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DEDICATION 
 
I send these lines  
to Drew Kilmer-Kadel, and to other friends 
whose mailboxes and telephones I have slighted, 
especially those whose wonder and gentleness 
have shown me how big a person really is 



About This Book 
 

This book got its start several years ago as a poem 
which became a series of poems. I expected it 
would find a clever illustrator or photographer and 
join the ranks of coffee table books, something 
"nice" to look at. 

But, the poetry got out of control--not a bad sign. 
The theme was both powerful and whimsical. It had 
to be both played with and wrestled with again and 
again. 1 would set it aside and take it up once more 
when 1 felt free and up to the challenge. 

When it could wait no longer, I decided to send it to 
visit my friends. It struck me that they might have 
to wrestle with it too and that 1 should not send 
them Jacob's angel without some suggestions on 
how to lay hold of it. So . . . 

This book has to do with how you see yourself. 
Allowing this "angel" to "touch" you will make you 
aware of where you "limp" a bit. It will also heal 
and give hope. 

Take up the lines of poetry and reflect on them. 
Following each poetic "snapshot" a leading 
statement and some open space invite your 
response. Prayplay. Let what you read trigger a 
journal of your own thoughts and reactions and 
activities. Write, sketch, paint, plot or doodle-or do 
nothing--as the spiritbody moves you. 

Turn the page and ask . . . 

 



 

How big is a person? 
 
Nobody ever told me. 

 
When 1 was little, they said, "Man is a creature, 
composed of body and soul and made to the image 
and likeness of God." 
 
They didn't say what woman was. (I wondered for 
a long time.) 

 
When I grew older, they said "A person is an 
individual, rational, subsistent being." (I was 
impressed with the logic of it all.) 
 
And then I met you . . . 



Here are some things I have been asked or told to 
believe about people: 
 
 
 

  



You seemed so different. And so much more. 
 
You came in other sizes, shapes, colors,  
whimsies, visions, vulnerabilities.  
You sang songs and disliked school. 

 
You were a lot bigger than the words said. 

 
Looking at you helped me look at me. 

 
I was a collection of feelings  
and ideas  
and wants  
and dances. 

 
I had friends and built model airplanes. 
 
And who were "they" anyway? 
 
I decided that persons were bigger than definitions. 
 



 

Some discoveries I have made about people 
that delight me: 

 



 

But how much bigger? 
 
If I look at me and you look at you, 
what do we see? 
 
Or is that the way to do it? 

 
Maybe it's better if I look at you and you look at me. 
That seems easier, 
even though I blush a bit. 

 
Maybe we both ought to look at someone else.  
Maybe someone else ought to look at both of us. 
Maybe we are someone else when we look at both  
    of us. 
 
Maybe we're all these things. 
 
Maybe the person is the looking, too  
and not just the being there. 
 
Maybe being there is looking  
and looking is being there. 
 
Maybe. 
 
I want to know more. 



Questions I have about myself and other people: 
 
 



How big is a person? 
 
Of this much I'm sure: persons are bigger than bodies. 
Persons are at least as high and as wide as what they  
    see. 

 
Looking at me is only seeing one direction of me.  
Looking with me is also looking at me.  
Looking together is seeing each other. 

 
How big is a person? As big as seeing.  
And as big as listening to a symphony,  
tasting goulash and petting milkweed,  
as big as the smell of wet grass in summer twilight. 
 
A person is far as the horizon and broad as an echo. 
 



Experiences I have had which are not a part of me: 
 

 



How big is a person? 
As big as a feeling? 

 
Feeling big.  
Feeling like springwater, gushing from the center,  
spilling over into tears,  

and laughter,  
       hugs  

    and  
         kisses. 

 
A person is the "full" of fullness. 

 
A person is a painter,  
daubing days with greening expectation, 
purpling nights with sadness  
and passioning them with scarlet,  
worshiping in the morning with golden 
tranquility. 
 
A person is as big as colors. 
 



These are the colors I have felt today: 
 

 



How big is a person? 
 
Make-believe size?  
Jolly as Santa?  
(Rub the Buddha belly when no one's looking.) 
 
"All ye, all ye, in free!  
"Allez, allez, en fuite!"  
"Ollie, ollie, infree!" 

 
"Trick or treat!"  
I'm dressed in tails, and you've a bogey man mask.  
Will you toast me if I host you,  
ravish me if I seduce you? 
 
"Hush, Mommy, dolly's sleeping!" 

 
How big is a person? 
 
Big or little,  
a person is as big as playing. 
 



A space for playing: 
 

 



 

Is there body and soul, 
landlord and tenant, 
jail and prisoner, 
cavern and 
cave-dweller? 
 
Are boards captured by a table or is a table 

seized by wood? Do we paint on canvas 
or into the wind? 

 
Body-the energy of a person, denser, seen, 
there, reached for, a center, expressing here, 
in time and place, a boundless promise, a 
Soul and seeker, you. 
 
SoulBody! 
 
Body and 
Soul-perspectives, that's 
all. 
 
Viewpoints
. 



If my "body" and "soul" viewpoints talked to each 
other, they would say . . . 
 

 



“Control yourself!”  
 
They said it. 
I was demon possessed, 
invaded by aliens, 
contained by flesh. 
A fallen idea, 
the machine’s ghost. 
 
If you must part me,  
if I must be parceled,  
tell me that I am mother with child,  
a temple where a gentle breeze blows. 
 
When I fight against me, I do not know me.



 
 

Self-destructive messages I received as a child 
which still keep me at war with myself. 

 
 



Sensing, thinking, feeling, moving touch each 
other because they are each other, me, you. 

 
Try consciously, if you would, if you 
could, to do one of these alone. 

 
Every fantasy twitches a 
muscle, every gesture tells you 
who you are. Night sirens and 
rude telephones are woven into 
dream stuff. 

 
Try as you may to slice and snip and 
twist, mind and matter will not snap 
at the joint. 

 
Can you mate with just your 
organs? Think with just a naked 
mind? 

 
How big is a 
person? 

 
Together. 



 
 

As I look at today, I reflect on how much of me was 
involved in, affected by the things I did and felt. 

 
 



 

So, 
climb up higher!  
Look down and see us flowing.  
Don't just stare at our banks. 

 
I am chest-bursting breaths and subtle sighs;  
you are a heartbeat of wild tattoos and steady  
      marches. 
 
We are a marketplace where bread and oranges 
are exchanged  
for caresses and poetry and putting out the cat. 

 
As I draw you to me and me to you, I wonder,  
will our embrace close the matterspirit wound, 
torn as we are from the breast  
where love and milk are one? 



 

 

"You are what you eat, " it's said. I am also. . . . 



 

Hug tonic  
makes people bigger by bringing them together— 
from within. 

 
Have you hugged your kid today? 
Your lover?  
Or a maiden uncle?  
Bowser?  
Your pet rock? 
 
Do it, for your, their, God's 
sake.  
Do it! 



 

 

People I have touched today and how I have 
touched them: 



 

When I was younger, they assured me  
that eyes and ears  
sucked all the world into my gray brain. 
 
Now I know it differently.  
I go out.  
I am what I touch and see and hear and taste. 
 
I am the winter-bearing winds threshing the leaf 

harvest.  
I am the swish and growl of freeway traffic,  
the flup-a-dup of the police helicopter  
pointing its eye at crime in the dark.  
I am the tang of saltspray on ships' bows,  
the smell of fish and rotting wharves. 
 
I am bread baking in the oven. 
You can taste my memories. 



 

 

Vivid memories that make me who I am: 



 

All is touched, moved, by our being, 
and our being there. 
 
We go out, are drawn, pulled, shaped, extended into 

more. 
 
How big is a person? 

 
A person is a little world becoming the whole world. 
A person is a cloud of knowing. 
 
Who were "they" anyway? 



 

 

I am being drawn to grow in these directions 



 

Persons are taller than their height  
and longer than their reach. 

 
Most of us can know the presence of others.  
It's a sixth sense— 
or collaboration of the classic five. 

 
Everybodything shimmershakes.  
Some of us can sense it. 

 
Some have eyes to see the auras and the halos  
which extend us into what we swore was empty space. 
Seekers have painted on film  
this rainbow of person. 
 
How big is a person? 
 
Streaming. 



 

 

What l sense beyond what my fine senses tell 
me: 



 

Close your eyes.  
Slowly bring your hands together. 
 
Long before they touch, they feel each other's  
      presence. 
 
Bring your hands together with a friend's hands. 
Touch a radiance different from your own,  
outlines of warmth, presence,  
weaving in and out each other's edges. 
 
Practice this, this loving  
and you will discover more distant layers  
variously intense, hued, flavored. 
 
Persons embracing each other can fill a whole room  
      warm.  
I've felt this human fireplace  
ignore a sunless afternoon. 



 

 

When I do what the poem asks, I . . . 
experience 



How big is a person? 
 
(You + 1) > (1 + 1). 
 
The S of persons gathered personally  
can be> N of heads would show. 
 
It depends on what they’re doing. 
 
2 or (2 + 1) assembled to study Torah,  
= (Shekinah + them). 
 
Wherever (1 + 1) or (1 + 1 + 1) are gathered in my  
      name, 
I am in their midst, 
said a person > than death and time. 
 
How big are persons gathered? 
 
> a whole flock of sparrows. 
 
 



My memories of good gatherings: 

 



 
How big is a person? 
 
You filled the room with your presence.  
I shrank into a corner. 
 
Worshipers, shoppers can condense into private  
      worlds, 
 
public transport riders slam eyes shut, congeal, 
wear raincoats, be hidebound, impermeable,  
pass by, instead of through each other. 
 
How many angels on the head of a pin? 
How many persons in a crowded elevator? 
Where two or three occur but do not gather, 
no one is there. 
No one home. 
No home. 
No.



 

When I am alone in a crowd. . . . 

 



 

The question is not, 
 
How many persons is the legal limit for one room 
or how many can you get in a Volkswagen 
or in a telephone booth? 
 
The question is, 
 
"Can you keep them there?"  
                       and  
“Can you keep them in jail?"  
"Can you keep them ignorant?"  
"Can you keep them in their place?"  
"Can you keep them at all?" 
 
Is "kept" an adjective for a person? 



 

 

Bonds that need breaking: 



 
 

Instead of "kept,"  
say "magnanimous,"  
"larger than life." 

 
Let's be big about it! 

 
People are made to be  
as when a Pope opens a window  
and a commoner marries a king. 

 
Why else tell our children  
about Cinderella and Rapunzel,  
about Jesus Christ and Superman?  
 
(You do tell them, don't you?) 

 



  

 

A story: 
How I was surprised by greatness of heart . . .   



 

Big people make us bigger,  
i.e., as big as we really are and can be. 

 
Close your eyes.  
See your "big people."  
The one who held your hand during the scary part, 
who invited you to raid the apple orchard . . .  
and your future,  
who warmed you to love the you you didn't love. 

 
Who didn't say, "We've always done it this way,"  
spoke "yes" to even that... 
 
Who was bigger than the people who run things. 
 
Who closed a spat, not by being right,  
but by staying close. 
 
Tat tuam asi. That you are. 



 

 

A portrait of one of the big people in my life: 



 
How big is a person? 
 
Beaming. 
Lovebeams and joybeams like sunbeams and  
        moonbeams. 
 
“No one lights a lamp and places it under a 
bushel, but on the lampstand 
where it gives light to everybody in the house.” 
 
The hell they don’t! 
I’ve found lights under bushels and beds and auto  
         chassis, 
in closets and safes,  
in offices and public toilets,  
under ponchos, Palm Beach suits and heavy mascara. 
 
If you would be so kind, sir—and you, there, madam—  
let your little light shine. 
Don’t keep God groping in the dark. 
The poor person’s trying to find something. 
 
How big is a person? 
 
As large as 
I can 
I want 
I will 
I have 
 
I AM.



My Light shines when . . .  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What of a friend or lover would you change? 
 
Picture it,  
in movement, color, feeling. 
Hear the sentence falling from her lips.  
See his doing and how he dresses for it. 
 
Picture yourself giving, saying, making what you want. 
 
Then you will taste it for yourself 
and enjoy it between you. 
 
When I would make you different,  
I can choose to make me more  
of what I want from you. 
We shall be bigger together. 
 
 



 
 

This is me doing what I want ______ to do 
. . . 

 



 

Let me say "yes" to you now  
and not to my yesterday thoughts about you, for 
you have changed and 1 have moved since then. 

 
We may not ask each other to stop being new  
in order to be together. 
 
How big is a person? 

 
As big as "yes." 



 

 

Things about—that it's hard but important 
to say "yes" to: 



 

How big is a person?  
Growing. 

 
Growing up,  
growing wise,  
growing old,  
growing into, growing around,  
growing over,  
outgrowing,  
growing accustomed,  
growing uneasy,  
growing uncertain,  
growing. 
 
I'm growing fond of you.  
You're growing on me.  
We've grown apace. 
 
Pencil a list of the ways you're growing.  
Read them loudly.  
Let them shine for you  
like candles on your birthday cake. 



 

 

My list: 



 

Photographs capture moments  
and diaries savor days. 

 
Pieces of us are tallied by accountants  
and banked by computers.  
My footprints and scrawled graffiti  
tell the world I have been here. 
 
Beyond skin and papers there is more of me. 

 
Do not look too hard on me;  
you will break me into pieces,  
piece me into breaking,  
miss me. 
 
Look soft and deep. 



 

 

Those who look soft and deep at me will see  . . . 



Total me and total you and total us 
together and the sum is the same— 
only the center is different. 
 
Knowing is fragmentary;  
being and being with is whole. 
 
Then 1 know not a reflected me  
in rippled waters  
but me as you know me and I you,  
face to face. 



What others loving me has taught me about myself. 
 



 

And how big is a person alone? 
 
Solitude is better than being in one place ungathered. 
One worshiper fills a cathedral.  
The nightwatch fills the night  
till the moon and the sea be no more. 
 
In solitude I grow large enough  
to touch the stars,  
to hold and be held by the person in all things. 
 
Solitude is a taste of being God,  
person great enough to spin galaxies and snail shells  
on love's lathe. 
 
Solitude is wandering wide-eyed and alone in the  
       vastness of home.  
Loneliness is the reluctance to explore the rooms of 
our palace. 



 

 

Taking ten minutes to be alone, unbusy . . 
. 



 

He said to the people, "You are gods."  
They said to him, "You are God." He lived 
for this blasphemy,  
died for it,  
lives on in it. 

 
He was people, too, a 
person. One of us.  
Us. 

 
Persons are God.  
Some count God as three of them alone.  
Some as three Angels gone visiting.  
God is everything gone person—and then some. 
God is person gone everything. 



 

 

This is my godliness: 



 

What a new worldscape,  
seeing persons as big as they are! 

 
See my house, your church, the office, our bed, 
a universe overlapping, interpenetrating,  
rising, falling, breathing visions in and out. 

 
Can you see the beaming and the flinching 
as we swell to the beat of our desire 
and shrink before the flail of our distress? 

 
Trust and fear, encouragement and abuse, 
measure us, heal and hurt. 
 
"Whatsoever you bind on earth shall be bound in 

heaven;  
whatsoever you loose on earth shall be loosed in 

heaven." 



 

 

What I see: 



 

How will you walk  
where persons are not cans and bottles and boxes of 

being  
but suns and sounds and hearths and ripples of life,  
washing the days like seafoam? 

 
How will you be with persons who contain 
but are not contained?  
Who hold not by boundaries, but by presence, 
nursing what passes through them,  
homes to all,  
temples like the womb? 

 
How will you walk? 

 
Take your shoes off!  
Holy ground.  
You don't make love with your boots on, do you? 



 

 

As I walk among people now, I grow more aware 
of... 



 
 
 
 
You approach. 

 
Startled, I hesitate.  
Enchanted, weary-wary,  
I quake both fear and desire. 

 
Then I throw off what I wear and come running. 

 
We touch.  
Conflagration.  
We burn and are not consumed. 
 
"No one shall see God and live"  
-the ancients knew.  
To see God is to die and be reborn.  
Little deaths and large,  
orgasms and crucifixions  
are steps into person. 
 
Give me an extra large, please.  
I'm molting again. 
 
How big is a person? 
 
Holy. 



How big is a person? 
 
 

 




