
Pinto Bean Meditation  
   
Like God, I touch each 
and every bean for the pot, pinching 
the dry seeds to pick out 
the halved, the wrinkled, the lumpy 
from life about to be, dropping 
them into a cup to be emptied 
over garbage, leaving 
the oval and smooth for a bowl 
of the chosen, and hope 
God sorts sloppily for soup. 
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