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THE FIRST SNOW
"What do you think?",

Sez I to my pup

As I chuck a shovel full of new fallen snow

In his direction.

"What do you think?",

Sez I,

As he feigns and leaps

To avoid the imaginary enemy.

"What do you think?",

Sez I,

To my three year old neighbour Amy Rose

As she stands on the porch

Adjusting her snowsuit gloves,

Thinking about all the potential snowmen

That the night has brought.

"What do you think?",

Sez I to my chickens

As they hesitantly peck at

Their first taste of the season's ice cream snow.

"And what do you think?",

Sez I to myself

As I shovel off the steps

And feel the hopes of childhood renewed

As the wondrous snow swirls around my head.

3 Dec. 1992

DR. COHEN'S DIGITAL POKER FOR INSOMNIACS

This game is for those of you that have a digital clock at your bedside and can't sleep at night. In order to play this game you have to be in bed with the lights out. Two people in the same bed can play, but only if each has their own digital clock.

The basic idea of this game is that you treat the numbers on your digital clock as a poker hand. There are six kinds of winning hands. If you get the one four of a kind (11:11), then you get 20 points. If you get the one royal flush (12:34), you also get 20 points. If you get a royal straight (four numbers, not in order that form a run e.g., 10:23), you get 10 points. If you get 3 of a kind (e.g.,l:1l), or a straight flush (three numbers ascending order e.g.,1:23), you get two points. Finally, if you get a straight (three numbers, not in order that form a run e.g.,1:32), you get one point.

In order to prevent someone from staring at the clock all night you loose 5 points for each 30 ​second stretch that you look at the clock continuously.

Your score is disqualified if you have someone else looking at the clock so that you know when to look.

If you make the calculations, it turns out that the maximum score you can have in a 12-hour period is 116 points.

In order to compensate for people who stay in bed longer, you must divide your score by the fraction of a 12-hour period that you stayed in bed. Thus, if someone stayed in bed for only 6 hours, their maximum score is still on the average 116 points

This game can either be played competitively or individually. If you play by yourself, the following scoring rules hold. If you get zero points, either you are a sound sleeper, your clocks unplugged or you're dead.

If you get between one and thirty points you need to get a new job. If you get between thirty and sixty points, you should stop investing in the stock market.

If you get between sixty and one hundred points, you should get the neighbours cat spayed or neutered.

If you get over a hundred points you should tell your partner to stop snoring or put a clothespin on their nose.

Finally, if you get the maximum number of points possible for the period you have been in bed and haven't cheated, then you can apply for a charter membership in Dr. Cohen's digital poker club for insomniacs. GOOD LUCK.

30 December 1991

BUT SOMETIMMES WE FORGET

"You know ---",

I sez to my neighbour Marcel

As he does me a favour

And drives me home from work early

'Cause I've had a hard day

And

Can't take it any more,

"You know ---",

I sez

As we drive the last mile-and-a-half

Along our wondrous snowbound river valley

That is steeped in forest-covered hills

And farmers' fields

That sing in summer

And sparkle in winter,

As we drive up to our side-by-riverside homes,

" --- it's a shame how we forget

How beautiful it is where we live.

Our lives are really special."

Marcel nods wisely.

"You know,"

He sez,

"You're right.

It's just like us and our wives.

When we married them they were beautiful,

And,

Just like our valley,

They're still beautiful,

But sometimes we forget."

8 January 1992

MEMORIES OF THE SUGAR SHACK

The old wooden sugar shack on the top of the hill

Isn't used any more.

Its weathered door is a little skew,

Is half buried in snow,

And hangs on one hinge.

Some of the boards from one side of the shack

Have been removed,

Probably to be used as paneling

To rusticate somebody's rec-room.

Only the roof and the louvered vent on top,

Where the steam vapors used to escape,

Remain in tact

Protecting the bare dirt floor inside.

Once there was a roaring fire inside

Underneath the brimming vat

Of freshly-tapped maple syrup

That steamed and bubbled its sweet juices.

Now only the crystal winds of winter stir the dust.

"It would be a great place to come with a girl

And a sleeping bag",

Said my friend Lee,

As I paused for a needed rest

On our cross country ski journey

From my house to his,

My old bones aching.

"Didn't you ski this way

When you came to my house once

With your beautiful neighbour Kim?"

"Yeah",

I said,

As I leaned on my poles

Basking in the sun.

"I even thought about stopping here

When I came by that time,

And even went so far

As wondering how I'd get the sleeping bag up here."

"So why didn't you do anything?"

Said Lee,

As we prepared to descend the hill to his home.

"I don't know,"

I said,

"This shack is pretty old.

And anyway,

It would have probably been too cold.

Maybe a long time ago

When there was a fire burning inside

It would have been a better idea."

11 January 1992

STILL AN IMPORT

Cold,

Bright

January Wakefield day.

This un-shaven

New York City spider plant transplant

Disguised as a local

In gum boots,

Toque,

And a worn, homemade, farmers' jacket

That I wear to collect eggs in the morning.

Confidently striding into our turn-of-the-century

Family-owned car dealership

(The engine that they replaced on my car

Isn't quite yet tuned),

I explain my problem to the gentle patriarch Roy,

Who just celebrated his 50th year in business.

I apologize for being a day late,

And joke about how my being so late

Means that I'm finally becoming

A real citizen of Wakefield.

"Let's go look at it",

Sez Roy,

As he grabs a few tools,

A bottle of car fluid,

And steps outside to work on my car

Without a coat or gloves.

I watch closely

As he nimbly fixes the problem

And tells me what he's doing

So I can fix it next time myself.

As we go back into the office again to settle up,

The job done,

Richard,

Roy's son,

Pipes up.

"You know,"

He sez,

Smiling slyly,

"What you said before was wrong.

Real people from Wakefield are never a day late.

It's only you imports that are a day late

And think its all right.

Real Wakefield people are always on time."

I laugh, too,

Collect my wounded pride

Slink out the door,

My cover blown again,

Still an Import.

11 January 1992

SKILL TESTING QUESTION

When I was young

And growing up in Manhattan

We used to test people's skills

By asking them what the numbers

42, 50, 59, 66, 72, 79, 86, 96, meant.

These were the local stops on the West Side IRT Subway.

Now

A citizen of Wakefield

I test people's skills by asking them

What the following names mean:

Ponduse, Sundance, Cote de Neige, Headwall, Carnival, Snow dance, North Slope, Cream-puff,

Birch Valley, and Lookout.

12 January 1992

MEMORIES OF THE RUPERT PUPPETEERS

One winter long ago

About forty of the children

From our neighbouring village of Rupert

Put on a hand puppet show

As part of the villages traditional

Christmas time variety night.

They did this in the village's

chilly old recreation building

That was inadequately heated by a wood stove. Oh,

There were other entertainers from the village

Who were more polished and professional,

But it's the children's puppet show

That I'll always remember.

With the help of a few parents

The children had stretched two tiers of rope

All the way across the stage

And draped some sheets across the ropes

To form the front panel

For their puppet theatre.

Most of the puppets

Represented the latest characters of the day

That were popular with the children.

There were mutant ninja turtles, Minnie-mouse, witch hazel, and ken and barbi puppets just to

name a few.

Some of the children

who were a little different from the others

Would make puppets of their own.

For the performance

The children would stand side by side behind the sheet

Holding up their puppet

So that we,

The audience,

Could see the puppet over the top of the sheet.

When the children were ready to begin

One of the parents

Would put on a recording of a popular song,

And all forty of the puppets would start to perform

Much to the delight and wonderment of the audience.

Each child,

Standing behind the screen,

Would energetically move their puppet

Trying to get the attention of the audience.

Some would make believe that the other puppets wern't there

And perform solo acts

While others would give their neighbour's puppet

A more than occasional Punch-'n-Judy bop on the head.

From a spectator's view it appeared to be chaos

But it was beautiful nonetheless.

Now

Years later,

The Puppeters

Adults

Dressed up in the grown up costumes of the day,

Truck drivers, Farmers, dentists,

Standing anonymously behind another screen And

Manipulating their puppets

Just as they did that wondrous night long ago And

Just as then

All appears to be chaos

But somehow

It all works out

And is still beautiful.

13 January 1992

BAR-TALK

"Isn't this wonderful",

Said myoId friend Howard,

The computer whiz,

Who I was visiting in the city,

As he showed off his latest full screen

Electronic technology toy.

"It uses the principle of chaos theory,"

He said,

"And is based on an equation,

First discovered by Mandelbrot."

On the computer screen before me

There was an ever changing field

Of seemingly random

Intergalactic nebulae

That were continuously changing colour

And imploding on themselves.

"This one looks especially nice",

He said,

As he stopped the process for a moment

And electronically saved a part of the picture

That was on the screen

So he could look at it at a later date..

"You know the most wondrous thing about this program",

He continued enthusiastically,

"Is that you can focus on any subsection of the pattern

And it turns out to be just as rich

As the bigger picture that it's a part of."

Later,

Back at home in my village of Wakefield

Freed once again from the madness of the city,

Hanging out with my next door neighbour and friend

At our Earl of Wakefield Pub,

Glad to be home.

I am telling him about my visit to the city

And the time I spent with my friend the computer whiz.

After I had finished my description

Of the rich patterns that the computer had produced

He finishes off his beer

Cocks his head for a moment

And sez;

"You know

The swirls of ever changing colours that you describe

Remind me of our friends and neighbours in this village.

It doesn't matter if you think of the magic of our village

As a whole

Or think of the magic that each individual produces.

Each is equally rich and rewarding."

15 January 1992

NOT YET PERFECT

I am sitting inside

Enjoying the warm January sun,

Celebrating my Birthday.

My own Sun calls from his California galaxy.

Well,

Damned if I didn't leave

My blue frozen winter Birthday morning

And mind-travel to a warm sunny day

On a California hillside.

I was describing this to my Sun

Telling him that I was imagining

What he felt at the moment.

So he sez

"Dad,

You're mind-travelling to the wrong season.

It's winter here,

Not summer,

It's cold here now."

"Oh,"

Sez I,

Properly chastened,

I'm just learning how to mind-travel

I haven't yet reliably learned to travel to the right season.

Scary stuff this mind-travel.

30 January 1992

ENOUGH IS ENOUGH
(Recite-along revival poetry, to be read in the dead of winter)

Hear me, Lord,

We're tired of this winter.

(Low sustained murmurs of approval-deep throat sounds, Amen etc)

I mean, Lord,

Enough is enough.

(stronger sustained murmurs of approval)

Lord,

We've done our best to follow in your ways.

We've taken care of our families,

(short murmurs of approval-grunts, yeah etc)

Stood by our neighbours,

(short stronger murmurs of approval-grunts, yeah etc) And

Helped make our community a better place to live.

(sustained less strong murmurs of approval)

So why, Lord,

Have you brought us all this snow?

(same as previous)

I mean,

Gently falling flakes

On a beautiful country hill side is one thing,

But

Three feet of accumulated snow

In our own back yard

Is too much.

(stronger shouts of "Right on, brother", "yeah", "Amen", etc)

Lord,

You can't imagine how much snow we've shovelled this winter.

(back to stronger sustained murmurs of approval)

We've shovelled fluffy snow,

(short murmurs of approval)

We've shovelled wet snow,

(short stronger murmurs of approval)

And,

We've even shovelled blowing snow.

(sustained .less strong murmurs of approval)

We've shoveled in the morning,

(short murmurs of approval) 

We've shoveled in the evening, 

(short murmurs of approval) 

Allover this land .(to be sung)

Enough is enough!!!

(short murmurs of approval)

When is this all going to end?

(short stronger murmurs of approval)

Lord,

You have caused the earth to tremble and roll, 

(murmurs of approval)

You have created drought,

And you have ended it.

(short murmurs of approval)

You have brought war and pestilence to reign, 

And you have brought healing.

(short murmurs of approval)

So why Lord,

Dont you stop all this bullshit snow,

And make it warm again.

(Shouts and cheers- Right on, Yeah etc) 

Amen.

29 February 1992

IN THE WEE SMALL HOURS

Dead table. Party over. 

Empty wine bottles.

Cold fondu pot.

The make-believe balroom globe is still turning, 

But the spotlight is off.

I am finishing the merged dregs

Of a bowl of popcorn and potato chips,

And writing.

Beside me

A lone guitarist surveys the darkness

And strums away the night.

In the room beyond

There are bodies sleeping here and there,

Worn out from a night of revelry.

My friend Lee is sprawled out on the couch asleep 

His big toe protruding

From the blanket that has been thrown over him, 

Gwen is slumped in the rocker

Tilting now and then from one side to the other, 

Nick is curled up in the stuffed chair

His chin pressed against his black Jack Daniels T-shirt, 

And

Ross the romantic

Lies asleep on the floor

His bearded face pressed against the pillow.

The tired guitarist pauses for a moment

And puts another log on the fire.

8 March 1992

AFTER THE OPERATION

(TO BE READ DURING THE FIRST SPRING THAW)

The operation over, 

"A success" 

The doctor had said.

Afterwards,

Lying in the bed again,

Looking out the window at the melting snow, 

Glad to be alive.

Rivulets of water

Are eating away

At the opressive accumulated layers of white.

The anasthetic is wearing off.

The first pussy-willows of spring

Are to be seen here and there.

The little food that I'm able to eat again tastes good. 

Soon the gusto will return

And leaves start to bloom.

Soon it will be spring.

8 March 1992

AUSPICATION

(TO BE READ AT THE BEGINNING OF THE FIRST SUNNY DAYSPRING ADVENTURE WITH A FRIEND)

A toast

To the wind that we breathe,

To the sun that feeds us,

And to the water that connects all living things.

To all living things, And

To friendship.

21 March 1992

STANLEY PARK IN SPRING

Once upon a bicycle,

Once upon the sea wall

That circumnavigates this lovely park.

Irradiated by bright blue Spring sunshine.

The snow is almost gone from the surrounding peaks. 

There are;

Joggers jogging,

Gulls soaring,

Crows cawing,

Rowers rowing,

Tandem cyclers cycling,

Roller skaters skating

Dogs barking

And

Sailors painting their boats.

Everyone is passing me as I ride.

I stop for a moment

To listen to the waves of the incoming tide. 

A band of angles is dancing upon the water 

As I breathe in the springtime sun.

My earth is coming back to life again.

21 March 1992

DONT FEED THE DUCKS
Beaver pond in Spring,

Rife with water-lilies;

There are turtles basking in the sun.

Around the feeding spot where I

And two other spectators

Are standing,

A couple of dozen mallards and sea gulls,

And a pair of Canadian Geese

Have gathered.

There are a few other ducks

Swiming on the pond

Feeding on their own,

But most of the birds are gathered near the shore

Waiting for the crumbs to be handed out.

"It's a shame",

Said the man standing next to me,

"to see these once-proud Canadian geese

Hanging around and begging for handouts.

There's more than enough for them

In the rest of the lake,

And the diet of "enriched" bread

Is no good for them.

They no longer migrate

But live on this pond all year long.

The misguided people who feed them

Might get their attention for the moment

But in the long run it's no good for the geese.

It's the same with our government,"

He continued.

"The politicians keep trying to attract our attention

By feeding us crumbs and making believe that it's good for us."

21 March 1992

PROSPECT POINT AT NOON
Sunny warm spring weekend.

My friend Francois and I

Have been slowly,

Very slowly,

Bicycling through Stanley Park,

Stopping by a stream here and there

Stopping by a pond.

Pausing long enough along the way

To catch up with the natural world around us. 

Now,

A few yards from the summit

That overlooks the majestic Lions Gate Bridge 

And the First Narrows down below,

Resting on a bench underneath a tree

Watching others who have come by car

And missed the fun of getting here.

The path to Prospect Point is crowded with people 

Carrying celuloid memory devices around their neck 

Waiting their turn to "capture" the view

That they've rushed here to see.

"This is close enough",

Sez I

To my friend Francois.

Why don't I pour you a glass of wine,

So that we can do something more important 

Than finish our quest."

"What's that",

He sez,

As he pulls the bottle out of his pack. 

"Enjoy each other's company,"

I sez

As he pops the cork and pours.

21 March 1992

THE SPIRIT OF THE KILLER WHALE
(TO PHIL FROM DONNA, MARCH 21,1992) 

(The second day of spring)

Who is there does not admire 

The spirit of the killer whale? 

Who is there does not wish

To blow ten gallons of water

Out of a hole in the top of their head,

For Joy?

Who is there does not wish

To leap out of the water of this life

And land on their side

With a splash that soaks all of their enemies 

And endears them to all of their friends?

A MESSAGE FROM PAUL HOPKINS
To be wise

Is to know how to not hinder life's purpose.

HOW TO ROTOTILL YOUR SNOW
Amature Canadian gardners

(You know,

The type who keep Harrowsmith in their bathroom), 

Think

That the reason for rototilling snow

Is to help the snow melt sooner

So they can begin their summer garden early.

Then there are those

Who are much more sophisticated,

Who think that the reason for rototilling snow

Is to hydroponically grow winter orchids

To be used in making Mai-tais.

Oh,

I've heard enough of their endless cocktail prattle

As to whether one should use front tine

Or back tine rototillers

And what kind of snowmen to build

To protect their delicate orchids

From the ravages of the ever present, voracious snow flea. 

No, it is not my intent to tread this well-worn path of fools.

Properly rototilling your snow

Is much more challenging

And important than that.

It is said that the Inuit have 73 words for snow; 

We poets have even more than that. 

Sometimes, in the depth of winter,

A relentless snowstorm

Can feel like the descent

Of a never-ending plague of locusts.

While at other times

It can be the caress of someone you love

In the early morning hours.

And sometimes

When the accumulated winter's snow

Lies heavy on the ground

It can feel like a suffocating blanket

In the middle of the night

That makes you want to throw the covers off 

And run outside for a breath of fresh air.

It is precisely then

That your snow needs to be rototilled

So that our civilization's wondrous

But sometimes oppressive blanket

Can be rearranged just ever so slightly

So that a sufficiently suffusing warmth

Of fresh pleasures

Can be mixed with

And enrich the soil

That protects our roots

And helps us grow.

That's how to rototill your snow.

28 March 1992

10 IMPORTANT LESSONS FROM THE FAMILY DOG

1

Guard your territory against enemies, 

But welcome friends.

2

The most important thing in life 

Is to have food in your stomach.

3

Sleeping dogs are not idle dogs.

4

Just because you can't unlock a door the way humans can, 

Or grow leaves the way plants do,

Doesn't mean that you are inferior.

5

If you want to open a door 

And can't unlock it, 

Scratch on it

Until a specialist in doors 

Comes along and unlocks it.

6

The best way to get attention

Is to show someone that you love them. 

And

If that doesn't work,

Bark.

7

Keep things in perspective; 

Human beings are important,

But other dogs are more important.

8 

Dogs like to be touched.

9 

Dogs like open spaces.

10

Always lift your leg before peeing.

28 March 1992

THE LOSS OF A FRIEND
No, it wasn't a martinet downhill last ski of the season 

With stormtrooper boots and uniforms

And waiting in never-ending lift lines

For an Andy Warhol well-groomed moment of glory.

Rather,

It was a happy corn-snow-spring-sunshine ski 

Enjoying the snow as best I could

Before it disappeared.

Me

On my old battered crosscountry skis

Plodding along.

I went out my back door

And up the hill to the ridge behind my home.

My friend's winter had been longer than usual.

April was here already

But only a few snowless patches were showing through, 

And in some places

The snow was still three feet deep.

Because of the importance of the occasion, 

I went more slowly than usual,

Pausing now and then to lean on my poles, 

Basking in the brightness of the sun

And its reflection from the snow,

Trickle charging my winter drained batteries.

And on my way

I passed an early spring trapline

Of half-filled homemade sap buckets

That I imagined

After seeing the trappers' tracks in the snow,

Had been set by some industrious neighbourhood child.

And, too,

I passed a long-since-abandoned summer cabin 

Where once there was life.

Now

The sun shone through

The paneless weathered window frames 

Illuminating forgotten memories.

But most of all

The snow was melting.

Where once the snow was strong and firm, 

Now it was soft and empty,

And collapsed under the weight of my skis, 

Even though I tried to tread as softly as possible. 

And in some places

I could hear the susurations of the snow

As it trickled away into the earth

Preparing the way for another spring

That it would never see.

5 April 1992

TESTING 1 2 3
God

In his infinite wisdom

Has decided

For reasons beyond my understanding

That every thousand years

He tests

Each of his living beings

To see whether their love for their fellow beings 

Is sufficiently great

So that they are ready

To move on up to the next level of enlightenment.

The test,

Of course,

Can take many forms.

In my case it came this year on the first warm Spring evening. 

God caused a mosquitoe to arrive in my presence

Just as I was settling down on my front porch

To enjoy the harmony of the river and the hills beyond

That he created.

Buzz went the mosquitoe,

Slap went I

Ruining my chances

For the next thousand years.

11 May 1992

ONCE BY HALIFAX HARBOUR
Fleecy summer sunshine clouds drifting overhead.

Crisp light sailing wind.

Miniature trans-harbour ferry boats scooting about. 

Intermission.

People and pigeons alike

Some strutting

Some schmoozing

Some basking

All mesmerized by the breeze and the ripples on the water. 

Their thoughts blowing this way and that.

No life threatening storms here

No munition ships exploding

No race riots

No constitutional crises

The world's troubles put aside

Winter in retreat for the moment

No death

No taxes

Only life.

A rare moment to remember.

Once by Halifax Harbour.

10 June 1992

STORM ON THE RIVER
Sitting in the shelter of my unscreened porch,

(The wind is from the rear of the house so we won't get wet), 

The show about to begin.

The first rolls of thunder can be heard in the distance.

The stage crew adjusts the lights.

The audience is in their seats,

My dog resting at my feet,

The cat preening itself on the chair,

My wife in her flannel dressing gown and robe

Beside me.

The swallows in their nest upon the wall above the window, 

Chirping to each other.

A lone sea gull is flying over the river

Checking to make sure that all is ready.

Now the lights are being lowered.

Rifts of wind can be seen on the river;

the first low rumbles can be heard.

The drain spout begins to drip.

The sounds of distant thunder begin to mount.

Flashes of unseen lightning play across the stage.

My wife takes a sip from her coffee

And reaches out to hold my hand.

Now the storm begins in earnest

Previously stated themes are interweaving,

Sheets of rain sweep across the stage.

The drips from the rain spout have turned into a torrent. 

The cat continues to preen.

The dog looks at me for my reaction.

The swallows say nothing and look.

The storm is upon us.

The rumbles from the overhead thunder

Can be felt through the foundation of the house.

An old fashioned rock concert reaching its climax.

All is a celebration of life;

All are one.

But then,

Just as quickly as it exploded, 

All settles back to normal.

The wind dies.

The rain diminishes.

The moiling clouds move on. 

The swallows begin to chirp again. 

My wife gets up to leave, 

Followed by the dog.

No applause is needed.

We were all participants.

12 June 1992

FARMER TALK
"Oh,

So you're a farmer too",

Says the grizzled rancher next to me at the prairie bar, 

"What kind of cattle do you raise?".

"Well,

To tell you the truth,",

Sez I,

Pausing for emphasis,

And

Swirling my beer,

"Actually my game isn't cattle."

"Oh,

So you raise sheep."

He said,

Giving me the slow eye up and down.

"No,

In fact",

I sez,

Nodding and looking thoughtfully

At the buffalo head on the wall,

"I'm in the poultry business,

Have been for quite a few years."

"Oh",

He says,

"You mean one of those spreads

With tens of thousands of birds in low lying sheds?" 

"Yep,"

I sez,

Pursing my lips

And furrowing my brow.

I started the Spring with 48 egg layers and 5 Pekin Ducks." 

"Forty-eight thousand egg layers

And five thousand Pekin Ducks,",

He said,

"That's quite a nice spread."

"Yep",

I said,

Conveniently ignoring the factor of a thousand.

"I've learned quite a bit since I got into the business. "

27 June 1992

OH CAPTAIN
Once,

The poet Laureate of the United States

Wrote about the tragedy of Lincoln dying

Just as he had brought the ship of state

Safely home from The Civil War.

Today I am mourning at the funeral

Of my beloved 81 year old neighbour Bernard

That is taking place in the Catholic church

At the down-river village of Farm Point.

He used to bicycle or ski to the church,

Depending on the season,

And wave to me as he passed my house along the way..

As mass is being said before his friends,

The inaugural run of the new Wakefield steam train

Is passing by.

It's presence in our valley

Has been announced

By the mournful sound of its horn

And ringing bell.

Excited people are peering through the windows of the train. 

Other are in their cars with cameras,

Following the train,

Recording this historic event.

Goodbye my captain I shall miss you.

4 July 1992

LUNCHEON AT THE EARL HOUSE
Once

Living out a New Yorker's fantasy. 

Dining with my favourite brother

On a country riverside patio in France 

The sun sparkling in the trees.

Quaint canal boats passing by pulling loads. 

Eating cheese and savouring the wine.

A Kodachrome photograph to remember.

Now,

With my brother once again

Accompanied by my wife and next door neighbour 

Sitting at an outdoor table at the Earl House.

Sitting by my own beloved river.

The Canadian flag fluttering over the nearby cenotaph. 

The Sun sparkling in the trees.

My friends the owners, Di and David,

Sitting at a nearby table with their daughter Pamela. 

Another friend, Catherine,

The waitress

Who is also an artist,

Is asking me if I like my Caesar Salad.

No need for Kodachrome here,

I live here.

24 July 1992

WHAT'S WRONG WITH REDISCOVERING THE WHEEL?
I had a mathematician friend once

Who

When writing his doctoral thesis

Had the problem

That he kept proving theorems

That

Unbeknownst to him

Had already been proved.

Poor man,

I used to think to myself,

Before he finally succeeded,

What's the use of discovering something, 

That some one else has already discovered.

Now,

Sitting on my porch,

Where others have sat,

Gazing at my wondrous river

That others have seen,

And the hills beyond that others have climbed,

I no longer feel sorry for my mathematician friend, 

Nor

Do I feel sorry for you.

24 July 1992
YOU
My hearing is going

I now carry a hearing aid for each ear.

My eyesight is failing.

I also carry glasses for near reading and far vision. 

I can no longer smell as well as I used to. 

Summer smells are now only a distant symphony. 

My lower back is sore.

My hair is falling out,

And,

I have arthritis in my shoulder.

What else is left,

you may ask.

24 July 1992

A MOTHER REMMEMBERS
"It was a nice wedding.

The weather was perfect."

Said the worn outmother to her daughter,

Hovering over her cup of coffee on a late morning after 

The new husband not yet up.

"The setting was just as you told me

When you called last Winter

To tell me that you were going to get married.

An afternoon outdoor summer day

At the edge of a pristine lake,

With high cliffs for a backdrop,

A small group of close friends.

The minister from the village church looked lovely

In her white robe.

The wedding dress

That you worked so hard to make

Was just perfect.

And of course your husband was a delight.

It's unfortunate",

She said after a measured pause,

"That the bungie jumper,

On the far side of the lake

Shouted "Holy Shit"

Just as you were taking your vows.

By the way

Has your wedding dress dried out yet?

I thought it was a bit unusual,

After the ceremony,

When your friends started throwing each other in the lake. 

In fact

That was the only thing I didn't like about the wedding." 

"Oh"'

Said the daughter,

"Why is that?"

"Why wasn't I thrown in the lake also?"

Said the mother.

"What am I, chopped liver?"

2 August 1992

A VISIT TO AN ART MUSEUM
Big and small

Humble and proud

They come with trepid steps

To stand before the masters,

Not realizing,

That in order to create their works of art, 

The masters first had to stand before them.

13 August 1992

MAGGIE'S CAESAR SALAD
Grey day on the Gatineau.

The fog is hanging low over the river,

The trees on the far side

Disappearing into the mist.

I am eating at my favourite restaurant,

The Pot au Feu,

An abandoned train station,

Where they serve the most magnificent Caesar Salad.

I have eaten over a thousand of them here.

Each chef who works here has their own variation

Of the restaurant's recipe.

Mark,

One of the owners,

And the inventor of the basic recipe,

Likes to use chunks of romaine lettuce that are too large, 

And save money on the dressing by not using too much. 

Christian,

Another of the chefs,

Tears the lettuce up to just the right size,

But doesn't use enough bacon bits.

And then there's Maggie.

I don't know whether it's because she's so beautiful, 

And I have a secret crush on her,

Or simply because her salad is so good,

But in any case,

Her salads are by far the best.

When I take a bite of her salad,

It's like

Biting into a symphony by Beethoven

Or hearing Bob Dylan sing.

When I have a bite of her salad,

And look out the window across the river

I can't decide whether the salad or the view

Is more magnificent.

When I have a bite of her salad

And think of all the beautiful things there are in the world 

I think how lucky I am

To be living in a nice place like this

And having a friend such as Maggie

Who makes such wonderful salads.

Thank you Maggie.

2 September 1992

BOOTHILL PARTY
Sunny Autumn day in Wakefield.

The first crisp north wind has arrived.

The swallows have gone south again.

I,

Dressed in jeans,

Rubber farmers boots

And a sweatshirt,

Walking up the path

To the boothill behind the barn

Leading a rowdy procession of friends and neighbours. 

Celebrating another death.

I am carrying the two bodies in my hands 

One left, the other right,

Carrying the cracked worn remains

Of my seven league hiking boots

That I bought long ago in California 

That have taken me to this home 

Amongst the Gatineau Hills.

When we reach the spot

We gather in a circle

About the freshly dug hole in the ground.

Nearby there are graves and other crosses 

Marking the spot where other friends before 

Have buried their seven league boots.

There is one common cenotaph that is shared by all 

And

On it is inscribed,

"This is where I live,

This is where I shall die".

When the boots are buried

And the marker placed,

A bottle of wine is passed around

Each of the participants taking a toke

And then

One by one shaking my hand

Officially welcoming me

Before the evening festivities begin.

23 Sept 1992

MARKET SEGMENTATION
Cemeteries exist

Not only for people

But also for other market segments 

Such as

Dogs

Cats

Unpaired sox and' gloves 

Orphaned glasses

Broken aluminium lawn chairs 

Dried out ball point pens

Pizza crusts

Abandoned one eyed teddy bears 

And other assorted broken dreams.

23 September 1992
THE DEAD PINE
"You see that dead pine tree in the clearing", 

Said my childhood friend Jim

As we sit on the porch of the High Sierra home 

That he built

When he was studying Zen.

"You see that tree

Surrounded by its family and neighbours? 

Well,

we are part of that tree's family."

"Oh",

Sez I,

"How are we doin?"

Thinking of how the other trees must see me 

As we sit in my friend's tree

Writing down my thoughts about them.

25 September 1992

LOST
"Tell me Master Poo, "

I said,

As we stood beside the stream

He

Resting on his dusty walking stick.

The difficult journey down the rock strewn hill

Behind us,

The stream murmuring as it passes by.

"Tell me master Poo,

How the hell are we going to get out of this fuckin place?"

28 September 1992

DECLINING READERSHIP
Autumn.

Another poetry season coming to an end.

Time to type up another Christmas batch for my friends. 

My father won't be here this year to read my poems. 

He died this summer.

We said our goodbyes before he died.

I think he was ready to go.

My brother was holding him when he passed away.

I shall miss him.

He was one of my favourite fans.

18 Oct 1992

10 TH  BIRTHDAY CELEBRATION
Once a New York City kid,

Searching for truth

In one of our many mausoleum libraries

That had been donated by the guilt-ridden rapacious steel magnate 

Andrew Carnegie.

To give enlightenment to the unwashed

Whom he had used to make his millions.

QUIET PLEASE was the watch-word

Now,

A citizen of Wakefield.

Early November morning

Balloons are dancing

On our home made sign

That proudly sits outside our volunteer fire station/library 

Welcoming friends and visitors to our gala celebration.

It's the tenth birthday of our library today.

Joan, our leader, and all the other volunteers,

Are here to celebrate.

There are door prizes and grab-bags for the children, 

Doughnuts and coffee for the grown-ups.

I'm sitting in the children's toy room,

Writing.

Beside me a little boy and his baby sister

Are playing with blocks and a plastic airplane.

Joan comes in for a second to take my picture and laughs. 

Pregnant mothers and other unaware visitors

Are browsing about as usual

While the proud volunteers munch on their doughnuts and chat. 

Katie,

One of our younger volunteers

Is raffling off her treasured childhood teddy-bear

To help the library buy books.

The official ceremony is now beginning.

The volunteers gather round to cut the cake.

One of the first volunteers talks about what it was like 

When they first started.

No tycoons here to throw us crumbs.

Happy Birthday Library.

Happy Birthday us.

7 November 92
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