momentary comfort.    Now, he had just removed the 

rest of the room. 

                   For a brief moment, there was an intensity of emotion that surprised  

          even him. He wanted  to crumble the speech. He   thought   of leaving the air- 

          conditioned, well-lit room to walk into    the           mountains behind the house;  or to  

          cross the suspension bridge to the rocky promontory and listen to the  

                                                 interaction of  land and   ocean beneath April's budding maple leaves. 

 

 
                He returned to his notes. 
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                 is the writing of the poem. 

                                   *                   *               * 

    Daled ignored the cuckoo as it stuck the half hour and continued  

reading to himself. 

                             

                                      One of the questions I’m often asked, is, if 

                                Zen Buddhism is a philosophy of action, and, to  

                                quote myself ‘the word lives in living,’ then what  

                                am I doing teaching Zen Buddhism? 

 

 
              very thirsty.  Zen Buddhism, the historical subject, is  

 
             poetry writing, and tea ceremonies in the mountains.  
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                                       *                *               * 

 

 
                              In order to relate, we as humans need to give meaning to  our     

                    experiences. Before we can act, we must feel as though there is  

              some order to the universe--even if that order be non­order  

              or indifference.  

                     Students today to not wish to just accumulate knowledge 

             found in books. They are looking for something relevant to their lives.       

             Like Kohelet in Ecclesiastes, they realize of making books there is no   

             end, ruin in a flood of words. 

                        I have thrown out nearly all books of fiction.  What have I kept.    

              Hemingway’s Old Man and the Sea; Hesse’s Siddhartha; Joyce’s  

              Portrait and Ulysses; and Kazanzatkis’  Zorba. These books reveal 

              the effect of my western education and upbringing.  

                      The East believes that the path to understanding lies in not being  
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             “caught” by our thoughts and emotions, seeing them as mere mind  

               moments, stars in the night sky. 

                  Yes, and... 

                   I also want to feel and cry and laugh and dance and search and  

               seek.  I admire as the most gifted artists and writers those who have the   

              power to life words from their cold impersonalness and cause people to  

              respond in their hearts. 

                     Otherwise we misuse the East’s teachings, and justify our lack of  

               ability to love or feel anguish....calm and peaceful acceptance can be a  

               mask for apathy and indifference. 

               *                 *              * 

 
hallway,  where Selma must be, doing something to pass her day. He put down his 

notes and closes his eyes feeling a self-satisfied inner smile at what he’d just read.  

“Very well crafted, old man, you’ve still got it. And what a meaningful, important, 

interesting life you’ve lived.”  His mind then wonders, behind his closed eyes, to 

the  last time he danced—literally—or even metaphorically.   The last time he felt 

truly at peace. The last time he cried. Then he thought of the lecture 

“understanding and wisdom which help you relate to nature, yourself”    What does 

that even mean?”  Stop, he shouted inwardly.  “Too many thoughts.  Let them go. 

Stars in a night sky.”  As he took a slow, even breath. 

         He picked up his notes again, but his thoughts once again returned to Selma. 

He found himself looking forward to their afternoon tea ritual with greater 

anticipation than normal, hoping that the ceremony would give flesh to the words. 
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        We on earth are on the bridge.  Yet,  we forget that.  We need to remind 

ourselves that the quest must be ever renewed.  The worst danger is comfort.  
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*                          *                          *                         *                    * 
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that every afternoon he used the bedroom as a study, exiling her to the kitchen.  
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                        *                *                   *               *                 * 
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     mountain towering behind the house.  The shadow of a thick cloud traversed the    

     lower part of the mountain, and it soon appeared to Daled that the spider was   

     resting on a bed of soft white. 

          

      
   shadow of the cloud climbed the mountain and merged with its form. 

 
       Feeling his left leg fall asleep, he      untwisted  himself    to massage it.   As   he 

bent down, his breasts grew  flabbier like a swelling wave and crashed foam of black 

shadow over his stomach,  engulfing the spider web. 

           Ignoring the tobacco which had long since burned itself out,  Daled reached for 

his  journal and opened it. He began to read the front piece which he had copied from 

the writings of Chuang-tse: 
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                          Once upon a time, I, Chuang-tse, dreamt I was  
                          a butterfly, fluttering hither and thither, and  
                                                             to all intents and purposes,  a butterfly. I was  
                                                                  conscious only of my happiness as a butterfly,  
                          unaware that I was Chuang-tse. 
 
                          Soon I awakened, and there I was, veritably my self  
                          again. Now I do not know whether I was then a man  
                          dreaming I was a butterfly, or whether I am  now a butterfly       
                                          dreaming I'm a  man. 
 

            Today was the thirteenth day this month he had been unable to 

remember   his   dreams.  He went through the journal and counted 

nineteen entries for  the  month,  four of them written after naps.  It 

interested him .that on days when he had dreamt in the afternoon, he had also 

had dreams at night. 

 

          His hands had entered the dream and sought to meaningfully and artistically 

shape the face into focus. But the face had continued to blur still more,  until  it  was 

totally unrecognizable.  Beneath the dream           he had written: 

           In the beginning you want to do  only what is right.  But rightness is 

           ambiguous and the fulcrum subtly shifts until the issues of safety  

           and well-being are blurred and the  focus becomes questions of 

            pride and authority. 
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       Had she forgiven him his faults as a parent?  Had he ever apologized?  He 

made a mental note  to tell her this afternoon  he was sorry for any shortcomings he  

had as a parent. Looking up from his dream journal, he saw three of Selma’s white 

girdles and two of her bras, hanging from the clothesline, all roughly blown by the 

wind. Daled  imagined that the rope was the top of a sail, running free, bellowed by 

the full wind blowing from the mountains.  The bird-feeder mast bent and creaked 

under the wind’s power as the ship sailed out to sea. 

                *                 *                      *                  *             * 
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 Daled washed himself by the garden hose and then walked toward the tea  

room.  He looked back at his imaginary ship, and then opened the door to enter. 

His shadow entered the room before him. As he shut the door, the sun was blocked 

from sight, his shadow disappeared and he stood alone. 

   *                      * 

 

 

    tea room.  

         Seated in his blue chair and wearing a yellow shirt, Daled reminded her of  

Bhushakertas, her favorite flower.            

 

Although  her  hands were old,  Daled still found them lovely, the fingers  

long and straight, the wrists so delicate he cold enclose them between his thumb 

and second finger.  And how those fingers and wrists could dance across the piano 

keys. 



 

18 
 

expertly and the flow of tea stopped. The sunburst hovered in mid- air. Daled 

imagined it  illuminating her hair, which, gray since  she turned  fifty, was knotted 

behind her head in a bun.  Long wisps had disengaged themselves and curled 

 

 

            “No!” Daled admonished her in a whisper, then continued, “ Why so 

defensive?”  He could feel a reflexive anger, as the thought filled his mind “All I 

was thinking about was how beautiful her eyes were.” That thought made him even 

angrier---“I’m just trying to be nice, and she gets defensive.  She’s always making 

assumptions that cast me as a critical, judgmental person.” 

           Daled thought about pointing out how wrong she was.  He remembered the  

paraphrase technique their therapist told him he should use more.  “Sounds like 

you’re feeling upset because you thought I was accusing you of spilling the tea.”   

The words sounded stilted to him.   Just as he told the therapist  so many years ago. 



 

19 
 

       He looked over at her, and saw her face tighten.  He held up his hand to keep 

her from responding and escalating, trying to keep her from responding to his 

rhetorical question.  He closed his eyes to turn inward and breathe, and collect 

himself.  Yet his first thought was she will see this as shutting her out. I can’t win. 

           Daled remembered so many similar conversations. What does she always 

say? “You always respond to me with anger and attack. This is what you’re like  

after nearly forty years of meditation?  Ha, big help  that meditation  was.”  Then 

he would say, “Just imagine if I hadn’t meditated.”  Of course she wouldn’t be 

amused. She would turn away, become silent and look hurt.  

        The dance would begin again,  and not a joyous Zorba dance. His eyes still 

closed, he thought,  if I paraphrase and do all the work, maybe I can deescalate this 

time a little bit, but why should I have to do all the work.  In retrospect, he wished 

he hadn’t responded so quickly, but had first taken a breath.   Now what to do?  

         He did take a gentle breath from his diaphragm.  Better.  He decided 

not to engage, feeling pride at how he was able to rise above her petty  

reflexive responses.  In fact, he decided not to wait for  reply at all,  

but instead simply said,  “No, because your eyelids, like  
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                   *                         *   

 

house.  Many years ago, each evening after tea hour, he used to sit on the beach in 

a lotus position and watch the sun set into the water.  But it had long ago become 

to walk the mile and a half along the path which led under the suspension bridge, 

and then to cross the slippery wet rocks of the gorge and pass through the hole in 

the promontory . 
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                          *                    * 

     He had the feeling she was watching him; although because of her half-closed 

eyes, he couldn’t be sure.  Was she as calm as she looked? Her movements  

 

be replaced by Selma’s anniversary present. 

      He took a piece of rice meal cookie and placed it in his mouth.  The cuckoo 

began to strike the quarter hour. He swallowed the cookie too fast and it lodged 

awkwardly in this throat. His coughing drowned out the sound of the clock.
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under arched brows.  “I hate sitting like this...like two sterile mannequins  

trying so hard to make it perfect....confined to guidelines and rules and rituals    

like robots.  Why don’t you act human?  Why don’t you complain 

 

 

                “But the cookies are very good.”  

         

         Selma picked up her tea cup and raised it to her lips. Normally she could see 

her reflection in the tea, but the quivering of her hands caused to tea to crack her 

face into hundreds of small disjointed pieces.  

                  *                   *         

          Several minutes passed  with no sound other than the sipping of the tea. 

Daled  wondered if he Selma had even heard him. Perhaps he had just whispered it, 

or maybe it was just an unspoken thought.  He stirred another spoonful of sugar 
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into his tea.        

 

look up. He was glad she had changed the subject, and was falling back into usual 

chatter.  Normally that annoyed him, but at this moment it was a welcome filling of 

the void. 

 

                “Daled, don’t interrupt. I was talking. You know I hate that.” 

                 “Sorry, you were going to say....” 

                 “No, Jane wasn’t behind the counter. Thursdays are her day off.  Peggy 

Higgins was working at the store today.” 

 

   Moments passed in silence.  “Aren’t you going to respond?” 

      Daled put his finger to his lips,  then said “I was just following your orders, and 

not interrupting.  How was I to know there wasn’t more you wanted to day. But if 

you want to say I’m sorry, I will.  It is fascinating that Peggy was there today.” 

       As he finished speaking Selma was certain he  was practicing his 

condescending half smile on her. 

retreat further into himself and continue that smile as if nothing were wrong. 
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 Instead she continued:

 

 

 

 

Daled thought of looking up to see if Selma was listening.  He wondered if she 

could understand the deep message he was sending her—that this tea ceremony—

that he had had to fight so hard to get her to agree to--was their opportunity to take 

off their swords,  to cleanse themselves, to enjoy.  He was afraid to look up, for if 

she weren’t listening, or was looking out the window, he might lose his focus and 

his equanimity. So, he kept reading: 
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Selma looked intently at Daled, pretending to pay attention to words she had heard 

dozens of times before, dutifully eating her rice cake, on cue,  in case he looked up. 

How long will this go on; why does he read this, when he  knows it by rote? She 

dared not look away, though she longed to gaze out the window, to the world 

beyond. Once these words—and yes, even they as a couple--  were fresh, and 

exciting. But she felt somehow they had both become trapped in the rigidity of 

unchanging daily life.  It wasn’t harsh by most of the world’s standards, she was 

well aware of that—yet  there was a sadness to it...the slow decaying end of life, 

from which they could not escape—of which the tea ceremony was  one example.                            
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         Selma smiled.  He really does  have a first rate mind, and sometimes even an 

enchanting poetic side,  she thought despite herself. I loved the way he would learn 

from different cultures, and then try to compare, contrast, and put them together in 

a way that made sense to him.  He was a very good teacher, too, attentive.  Even 

often to me 

.  

                of timelessness apart from and part of the everyday world.  

Daled looked up from his notes for the first time, and spoke directly to Selma.  

             “There is another Japanese word, Chanomi, which I’m not going to discuss 

in the lecture. It means two old cronies sitting during tea ceremony, futilely trying 

to recapture past ‘happiness.’”     

  

 

                                   *                   *                                           
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               Daled arose from his chair, with some effort, and walked the few paces 

toward Selma.  She eyed him warily. He reached his hand out, gently, toward 

Selma’s shoulder, and began to massage her favorite spot, the soft area of the back 

of her neck.  

          “Wa” Selma puckered her lips and let the ah sound sensuously emerge. 

           On the wall behind the chair, the shadows of two people merged beneath the 

arched eyebrows of a willow tree. Neither of them heard the cuckoo as it struck the 

half hour.  

           *                        * 

“How strange it seems, Daled, to be sitting here talking and cuddling. I was 

thinking of how many people we’d met, loved, and left. How did we fit enough to 

still be here drinking tea? Still in love? Still holding each other in our arms?” 

 Daled continued massaging the soft area of her neck, saying nothing to 

interrupt the mood. 

  “It must have been fate,” Selma purred, somewhat hoarsely.  

  Daled stopped massaging with a panicky jerk, walked back to his chair, and 

began leafing through his lecture. “This mind...I’ve already forgotten that 

part...I’ve...let me....” 

   Selma sat back on the tatami, with resignation.  As she buttered her toast, 

she tried to remember how long it had been since he’d actually massaged her neck, 

since they’d cuddled.  She poured honey on her toast,  but before she put it in her 

mouth,  she unobtrusivly reached to her lips,  and felt along her tongue and upper 

palate. She carefuly withdrew a wiry gray hair and dropped it to the tatami. 

                    The Chinese word for fate comes from two characters.  

             Heredity and social milieu. To talk of absolute freedom 

             is to talk of death. Our human freedom is based on limitations  
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             of fate. Like the river bound by its banks, we are bound by our  

             bodies. The river which has no bank is not a river. 

                   If we flood our banks and ignore our body, we will soon 

             cease to be human. Freedom can only exist within the confines 

             of the banks’ non freedom  

 

Daled looked up from his reading, expecting a nod of approval from Selma.  

 
                         “Why don’t you just say that?” Selma paused, then added,  

               “and also, careful of sexist language dear.... Why just  ‘man’?  How  

               about ‘humans’?”  She tried to say it with an even tone knowing how   

               sensitive Daled was to being corrected—even as, ostensibly he was  

               asking for feedback. 

                        She say that Daled  was indeed trying to mask his annoyance at   

                having his language  questioned.  When he spoke, he ignored that part of  
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                 her comment, and replied with more force than he  needed to ,“Because    

                 I’m a teacher, not a destroyer. Students need to look  up to someone,  a  

                 person (he emphasized the word)  whom they feel             

           
             

 
                 Selma knew this was not the time to again correct him for his slippage 

back into  masculine terminology.  She took a deep breath, as she had long ago 

learned to do when    the situation became too vulnerable, too close to the abyss. 
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              “Later, later, after the lecture.” Daled gave her a quick wink and tried to    

   look as coy as possible.  “After the lecture, I’m going to sneak into your bed, and    

    we’ll both apologize.”  But now...” He held up his notes in explanation and  

    began to read to himself.               

                        *                *                      *                *                   * 
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     raising and lowering like some mighty piston.” 

             She could tell her words were soothing and comforting him, which pleased     

    her.  She could never tell. Sometimes he enjoyed hearing how strong and  

    powerful she found him; other times, he’d criticize her for reminding him of    

    how much he had decayed. She continued, offering herself as a counterpoint to          

    his strength, again, in hopes of making him feel more peaceful and happy in the       

    present.  Her self-deprecation, she thought, was a small price of pay for his  

    well-being. 

              “Watching you, I’d be admiring, but also begin to feel guilty lying in bed.  

   And then, after you had finished,   no matter how hard I tried,  I 

 

  to awaken.  So pure, so innocent, so cute, so unthreatening.” 

                                           *                     *                          
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section of Daled’s dark blue shorts.  Is this our anniversary present, she thought to 

herself.   She tried to regain her poise,  smiling somewhat shyly and demurely at 

her own words and thoughts. 

                            *                      * 

           “Didn’t you have a good nap this afternoon?” 
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            Selma felt a stretching in her throat and a sharp intake of air through her 

nose.  Oh ,no, she thought. A yawn is coming.  Dear God, why now? She actually 

was enjoying the images of his dream. Please God let me stop it, or  at least don’t 

have him look up and see me.   She clenched her teeth and jaw tightly, squinting 

her eyes with a bit of a grimace.  Should she cough and put her hand to her mouth 

to hide it, or might that cause him to look up?  The moment passed. He continued  

his dream recitation, as if nothing untoward had occurred.    
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                                               *                         * 

 

             As she watched Daled,  she was aware of a small smile forming on her 

lips.  “Why was I wanting to yawn?” she asked herself.   Ah, even she had become 

trained by his constant self-reflection.  She realized  she was remembering his 

many – so many - talks to her in the past about free will. How much choice do we 

have?  How much control over our life?  And in this case, over our yawns? She 

noticed how even the smallest upward curve of her lips—less than a quarter inch-- 

created such a pleasant feeling. 

          The smile quickly turned to resentment as she wondered why should she 

have to stifle a yawn if that was what she was feeling.  It’s as if he was trying to 
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program all spontaneity out of her.  He calls it spontaneity when he rushes in to tell 

me a new idea, and feels that’s fine.  I’m to be there at his beck and call. Yet I’m 

forbidden to enter his office when he’s working, and my spontaneous actions are 

criticized as impulsive and not thought through sufficiently.  

          She then looked down at her dress, and saw how frayed it was.  It annoyed 

her that she had bought into his view that clothes were not important, and she was 

frivolous for buying anything pretty and beyond basic needs.   

 

          From his expression,  Selma could tell that  what she said annoyed him. But 

that didn’t bother her. Shouldn’t she have a right to express her needs? Was she 

merely a puppet having to dutifully sit and listen to his meanderings...first a 

lecture, now a dream?  

        It was always his career.  I even took classes for him, she thought,writing 

copious notes, so he could gratuate early. She fell into bitter the reverie easily and 

naturally for it was well worn. Yes, I got some “Thanks to Selma” credits for proof 

editing,  and “without whom this would not have been possible.”  Damn right!  But 

where was my career?  Did he even notice the secondary role I had?  Did I then? 

Would I now, without the cultural shift  of the last decade? 

       She continued,  even somewhat pleased at his silence, and what she perceived 

as his condemnation. 

         “We have two different view points. And conrary to what I used to believe,  



 

38 
 

 

         At first, Daled was stunned.  Why is she responding to my dream by talking 

about tattered clothes?  But as he entered into and began to understand her non-

sequitur, confusion changed to a mixture of annoyance and amusement. 
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              Daled recited it. 

 

Daled was unwilling to be pacified 
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 felt tired and unwilling to contine.  

               *                          * 

             After several moments of praciting his breathing, Daled began to feel 

restless, and  picked up his notes. Over the edge of the paper he saw  Selma 

  

          Selma looked up from her toast and saw Daled surrerptiously watching her.  

She let out a sigh of exasperation, but said nothing for a moment.  Finally, she 

   

         Each averted the other’s glance.  Selma did not move, and            

Several more  moments passed in awkward silence.  
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           Daled stared into his tea cup.  He admired how still he was able to hold his 

hands,  though he almost didn’t recognize the reflection of the old man staring 

back at him.  He remembed his father once telling him that when he looked into the 

mirror and saw his old reflection, he would look further, at the eyes, and could still 

see a little joyous kid dancing around.  Daled peered more intently at his own 

reflection in the cup.  

         “How much longer do I have to endure this tea ceremony” Selma thought.  

Yet to leave before the prescribed time had passed would feel like admitting 

defeat....both for Daled, and if she were completely honest, for herself.  Just then 

she heard the cuckoo strike the quarter hour,  and it sounded like a temple bell to 

her, waking her, shifting her mood.  She thought of the haiku he’d just read and 

wondered what she could do to break the silence of their ancient pond. 

     Selma picked up a sugar cube and slowly lifted it toward Daled’s cup. As 

 

        Daled was startled, his reverie distrubed. He looked up angrily only to see 

Selma’s smiling face, and hear her say  “Wa”  for a second time this tea ceremony. 

And with just the same sensuous intonation.  Harmony, he thought. She’s reaching 

out to build a bridge.  She’s really much stronger and wiser than me.  Anger gave 

way to gratitude. 

     Selma continued, “I saw you practicing yoga today.”  She thought 
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         “Yes, my breath isn’t as bad as I had expected. And 

 

 

  

 

                                                     *          *   

            Just as she reached the door’s exit,  Daled called to her  and said in a deep 

authoritative voice, but with a cheerful gleam in his eyes:     
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          Selma felt the tone didn’t match the joy  they were just experiencing, and 

was caught off guard.  Why doesn’t he just let me leave the room, without calling 

me back like a yoyo. “I don’t know,” she replied with some annoyance as she 

turned back to him, looking down.  

  

             Daled still felt cheerful, but noticed some frustration at her unwillingness 

to play along. 
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          Selma understood that this long winded story reflected Daled’s sense of 

humor and was his  version of a joke.    She gave a small nod, smiled delicately, 

and wordlessly made her exit. 

                                            *         *         *         *               * 

             Daled thought he could take a few moments while she was gone to go over 

the final passage of his lecture.  But just as he started to pick up the notes, he 

remembered a dream from the night before. It was such a strange dream.  When 

was it? 3:15a.m?  It woke him, and he had looked over at Selma, who was still 

asleep. Or was that part of the dream? Chuang-tzu?  He remembered  

walking outside and onto the suspension bridge. Below, he could her  

the waterfall rushing into the raise, and could see the moon, up a half-hour, 
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 and nearly full, reflected in the water. The Chinese Sisyphus--   

 

 

                     *                       * 

         He got up to  find Selma,  He wanted to share this Chuang-tzu like 

experience  with her, and didn’t want to wait until she returned.  He even wondered 

whether she noticed anything unusual last night about this presence—or lack 

thereof—in bed.   

        But he realized there was something else he wanted to share.  About their 

relationship.  It was an inchoate thought, or feeling-- that their relationship with a 

bit like Sisyphus.  They both tried, really tried,  to push the rock of their 

relationship up the mountain.  And that it kept rolling down was not just her fault.  

He felt he needed to apologize to her for his shortcomings, too. He felt a mixture of 

regret, sadness, guilt, even devastation that this is what their reality was.  Too 

strong, he thought, don’t go there.   There is something noble in our effort. That we 

keep trying.  And remember, Camus’ Sisyphus ends with the line “One must 

imagine Sisyphus happy.” 
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                                    *             *            *             *          *       

 

 

              She entered the room to pick up  the brown sack containing her present for 

him for their annivsary.  She had thought of wrapping it prettily, but hadn’t 

because he would just say “Zen simplicity—no fancy wrapping and  bows 

needed.”  Next to the brown sack was a poem she had written a few weeks ago. 

 

            She wondered whether she should give it to him as part of the present?  As 

she was debating, she looked up and saw the dark outline of her  form reflected in  
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                 She couldn’t understand the intensity of emotions the picture had 

produced in her.  
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      “Hey, precious girl, you look like you’re going to cry.  What’s wrong?”      

Selma said nothing and set the sack on his bed.   
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                                                  *                *              

           As he turned to leave the room, he saw her poem.  He read it carefuly, and 

was initially moved by it.  Selma  conveyed in the poem the  same feeling tone that 
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the white tea bowl, the phoenix, the redbirds,  had created in him.  He felt indeed 

they were once again on the same wave length....and actually, desite their 

differences and challenges, they  always had been, at the deepest level, so 

profoundly  connected and so right for each other.   

                                                 *                 *   

         He read the poem again.  The first line was adequate. It set the temporal 

stage-- a concrete chronos “moment of time”—the first day of spring.   The second 

line uses the root “spring” to “link” to the first, though with slightly different 

meanings, past and future.  “Springs” is  an active verb and looks toward the  

future (hope).  Not bad. 

      He again re-read the second line. Something in it  felt off to him, a bit 

saccharine, even highfalutin.  And is that line even  true to  Zen—which seeks the 

here and now, not some hopeful future?    

      Reading the third line, he began to reconsider the thought he’d just had about 

the second line.  She does  bring that future hope back to the present in the third 

line, grouning the “abstractiness” and future of line two in the conrete image of 

line three.  “A blossom.” What an  evocative image. It’s used here as a noun, but 

also “blossom” conveys a sense of active verb properties.   

      He shook his head quickly. There I go again.  Just as Selma says, always 

judging, dissecting.  Why not just enjoy the poem and its heartfelt meaning?  Am I 

jealous that she is more creative  than I am?  I critique haiku. She writes it. 

                         *                        *         

Daled quietly walked toward the tea room, carrying the white cup and he poem. 
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                          *                 *              *            *                  * 

 

 

tea bowl down on the tatami next to the one remaining piece of rice cookie.  Then, 

after rubbing his goatee in mock pensiveness, he put his hands on the arms of 
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       Yet, at that moment, she really wanted to kiss him, and hold him tightly to her.  

As she tried,  her nose started to bump into its image on his glasses.  She gently 

tried to remove his glasses, but, as she did so, Daled pushed her  hand forcefully 

away, causing her to fall back into the chair, and he nearly falling on top of her. 
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         Selma felt a bitter angry cry welling up with her. But the cry never surfaced, 

and turned into a caustic, haughty laugh as she pointed to his shaking arm. 

“Careful, dear, your muscles aren’t what they used to be,  and  

  

 

       *                           * 
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cookie.  “Also dear, you’re beginning to repeat yourself.  Don’t you remember 

using the terms ‘rouge and mascara’ just moments ago?   Even your barbs lack 

creativity and are boring and repetitious, just like this tea ceremony 

 Surely you can be more creatively cruel than that...”  After a pause, she added,  

 

 

 

 

                                      *                 *                  
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                                        *                   * 

 

        would they please stand. 
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Daled chuckled at the irony of this last line, for when he gave the speech, he 

would be the only one standing.  Then, he mused, he wondered if by the end 

of the talk, he might receive a standing ovation.  Oh, vanity, vantiy old man. 

The ego still rises.  I guess at least now I can notice and even smile at it. 

 

 

 

                                  *                      * 

            Daled sat back in his chair.  It was all once so clear.  The new 

beginning. The unity.  Such peace in the moment, such hope for that little 

baby embryo. 

           Ding a ling. Pause. Ding a ling. 
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          He heard Selma pick up the phone and break into laughter.  A moment 

later, she struck her smile head into the tea room. He didn’t even mind the 

interruption. A little laughter would be a wonderful respite. 

     

 

 

                       *                   *             *             *             * 

                 Daled sat back in his chair and closed his eyes.  Images of his  daughter 

and grandchildren flickered rapidly like a fast forward video of their time in his 

life.    

          Just as well, he thought, I’d have been pulled between trying to work 

on my lecture, and spending time with them. I’m sure it will all work out. Maybe 

they’ll even surprise me and come to my final lecture.    But his thoughts were 

belied  by his hands, which were tearing at the stuffing  of the chair which the  

 

                   *                      * 

           He awoke with a start. How much time had pased? He wondered if he’d 

slept through his talk.  He  rose as quickly as he was able from the chair, pushing 

off from the arm rests, picked up his notes, still slightly damp from the  spilled tea, 

and walked into the kitchen. Selma had washed the utensils and the blue 
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               He thought of giving her a little pat on her backside, or a tap on the 

shoulder, or even a quick massage on her neck. Maybe even offer her an apology.  

Even though the cuckoo clock showed he still had plenty of time,  he felt 

somewhat rushed, and didn’t  want to get into another long engagement with her. 

Also,  Selma seemed busy,  preoccupied and she was as prickly about being 

interrupted as he was so it was probably for the best not to bother her. Even as he 

thought this, he also felt a nudge of anger.  She espouses spontaneity, yet becomes 

upset every time I engage in it.  For both of them spontaneity had long  ago gone 

out the window, he thought.  Thas’s why structure like the tea ceremony  and 

agreed upon times—even  for cuddling—were so important.  To both  of them. 

Anyway, there would be plenty of time after the lecture for more words and more 

touch, a joyous celebration.  The after lecture cuddle was a pattern that was well 

worn and a lot of fun, he thought, and noticed a smile forming as he quietly   
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                  *                    * 
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              *            *              *               *           * 

 

 

  large flat stone.  Far below him, he hard the echoing of the interaction 
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                                 *                   * 

         For some reason Selma’s poem entered his mind: “The first day of 

spring...hope springs eternal...from a bare twig, a blossom.”  She did have a gift for 

words, a much more creative person than he was. He made a mental note to tell her 

that.   

                   Then he thought of the Zen story of a person chased by a tiger, who 

reaches the edge of a cliff. Far below him are craggy rocks and churning ocean. He 

clings to a vine, on which two mice, one black one white, start to gnaw. He sees a 

strawberry nearby.  How sweet it tasted. 

           He remembered how he’d once given a talk on this story—that it is  

ostensibly about living in the moment, tasting the strawberries of life even amdist 

existenial chaos.  But  it’s not so simple, because to live in the moment, you have 

to be aware, you have to choose what inputs to focus on.  And you cannot be blind 

and in denial to that which is impinging upon and threatening to harm you.   

         He wondered if there would be space to add that story to his lecture.  Then he 

laughed!   Selma is right.  This mind is always dissecting, analyzing, parsing.  Why 

can’t I just enjoy a strawberry!  Maybe I should add a strawberry to our next tea 

ceremony.    He smiled and felt full of hope.... like Selma’s blossom, like the 

phoenix on the white tea cup soaring.   

                *                        * 
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          Watching the nocturnal celebration below, a multitude of images and 

thoughts filled his mind....the stars are Zorba dancing,  the old man dreaming of  

lion cubs friskily playing, Stephen Daedalus from the moo cow to soaring beyond 

the confines of family, religion, country. He felt  Molly Bloom’s “yes”; 

Siddhartha’s “others call it magic. But I can  think, wait, fast.”  And as he looked 

for the not yet risen moon, Sisyphus pushing the stone up the mountain and cutting 

down the cassia tree. 

         All random, all interconnected. 

         He recalled the  last lines of his lecture, his unitive experience at the Zendo, 

“the rain mixing with the  ocean of sand, and out of the union of the two bodies, an 

empbro was fomed.”  Now this embryo had grown up. And was on a ceiling 

looking down.  All that was needed was more rain,  to purify, to cleanse.  Perhaps 

now is the time to offer and ask forgivness. A time for  a new embryo to 

emerge....a time for rebirth.....a time for a new merging to  refind the lost unity.   

                       *                          *  
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                                                          * 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


