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That story,

theoneabouttheboy?

Thisis nothowwe want our livesto go,

the persistent discontent

but too often we learn tha giving

until we are nothing but stumps

istheonly way to be

too often we learn tha to betruly useful

we mug beused up,

and so we try to give

until we are empty.

Thereisnobdancein thd,

except the giant bdance that istherelatively closed system
of this planet of ours,

where amog nothing is created or destroyed,
butwhere trandormation is theword of theday
every day

and has been for nearly 5 billionyears,

and where occasiondly visitors from outer space
drop something we can use

(like amino acids. or water.)

But our daly bdance is not served by our extermination;
we are notlike theinsect females who

eat thar patnas

recycle the now-spent parts

into the next geneation.



Parents should not be consumed by their children,

nor children by thar parents,

nor friendsor relatives or pafect strangea's

by each other.

We are not meant to be cannibds,

butyou couldn®tell it by theway we often are with each other,

our desperation overriding our sense of community and our sense of self
until we have completely absorbed each other.

Wha away to live!

We have choices,

we know we have choices,

thewheding of life and of time througheternity takes the shape of badance
and we know we have choices.

And this week the equinox comes agan

toremindusagan

of our choices,

tha we are not meant to suck each other dry,

tha morning and evening are two equd pats

of oneday,

the unity of time from Aristotle® dramas

and from our own sleegping and waking.

Imaginealife where we dept and woke with the sun and you will still see bdance,
even here in thenorth where we have such nightsin winter, such longslumbers,
and such daysin summer that we would barely touch the pillowN

even here we would even out

it would all even out

in afull year of days we would get thesame sleep

as someonewhose bed was on the equéor,

pefectly twelve of each

every day

and every nightthe same.

Theuniverseis given to bdance.

We are produds of the universe,



given to bdance.

We are nathe meant to stay up all thetime
nor to seep forever;

Sleeping Beauty was an anomaly

notarole modd,

althoughwe all have our days when her 100years
look pretty good.

Ecclesiastes said it, too:

To everythingthere is a season

and atime for every pumpos undea heaven.
Every thing hasits pared thing,

itsequd and opposte

itsbdance.

And asthereistimefor one

so thereistimefor theother.

Even thehad

even the sad

even theimpossible.

There are disappointments and there are triumphs
thetemple falls but Esther prevails,

and throughit all theworld keepsturning
we keep deeping and waking

and degping and waking,

andit lookslike tha@ it.

It lookslike that@® thewhole story.

But it® not

of course,

because you knew there would be more.
Because any time we talk aboutbdance
aboutgive and take,

aboutequd and opposte forces,

it setsup abinary.

Remember the seesaw? 1t@ a useful image,



two people sitting at opposte endsof a2x12,

which is proppel upin themiddle.

As each personfalls, they push off the groundand they go skyward,
sending the other person down;

back and forth

back and forth

it@ oneof those perfect childhoodpictures

since no onecan lose

and noonecanwin

and the only way you can dothis

isif you have no ulterior motive

or naggingto-dolist.

Up.

Down

Up

Down.

As adults we have to pay someoneto make sure we do 100ups
and 100downs

and then we can call it aworkout

But as children it isjud thethingto do

because the grass is green and the skies are pefectly clear and bright
and because it feelslike it gives you choices: you can walk or you can fly.
Now occasiondly the seesaw gets becalmed.

Not very often,

but enoughthat weQe all seen it.

Thetwo people are so pafectly matched

and so utterly absorbed in other things

tha they forget to push

andlittle

by

little

they

dow



and

sow

untl

they

stop.

At bdance.

Not up enoughto fly

andtoo far from thegroundto walk.

The seesaw takes advantage of levers

to make thewhole game possible

because a small force at theend of alonglever becomes a largeforce.
Thisisnotanew ides;

It was Archimedes who said

give me a long enough lever

and a fulcrum on which to place it

and I shall move the world.

So these small forces onthe endsof aten footlever with afulcrum in themiddle
are strongenough

if only they have something to push on.

But they are not stuck.

They have less force as they movetoward the pivot point;

if they edgetoward the center they will unbdance thelever

and the other peson will land onthe ground

We fear this,

tha if we movetoward our opposte we will give them some of our power
and ahead start.

And besides, bdance istheway of theworld,

so why should we blink first?

But that kind of bdance is wasted potential;

we could both creep toward the center;

we could both g&t hdp;

We have choices.

Andin mog situaionsthemiddle of the seesaw isn®empty at all;



there are more massive objects closer to the centerN

themajority is notoutat theedges, buttoward themiddle.

And that majority has less force because it isn@at the end of alever.

A mgjority at theend of alever getisaLOT done

Anyoneat theend of alever getssaLOT done

So when bdance is notthe order of theday,

or when asmall number of people have alotto do,

theworking placeis at the edges.

But when bdance isthe order of theday,

we need to remember tha there are lots of people who are practically standing on thefulcrum,
standing on the bd ance point;

we are probably standing there, too,

wondeing why we are outweighed by atiny little group at the other end.
They are at theend, tha@ why.

But therea problem istha we all think we®e standing on a seesaw. Tha@ thepicturein our
heads

It hastwo ends

If we®e lucky, we remember that we can sit alongits full length.
But we tend to forget that our world is nottwo dimensond.
When we say balance in thisworld,

when we say equal

we cannotthink for amoment tha we mean bdance or equdity
between two opposng things

For onething, they are notusudly actudly oppo®d to each other.
But the greater mistake is tha there are many more than two things
strungout alongan infinite number of planes and continuua
running every which way throughthis time and space.

When the sunrises and sets

onatwelve hourday

itispulled dongavast nunber of possibilities

andit pullsavast numbe of possibilities

seasons and circadian rhythms and planting cycles and birthing and growing and warmth and
rain and life,



and al theinfinity of life,
riding the comet tail
of thecircle of the sun.
We seek bdance
and we have bdance
butit isnotbdance for alife walked onahighwire.
It isbdancefor an orb
bdanced onthetipsof ourfinges,
which only degnsto stay there
because of its spinning.
o interlude: circle round for freedom
Thesunwill rise
The moon will rise
The earth will flower
And all people will be well.
%
There are old rituals
Asold asthehills
About planting
Aboutlife
About balance.
But thewisdomis older than tha
Asold asthesun
As old as the stars.
Since thevery beginningsof thisworld
motion and baance have sungsiren songs
at thehubof rotations
ontheaxis of revolutions
The predators and prey have only kept company
unde andent rules
fromandent skies.
Anything we see twice
isbookel for repeat engagements



by disinterest and attraction

playing tug-o-war with the calenda.
Theamazing pat is

tha we fool ourselves into thinking
there is anything new unde thesun.
We areal, after all,

turning together;

our lives and the seasons

even air and water and earth

are cycle-driven. Jug because we cannot see the edgeof thewhesl
doesn®mean it doesn®tum.

An assortment of seafarers

ove an assortment of years
taughtusthat.

But it somehow seems

we have not been paying attention
because we seem to think

that baance

ishad.

We seem to think that baance mug bestruggle
tha baance mug besdtrife,

tha getingthereis hard,

tha faling off is easy.

| could blame it onthebdance beam

in gradethree gym class

butthat would be unfair

to anyonewho was ever achild.
Because when we learn thingsin school
that don®hold upin redl life,

we don®even take them throughthedoors
marked reality.

Children know

adults forget,



but children do start out by knowing.

In The little Prince

the narrator isa grown-up

who meets a strangelittle man in a desert.
They have both crash-landed;

onefroman airplane

onefrom another pland.

Thelittle man demandsa drawing of a sheep
and no drawingis goodenough

until thedrawingis of asheep in abox,
where al tha isvisibleisthebox
Perfectionis only available

inthemind,

andwe all have different visionsof perfect.
But once hefigured it out

bdance was easy;

goldilocks foundbdance

in thethird bow of porridge

and thethird char

and thethird bed,

SO easy:

why do we forget?

We forget because of fear.

It isnotlack of skill buthesitation mog often
tha makes uswobbly.

| never teetered at theedges of cliffs

until | beieved I mightfall;

| nolonge dareto peer into the abysses of canyons
withoutarailing

or avery low center of gravity.

Wha aloss.

1t@ atragedy,

thislosng our bdance,



thisongong batle

between therea and thesendble.
Like driving

we mug keep our eyes onthebig picture
to stay ontrack

otherwise we make minute,
exhauding

continuous

adjugments

waste our energy

get nowhere

and eventudly crash,

having hated thewhole joumey.

When a pendulum swings

it eventudly rests

inthemiddle of its arc.

When two containers of water are connected
they will seek the same level.

Animaswho eat and animals who are eaten
will live by each other® successes and failures
andtheair and water we have

cycles endlessdy between earth and sky.
Thisistheway of our world,

which itself turnsonan axis

revolves aroundthe sun

and holdsthe moonin orbit

--at least for now.

We are always building a new bdance,
always working toward something stronge,
more stable,

less ultimately chaotic.

Whehe it lookslike chaosto us



sand grainson an endless beach,
isentirely withoutconsquence.
Astheuniverse bendstoward chaos

it bendstoward bdance

toward an orde that stretches
beyondhorizons

into gdaxies,

when the pushing forces

andthe pulling forces

are perfectly matched,

thereisbdance.

Chaosisjud alatticework too big to see;
all order lookslike chaosif you get close enough.
Thisiswha makes perspective important,
because at jud theright distance
anything can look random

or anything can look planned.
Theargumentsfor intelligent design

are funnylike tha;

they say tha we and theworld

are too well-planned

for a series of happy accidents.

Whether there is or there isn®

agod,

| think figuring it out

based onwha we can see

isincredibly presumptuous

Whaever is at work--

randomchance or a giant watchmakerN
has a system so vast

of which we are such atiny part

tha any perspective we bringto thetable
isentirely self-centered



no matter how far our telescopes can reach.
Which is notto say tha we will ever stoptrying
butreally

we can only guess from here.

ok

Krishnaisthegod

that the Puritanswould have loved to hae

if they had been paying that kind of attention.
Theeighth incarnation

of themidde god

of Hinduism@ trinity

he comes to earth to hdp out,

floas down theriver in a basket

and gets picked up by ranchers.

Tha@theshort form.

His basic task is to keep theworld togetherN
hearises from Vishnu,who preservesN and his tactics
are as playful as possible.

My family godis Kali

butit is Krishna® playful creativity

tha carries my name.

Luckily Hindugodsaren®quite as jealous
asthar western counerparts

and | keep bothidolsin my hous

onefor power

onefor play

but of course, the power of play is some of thestrongest in theworld.

WeQre come unbdanced here,

despite the twice-annud reminde of the sun

in its race across space,

creating time.

We have misnamed a desperate grab for control



apower play asif there@® something
powerful aboutcontrol wrested ingead of earned,;
asif thereisanything playful aboutany of it.
WeQre log thebdance in our race for order,
for acarefully controlled reality

where everything can be predicted

and nothingisoutof line

We lose tha at our peril.

Even the sun, carefully ordered,
doesn@stay quite ontheclock.

Theworld is more cheotic

than previoudy thought

perhgps more beautiful, too.

Looking at areprodudion

isnotlike looking a an origind Mone;
there is something wondeful

aboutthose brush strokes

by tha arti<t,

and the equinox

isoneof those brushgrokes

you could stare at for hours,

this moment

when nightand day

tip evenly toward each other

and make theisosoles triangle

tha they reach for 363nights

of theyear

and miss.

On these two days

on these two nights
we get abrief glimpse
of thegrace and ease



of naura bdance

tha we have managed to leave alone

all these years.

We have not yet foundaway

to alter thecourse of thesun

and tha may beour saving grace.
Twice ayear thesun pausesin theskies
andtwice ayear it bdancesin motion.

More often than nat, our human imbdance
comes from fear

of lack;

or fear of desire.

Now the Buddhataughttha desire

was to bereleased,

but | dor®think he meant

by having everything you ever wanted.
And lack,

beyondfood,

water,

shdter,

isrelative.

We would have those same fears
asitinerant hunters,

but we would not keep more than we could carry;
we would not eat more than we could had.
This settling down habit

isapowerful force for hoading

because you never know

and all objects have inertiaN

once acquired they become very heavy

and hard to release again.

Ever tried to walk atightropecarrying afull set of luggaye?



We make our lives

and our bdancing

hader tha they need to be

Balanceis easy

aslongasyoujug have yoursdlf.

Now mog of us

over time

get used to carrying stuff

when | wasin school

| carried abackpack everywhere

and withoutit | was missingalimb.
When we put down our bags

we feel unbdanced

we feel off-kilter

we feel empty

we feel odd

we want to feel nomrmal

so we pick them up agan.

But we took years

to learn to carry tha suitcase;

it will take usyearsto wak uprightagan.
And tha meansit takes faith.

Noneof uscan get away with

an ongong skepticism

and expect trangormation.

Ongoing skepticism is jug exhauding
and leaves uswondeing what happened
while we were looking for loophoks.
Well-chosen skepticism hasits place;
perpetud picking away serves noone
and we are nottrangdormed
althoughwe want desperately to betrandormed
because even in the face of amouning body of evidence



or atiny miracle

we only see the places

where human force

has not yet been brough to bear,

and which we therefore mistrust

despite the persistent unreliability of humans
in the vastness of theworld.

Wha we need to know more than anything
is how much we already know

and how littlewe have to try

take up your mat and walk;

put down your burdensand fly.



