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Here’s a song I heard when I was collapsed in bed from a virus in 
November, thinking I ought to get some work done, and unable to summon 
the energy to lift my head.  And that’s when I realized I had turned a corner, 
and would have to let go of my full time ministry with you.  It is a song by 
Adam Cohen, son of Leonard Cohen, about the gap between our ideas about 
what we imagine we could do, and what we can actually manage at this 
moment.   

Out of Bed, Adam Cohen 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=86&v=ODOFx5m_HNs 

For you I’d try to make it rain in the desert. 
I’d ask the mountains to kneel down, pick you up 
And give you the perfect rose in the middle of winter. 
I'd ask the angels to sing to you, from up above. 

I just can't get out, I can't get out, can't get out of bed. 
If I could I surely would do everything that I said. 
I, I can't get out... of bed. 

For you I'd end all forms of war, confrontation. 
I'd bridge the gap between the poor and the millionaires. 
I'd declare your eyes another constellation. 
I'd find the gold mines in every strand of your hair. 

I just can't get out, I can't get out, I can't get out of bed. 
If I could I surely would do everything that I said. 
I, I can't get out... of bed. 

Don't call me a liar, don't say I'm a fraud, 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=86&v=ODOFx5m_HNs


I thought all that really counts was the thought, the thought. 

For you I'd crush coal in my hands, to give you jewels. 
I'd consider life a game and I'd let you make up the rules. 
I'd start a new religion based on your silhouette. 
I'd have the clouds spell out your name in every alphabet. 

I just... can't get out, I can't get out, I can't get out of bed. 
If I could I surely would do everything that I said. 
I, I can't get out... 
Oh I, I can't get out... of bed. 

How can we love ourselves when we are broken down?  Broken bodies, 
broken minds, broken hearts?  I can’t walk across the room without getting 
out of breath.  I can’t remember where I left my keys, in my hand only 10 
minutes ago (or am I remembering that from another day altogether?...).  
My heart is down with grief from the necessity to retire.  Sometimes I’m 
really depressed, can’t get out of bed... 

Young people usually look forward eagerly to getting older, partly because 
they are increasingly empowered as they learn and grow.  But at some point 
in my life not too long ago I began to notice that I was a little dubious about 
getting older… losing power…  Mind you, there was that thrill when I could 
join AARP, and when I could buy a movie ticket at the senior discount 
price!   



 

For many of us, our self image, our felt sense of who and how we really are, 
doesn’t quite match the actual package.   
 



I still live with the illusion that I’m 25.  I’m surprised and disappointed 
every time I look in the mirror, every time I trip over nothing and fall, every 
time I forget who that person is and where I met them, but they remind of 
that actor, you know the one, what’s his name?, from that movie; what was 
the title? 
 

I’m very far from perfect.  I screw up, offend people, arrive late, skip the 
gym, can’t vacuum my house anymore, don’t have the will to gather my tax 
documents, lose strength in my muscles every passing day, forget 
appointments, on and on.  All my life, I struggled with depression, and I get 
depressed about being depressed.  Some days I don’t know if I can’t get out 
of bed because of the lungs or because of the blues.  Losing abilities is real 
loss that needs room for healthy, kind, grieving. 
 

But the truth is, my imperfection is not new.  I am not a newly broken down 
superhero.  I’ve always had problematic features, been a mess.  There’s a 



certain amount of shame I carry for all my mistakes and weaknesses.  But 
my hero Brene Brown teaches that shame is debilitating in itself, it  
“...corrodes the very part of us that believes we are capable of change.” 
 

She says imperfection is a gift; 

“Imperfections are not inadequacies; they are reminders that we’re all in 
this together.” 

“Because true belonging only happens when we present our authentic, 
imperfect selves to the world, our sense of belonging can never be greater 
than our level of self-acceptance.” 

Take that in…  Our sense of belonging can never be greater than our level of 
self-acceptance. 

This is something I’ve encountered in my Buddhist studies.  Noticing our 
pain, our struggles, the places where we’ve broken our vows, can be an 
opportunity.  The meditation practice of Tonglen points to being present to 
our own suffering with kindness, to remember that others are suffering as 
we are, and to offer compassion to everyone else who is also experiencing 
that pain.  It cultivates compassion and mercy to self and to others, partly 
by lifting up that connectedness, that sense of belonging to the oneness of 
everything.   

Actually, imperfection is an inherent aspect of living. 



Parker J. Palmer says, 

Wholeness does not mean perfection: it means embracing brokenness as 
an integral part of life. 

Henri Nouwen said  
Compassion means full immersion in the condition of being human. 

Sheila Walsh said 
My brokenness is a better bridge for people than my pretend wholeness 
ever was. 

The Japanese art, Wabi Sabi, celebrates imperfection as beauty.  A broken 
pot is mended with gold; the wounds are the most illuminated parts of 
the whole… 

What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger... 

And, there’s the human being, human doing thing.  In this society we are 
so focused on accomplishing, producing, excellence as measures of worth, 
we become “human doings”.  Being forced to slow down now, I don’t 
measure up in my own mind on the doing scale.  But I am able to discover 
simply being, something I’ve always been so busy anxiously rushing 
around that I’ve missed.  Return to myself as a human being. 

And it’s the being that makes the “doobie doobie doo” possible.  Without 
the being, it’s just “doo doo”... 



The Netflix TV series Frankie and Grace, starring Lily Tomlin and Jane 
Fonda, puts a tenderhearted humorous spin on the challenges of 
experiencing declining function as elders.  Pride often gets in the way, but 
humility, laughter, and reconnection are often the remedy.  There is one 
episode where Grace is stuck on the floor with a back spasm, and when 
Frankie tries to help her up, she also winds up on the floor with crippling 
back pain.  They shout blame at each other, cry out vainly for help, 
struggle to inch across the room to get to a phone.  Tragic, horrible, … and 
hilarious.  Humbling experiences are not fun, but they do teach essential 
spiritual lessons, helping the ego get out of the way of genuine experience.  
Aging and disability can humble us whether we like it or not (in a good 
way).  Being able to laugh about it goes a long way to healing  
transformation.   
 

Every day, I practice self acceptance in the face of brokenness.  It helps to 
acknowledge that there are losses to grieve and make kind space for that.  
I try to remember we are all broken, and I am not better or worse than 
another person, but connected in our imperfect human condition.  For 



me, if I start with compassion for another person, it opens the way for me 
to find compassion for myself, and I find that then enhances my capacity 
for compassion all around.  Pretty neat.    

Practice means practice, not perfect.  Of course.  Practice, practice, 
practice. 

I can see the absolute beauty of aging in others, and that brings me closer 
to owning the beauty of my own aging. 

I leave you with a quote from Jalaluddin Mevlana Rumi - مولوی: 

“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.”  

 


