A Zen View of the Breast

Shivering on the table
covered with crisp tissue paper
the last patient clutches the split in her gown.
The doctor enters and she surrenders,
arms tucked behind her head.

With me as his witness, he opens her gown,
exposes one breast at a time,
then closes his eyes.
"1 close my eyes so I can feel better,"
he says. "A sort of 'Be the breast' exercise, I guess."

I imagine kindergartners circling their carpet,
hands clasped in front of them
swaying like elephants' trunks.
Become the wind, and suddenly they wave
their arms overhead,
Be snakes, and they crawl on their bellies.

At the doctor's new Be the Breast command,
they might pile in a heap, a celebration
of tissue, lumpy conglomerate
of potential joy and doom.

[bookmark: _GoBack]How can these young Zen masters know
this paradox of the universe?
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