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Old Buddhas in New Times                 
(Two 6th century Buddhas destroyed by the Taliban in 2001) 
 
Most likely, 
the two big Buddhas did not attack 
Afghanistan. Did not bombard, 
blockade, besiege. 
These were gentle giants, peaceful, 
and too old to start a fight - 
not marauding fat fanatics. 
 
Although much bigger 
than the average Taliban Muslim, 
these sedentary, 
philosophical souls 
were content to spend their quiet lives 
hidden for centuries in dark secluded caves 
in their sacred valley far away 
 
from the modern 
and more civilized Taliban society. 
They simply did not understand 
those advanced ideas 
of women's liberation, 
equality, education, 
in progressive Afghanistan. 
 
Big Buddhas 
were more suited for naked abstractions 
and not the full cloth of Taliban mentality. 
Hence, the misunderstanding, and the misguided, 
but holy, 
use of rockets, tanks, and explosives 
to alter the foreign ways of Buddha. 
 
  



Paying For A Poem 
 
Spend your words carefully; 
take them from your cache 
and one by one hold up to the light. 
If they are transparent 
and have no weight, 
no body, texture, or substance, 
throw them in the ditch. 
Let them drift away 
on their carefree junket from work. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



Please  Please  Please 
 
Could I live somewhere safe 
far away 
from tornados thrashing 
upon the grain of trailer parks. 
 
Not too close 
to the coast 
of wicked hurricane flooding tide swell, 
 
a bragging rights banzai 
wind having a capricious moment, 
 
or neighborhood volcano 
passing gas and my worst nightmare 
kidney stones. 
 
I want safe 
no earthquake plates 
smashing each other and others 
into bitty unrecognizable bits 
along with my prized netsuke collection. 
 
I want my mommy's breast 
and my daddy's hand on my shoulder 
and Eden with no falling apples. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



The Inside Scoop on Print Advertising 
 
Sometimes nobody makes any money, 
but we must keep the client happy, like 
the night at the printers 
we encountered bromide drag 
at midnight, 
and glitches 
later, 
along with too much red. 
 
As we grouped there with red fog drifting in, 
we turned up the blue and played with the yellow; 
but how could we know those things 
near the bottom 
were buoys, bubbles, or splotches? 
And in the meantime 
as the press shot out the copy, 
we lost all concept of green. 
 
 
Dennis Herrell writes both serious and humorous poems about his life 
in this civilized society. (Poking fun at himself is almost a full-time job.) 
He especially likes to look at the small things in everyday life that make 
us (him) so individual and vulnerable. Recent acceptances by Atlanta Review, 
Aura, Aurorean, Christian Science Monitor, Confrontation, Connecticut 
River Review, Pearl, Poem, Poet Lore, and others. 
 
 


