Ones

I spot a one.

He changes lanes abruptly

right in front of me, no signal.

My teeth clench.

He is number one in his machismo,
and | a separate one in irritation.

Another one is following my car
close enough to fill my mirror.

I want to slow down

and teach him a lesson,

but instead | simmer along

as one trapped.

I notice my cozy tailgater is flying
an American flag above his window,
loyal in some kind of patriotism,
separate in some kind of jingoism,
and | explore my intolerance.

By "ones" I mean sequestered minds,
"me" people in a universe of "not me."
Ones will celebrate their personal glory
then perish into their self-created void.
Ones will say we go around just once,
done, with no later come-arounds,

so that when the gustoed body quits,
the mind joins Big Zero forever.

Why don't | think the same as that?
With not one proof that holds a drop,
| see a future human state
unhindered by me-centric rivalries.

Birthing time and time again,
evolving life by life eternally,
it seems to me we'll someday
give up being ones, and enter
fully the community of Unity
where competition isn't.

Though now | seem a one
to any other one

as the other one, for now,
may seem a one to me,

I hear an inner-speaking
Spirit say that all of us
are one with Utmost One
and separated mainly by
our walled-off minds and
pretty bags of bones.
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