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Poems and stories shared in class on Gain and Loss 10/9/20 

Chinese Parable of a Lost Horse 

A farmer and his son had a beloved horse. One day, the horse ran away and their 

neighbors exclaimed, “What a terrible loss!” The farmer replied, “Maybe so, maybe 

not.” 

A few days later, the horse returned home, leading a few wild horses back to the 

farm as well. The neighbors shouted out, “What a great gain!” The farmer replied, 

“Maybe so, maybe not.” 

Later that week, the farmer’s son was trying to break one of the horses and she 

threw him, breaking his leg. The neighbors cried, “What terrible luck!” The farmer 

replied, “Maybe so, maybe not.” 

A few weeks later, soldiers from the national army marched through town, 

recruiting all boys for the army. They did not take the farmer’s son, because he had 

a broken leg. The neighbors shouted, “What great fortune!” To which the farmer 

replied, “Maybe so, maybe not. We’ll see.” 
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Ud 2.10: Sutta where a king-turned-monk was heard to exclaim “What bliss!” while 
sitting.  The others assume he was recalling his days of luxury as a wealthy ruler, 
but when they asked him, he explained: 
 
"Before, when I has a householder, maintaining the bliss of kingship,[1] lord, I had 
guards posted within and without the royal apartments, within and without the city, 
within and without the countryside. But even though I was thus guarded, thus 
protected, I dwelled in fear — agitated, distrustful, & afraid. But now, on going 
alone to the wilderness, to the root of a tree, or to an empty dwelling, I dwell 
without fear, unagitated, confident, & unafraid — unconcerned, unruffled, my 
wants satisfied, with my mind like a wild deer. This is the compelling reason I have 
in mind [that] — I repeatedly exclaim, 'What bliss! What bliss!' 
 
 
 
Otherwise 

Jane Kenyon 1947-1995 
 
I got out of bed 
on two strong legs. 
It might have been 
otherwise. I ate 
cereal, sweet 
milk, ripe, flawless 
peach. It might 
have been otherwise. 
I took the dog uphill 
to the birch wood. 
All morning I did 
the work I love. 
At noon I lay down 
with my mate. It might 
have been otherwise. 
We ate dinner together 
at a table with silver 
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candlesticks. It might 
have been otherwise. 
I slept in a bed 
in a room with paintings 
on the walls, and 
planned another day 
just like this day. 
But one day, I know, 
it will be otherwise. 

 

 

 
 
 
“If you have time to chatter, 
Read books. 
 
If you have time to read, 
Walk into mountain, desert and ocean. 
 
If you have time to walk, 
Sing songs and dance. 
 
If you have time to dance, 
Sit quietly, you happy, lucky idiot.” 
― Nanao Sakaki 
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The Good News by Thich Nhat Hahn 
 
The good news  
they do not print. 
The good news 
we do print. 
We have a special edition every moment, 
and we need you to read it. 
 
The good news is that you are alive, 
that the linden tree is still there, 
standing firm in the harsh winter. 
 
The good news is that you have wonderful eyes 
to touch the blue sky. 
The good news is that your child is there before you, 
and your arms are available: 
hugging is possible. 
 
They only print what is wrong. 
Look at each of our special editions. 
We always offer the things that are not wrong. 
We want you to benefit from them 
and help protect them. 
 
The dandelion is there by the sidewalk, 
smiling its wondrous smile, 
singing the song of eternity. 
Listen. You have ears that can hear it. 
Bow your head. 
Listen to it. 
 
Leave behind the world of sorrow, 
of preoccupation, 
and get free. 
The latest good news 
is that you can do it. 


