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Warrior Pose 

When you lunge forward into Warrior Pose
what sort of warrior are you?        
Would you wield a blazing sword,
cut off delusive thoughts and words,
fight for peace until you die,
dethrone your sense of ‘I?’
What sort of warrior are you
when stoked with rage? Suppose 

you’re Shiva: 
shocked by Sati’s leap into the fire,
you blame her father, conjure Warrior Bhadra,
who lunges through earth’s crust, sword held high, 
and in a flash, cuts off the old man’s head. 
Taking all this in, you weep,
your beloved and her father, dead.































The Buddha Said

The world’s on fire.

Fueled by fear,
us versus them,

Frantic cycles
of grasping, hatred,

fight, flight, freeze.

The Buddha said,
The world’s on fire.

How much more so

now. 
    
         And yet

we still deny it.

What more does it take?

The threat 
of nuclear war,

the paralyzed panic
of icecap meltdown,

the ravages of Covid, 
people of color squelched,

lynchings, protests, 
tear gas, riots.

The world’s on fire

now.

	And yet

we still deny it.

There’s no time 
for blame and shame.

Put aside 
your monkey-mind.

Dowse the flames 
that rage within you.

The world’s on fire.
Both your hands are free.
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