I'm Wondering

whathappened

to the old manatthe window
whispering to the clerk at the
bustling Zimbabwe border beside
the signwarning ofcholera and HIV

nearthe condomsintheirtorn box,
as he pusheshis cane closer

to the window’s ledge begging
forentranceinto the country

where hisdelirious wife of one-hundred years

liesinsome clinic bed calling

his name, andall he hasin his pocket
is onedollar, as the clerk leans closer
and with an impatient mean tone
yells that he needs nineteen more.

| thought about what the Dalai Lama
mighthave done rightthenand there,
and | reachintomymuddy
safaripocketand hand the old guy
the onlytwentyl had and wish him

a good dayorhowever many more
he mightbe blessed with

before his God calls him to the gates
of his own private heavenwhich
one dayhe’licallhome, hopefully
rightalongside his wife.

- Diana M. Raab
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