Basketball at 48




Joseph and I shoot baskets before Thursday dinner.
Trying a jumpshot, I notice the spring in my legs is
gone.

Concentrating on aiming a long shot, 

I rediscover my empty minded adolescent meditation, still focusing, without ever ceasing, on the hoop.

Young priests still burn in the broken Saigon streets; Jesus still stares down from the cross;
Siddhartha Gautama still lifts a yellow flower into the morning 

air.

