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THEY ARE NOT LOST

I am looking at The Bench in Winter,

Looking at The Bench that I dedicated to my lost father

And then to my lost son.

It is Winter Solstice,

Snow  on the ground,

Exactly solstice:

The Earth

At the limit of its breathing cycle

Pausing for an instant

Before inhaling again.

I am reminded of the story of a wise fisherman

Who could smell a school of fish

When his boat was near them.

He said that

If he took a deep breath

And paused 

Just at the top of his breath

He could smell the fish

As they swam below.

At  that moment he could detect something that was not normally observable.

And perhaps it is that way too

With Winter Solstice

Perhaps

Just at the end of the Earths breath,

Just as it pauses,

Perhaps at this moment

The worlds lost spirits are released for an instant,

Allowed to return to Earth.

Perhaps at this instant the spirits of my lost father and son

Are sitting on their Bench

Talking,

Enjoying the lovely Winter setting that lies before them,

Before me,

Enjoying me enjoying them.

21 Dec 2002 


THOU SHALT

For some strange reason

That defies my comprehension

Human beings

Are always trying to develop a unified theory of this and that;

Einsteins Unified Field Theory

Monotheism,

The Alphabet,

You get the idea.

So

I propose that we develop

The Unified Theory of all that is This and That

The ultimate category theory.

Just think--

One ultimate rule that describes everything.

28 Dec 2002


TWO SOLITUDES ?

Two solitudes,

Or are they?

On one side,

Our Village Nursing home

Le Manoir,

Le Manoir where my friends live,

Where I am beginning to live.

We play cards here in Le Manoir

Every other Thursday night,

Play cards in the dining room

That looks out over the creek.

Five groups of four

Laughing

Just like we used to do when we were young,

Just like we still do now.

Evening,

Playing cards,

Looking out at the adjacent stream,

The snowy woods beyond

The little white cottage on the far shore

And

The cottages lawn,

All the way down to the stream.

And

Surrounding the white cottage

There is also laughter and joy.

A party tonight;

The flood lights are on

And

Magically,

Because I am friends with the person in the white cottage too,

I am at the other party also,

At both parties

Surrounded by friends in both places.

In the cottage,

A picture of Miles on the wall,

All of us

Jamming together,

Lucille is showing me that Steves socks dont match,

The socks that she made

Id better damned well put this in my poem.

Sort of like the old days

Just like me and my friends playing cards on the other side of the creek

Stopping in the woods

Stopping in two worlds at the same time

Connecting two worlds for an instant

Not continuing on

Visiting friends

Visiting friends on each side of the river

Each old

Each young

Each part of me.

There are times when it is better to stop,

Than to go on.

29 Dec 2002


TREE
Its that day again

And

Just as in years gone by

The sun is rising behind The Tree

And

I am in position.

The tree still lives

Is still growing.

My new dog comes over

Wonders what I am doing

Lays his head on my arm as I write.

No longer do I ponder over meaning
I have moved on from the question of meaning

No longer questioning

No longer angry about the outside worlds madness

No longer wondering how to make life more perfect

Now rooted

No longer trying to find the best vantage point to view the parade

Now,

The days arc begun.

The Sun emerging from behind the tree

We acknowledge each other

And

Move on.

Each in our own way

Having work to do.

Work is meaning,

Perhaps the only meaning.

There is no beauty,

All is beauty.

There is no god

All is god.

12 Jan 2003


NON-APOCALYPTIC VISIONARY
Obviously

Our civilization is not sustainable

And

Has gone into

Self-destructive meltdown

Its not my world

Or yours

Were here just for the ride

Thats just the way it is

So,

Dont sweat it.

All is cool man

The Earth is taking care of itself again

Weve already lost that right

(To take care of the Earth)

Got blown off the band stand

Are being phased out.

12 Jan 2003


LET MY PEOPLE GO
The Amerikan establishment didnt like Paul Robeson very much

He was a house nigger

Who understood the oppression 

Understood their game

And wasnt afraid to speak out in opposition

In a way that others understood.

The Amerikan establishment didnt like Paul Robeson.

He spoke against all oppression

But most of all

He spoke out against Amerikan racism

Not only against the racism directed against Black Americans

But also Amerikan racism directed against the other niggers,

Like you and me

The Amerikan establishment didnt like Paul Robeson very much.

His songs were simple

No synthesizers or over-dubbing

Just his own deep voice and a friend playing piano.

He

Singing peoples songs,

Our songs,

Songs about slavery 

And longing for freedom.

And he wasnt a modern-day singer-songwriter 

Trying to land a big contract.

The Amerikan establishment didnt like Paul Robeson very much

Sadly,

Today,

North America has no Paul Robeson

Or at least we dont think we have

We see evil all about

Dont trust each other

Look for saviors

And yet

Reject anyone that our establishment labels as terrorist.

And make no mistake

If a new Paul Robeson arose

We would know him today

Because he would be labeled a terrorist

And

Relentlessly pursued

Just as Paul Robeson was

So

In our hour of darkness

In your bunk bed in the main house

Listen closely for a deep voice

That sounds just like yours

(When youre unafraid)

A clear deep voice that comes from the heart

Just like yours

When it is you that isspeaking.

And when you hear that voice

Follow it

Freedom is still possible.

 2 Feb. 2003


THE WAITING YEARS

It was an anniversary,

Of sorts.

She had been a widow for a year now

Had lain in bed alone

Remembering

Each night

As she had crawled under the cold sheets.

Remembered his death and the mourning

But more so

Remembering her spur-of-the-moment wishes,

When he was still alive,

To be alone again

To start anew

To not have to pick up after him

To not have to go into a smelly bathroom,

After he had been there.

Remembering too the nights

When,

Awake and restless,

She would throw her arm over his warm sleeping body

Now

Just waiting

Waiting for her turn to come.

Oh yes

There were fleeting thoughts of some one else to warm the bed

But they were only fleeting

Its hard to get used to a different bulging wrinkled body

And besides

The smell would be different

Old habits dont change.

Oh

There were friends

Close friends

Children

Grandchildren

Many rich moments of gaiety

Lots of things to do

But still

Too many quiet moments alone

Too much waiting

15 Feb 2003


LIFE JUST IS

Life just is.

And,

The truth of the matter is

That it doesnt matter whether we like it 

Or loath it.

Life just is.

And,

We are fortunate enough

To be a part of it

15 Feb 2003


A MESSAGE TO THOSE WHO WILL STUDY ME

I hope that each night

When you come home from the archives

Come home from your research in the library

Come home from interviewing people who knew me

Come home with images in your head

Contemplating all the moments of fun I used to have

And the great joy I found in creating.

When you come home,

I hope that each night

You too

Have a warm bed to come home to.

15 Feb 2003


A POETS KEYBOARD

On my keyboard, too,

There are white keys,

Black keys

And a few potentiometers that I play with

To try to alter your state of mind.

But

My keyboard

Requires no electricity

Has no strings

And

Only requires Imagination

To make it work

On my keyboard,

On my keyboard

There are oceans and deserts

On my keyboard,

The world sails on

Even though my fingers arent moving

Even though there are forces of evil at work

Even though strange noises fill the air

On my keyboard

On my keyboard.

15 Feb 2003


STEMMING THE TIDE
I have heard on good authority

That there is genetic research going on

That

Will stem the tide.

Thats right

Use the tide to produce stem cells

So that human embryos wont have to be used

To perform cloning.

Just think of it.

15 Feb 2003


YOU CANT GO HOME AGAIN

Its rather sad

Being up here.

The Earth,

Or whats left of it,

So far below

It had all happened rather quickly,

The explosions

And the ensuing disease

It was rather sad to hear the last transmission fall silent.

Its rather sad too

Being an adult

Remembering the dreams of childhood

That never came to pass

Just like the smouldering Earth below.

You can no longer return to Earth,

You cant go home.

Childhood dreams,

Only memories.

Now,

Only the cold comfort of outer space

And the maintenance routine,

The extinct volcano must be cleaned once a day,

The chickens fed

And starting off the morning with an alarm clock that starts

A long dead recording of Chet Baker and Gerry Mulligan

Playing

My funny Valentine.

18 Feb 2003


JUST ADD PANCAKES

So I know you are dying to ask me,

Why is poetry like maple syrup?.

Well

Poetry starts metaphorically 

With a sturdy sugar maple

Growing in a lovely forest

On an early spring day,

Tapped,

Filling up galvanized buckets.

Then,

You boil the sap

Condensing and condensing it

Until at last you get

Pure maple syrup

Which of course comes in different grades and textures

Depending on your taste.

However

Sadly

Maple syrup ends up in generic containers sitting on a shelf

And

Poetry just ends up being letters printed on a page.

Fortunately

All you have to do 

To recreate the original setting,

Is

To just add pancakes

And

Sprinkle with friendship.

1 March 2003


THOU SHALT NOT WORSHIP GRAVEN IMAGES

Up to a point,

Icons are like mantras.

They can serve to make you more secure

So you can better appreciate the world about.

However

When these graven images become too big or numerous

They can block out the light.

1 March 2003


HOW TO BE ORIGINAL

Being original

Doesnt depend on your native ability

But rather

On the company that you keep.

More specifically

Avoid hanging out with things that dont listen to you

That you cant talk to.

You know

TV, Radio, Movies, Books, CDS, Plays

And most of all

Teachers who can no longer learn.

In other words 

Tune out.

If you take this simple step

Its much easier being original

For you see

Those who are too much of our world

Have confused originality with money

With what can be patented,

Or copyrighted.

What has been legally thought of before

What they have seen somewhere else.

So the way to be original is simple.

Stop looking somewhere else

Stop hanging out with those who dont recognize you

Dont listen to you,

That cant talk with you.

Listen more to your own inner voice

Forget what others have learned.

Its of no use anyway,

Gets in the way of your learning.

Only when you discover

Something that is already inside of you

Is it of any value.

Is it original

Even if some one has already patented or copyrighted it.

Even if it has been shown on TV

Or in a movie

Or book.

If you discovered it

Its yours.

If you didnt

Its not.

You know,

Tune out 

Turn off

Drop in.

3 March 2003


THERE IS NO FINISH LINE

There are those of you

Who think that where Im standing is the finish line

And

Are striving to get here.

Then there are those of you

Who have arrived at what you think is the  finish line

And are told

That in fact

The finish line is not there after all

But is just ahead

Just a piece down the road,

Where

Of course

There is some one else

To tell you that you are not quite there yet.

Dont let them fool you

There is no finish line

Were all here already.

1 May 2003


AND THE BAND PLAYED ON
Earlier today

Two friends and I,

Connor and Carmel,

Brother and sister

Driving to our monthly seniors supper

Driving from their riverside family home

Driving along our ritual dirt road

Past the landmarks that punctuate our monthly conversation

Past the farmhouse where their parents grew up

Past the wooded ditch where Connor once went off the road.

Its Spring now

Snow just gone

Past summer-dry gullies

Bursting with torrents of Spring melt

We

Driving past landscapes that harbour subtle brush strokes of gold

The green is yet to come.

Were catching up on gossip,

In the same way that computers exchange electronic hand shakes.

We

Talking about the couple that left the church

Because the frustrated minister pushed the envelope too far in her sermon,

About the sorry state of the road were traveling on

Shaking our heads about a just-finished war some where else

Shaking our heads about Climate Change.

All this while bouncing along

Savoring the rebirth of Spring

Enjoying each others company

Being part of it all.

Later

Dinner done

Back home

Lying in my own farmhouse bed

Covers pulled up over my neck

My sleeping wife beside me

I

Listening to the chorus of spring peepers

Marveling at how little they know of my world

As they go about their mating madness

How little each of them cares about my man-made world;

The war just ended

The couple leaving the church

About the lamentable state of the roads

Or even about Climate Change.

All they care about

Is the feel of the night

What their neighbour is doing 

And

Where their next mating will occur.

Somewhat like us in our world,

Unaware of the wakening in the nearby grove of trees,

Of the reviving fish in the pond

Of me in my bed

Just listening

As their band plays on.

7 May 2003


MAY 17TH
May 17th
4:28 AM

Dawn already started

And yet still

A month to go to the longest day of the year.

This time of the year always makes me anxious

Makes me think of when I was a teen,

An Adolescent.

Of how,

Then,

Rocketing into adulthood

Tormented by doubt,

Insecurity.

Longing for love

Completeness

Longing to be more whole

The wall to wall days of sunshine

Not quite yet upon me

But coming

In spite of everything

In spite of teen-age despair.

But now

Having seen the film

Having seen Spring before

Having grown up.

Now

Knowing too much

Knowing that Spring is always too short

That the wall-to-wall days come and go

Before we realize it

Before we are ready for it

Before we are finished with our Springtime chores.

Just as we are beginning to enjoy the light

Just as we are beginning to enjoy love

Just as we are starting to heal

And 

Enjoy feeling whole again

Thats when the days start to grow shorter.

When we get older

We know it in our bones

Can tell by our watches

Can tell it from the changes in our bodies

Even though

We are still playing on the beach

Even though the water is still warm

Even though the warm setting sun fill us with gratitude

Even though

Even though

We know how the film ends.

How at first

Bit by bit

Love leaves

Childhood ends

And the growing minor key starts to imperceptibly mix with childhoods major ones

Fortunately though

If youre like me

And

Your memorys going also

You only remember that today is today

And that

At 4:58 AM

A lovely dawn is just beginning.

May 17 2003


WAKEFIELD THE COCK-I-ED

Ive finally figured out what Wakefield is,

Who we are.

Our greatness comes

Neither from our beauty

Nor our climate

Nor 

For that matter

From the political madness that we are embedded in.

Instead

It comes from the fact

That

One of the nine letters in Wakefield

The i
Is a bit cockeyed 

Just like we who live here

Are a bit cockeyed

A bit cock-i-ed

Our minds eye is not quite right.

We see things a little bit differently,

But not too much,

Just enough to make a difference

Just enough to see things for what they really are

And

Not as they appear to be.

To see each other for our greatness.

18 May 2003

 
SATAN ON THE LOOSE
Think of your worst nightmare.

Give it a name.

You know,

The nightmare that leaves a stinking burnt pit 

In the bottom of your stomach

The one that leaves acrid hate smoking in your gut

The one that rains down spiraling hopelessness.

Well,

Im the one that causes that,

And,

Whenever you are watching television

I am looking at you from inside the screen

And

You are seeing me.

I am your worst nightmare

And,

I am watching you.

18 May 2003


HOW MANY WAYS CAN YOU SPELL SPRING?
Spring

Light

Warm

Living

Soft

Love

All of these spell spring.

Friends

Spring peepers

Budding buds

Flower smells

These too spell spring.

18 May 2003


THE POET AS CANARY

Poets are very valuable to a society

Which can no longer let go

And see the damage that it is doing.

They just have to send the poet down into their minds

To see whats happening.

If he comes back dead

All it means is that you have a dead poet on your hands.

No need to worry about deteriorating global conditions.

18 May 2003


BACK TO SQUARE ONE

Long ago

When I first moved to this country

Moved to my farmhouse home by the river

Moved into open space

Moved away from the city

Several lifetimes ago.

Long ago

When I first came here

I remember sitting on this spot

Sitting on my front porch

Facing the river

Facing a Springtime sunset

End of day

Peace descending.Long ago

Before I had started to become the land

Started to become the world that I had emigrated to

Long ago I remember sitting here

Looking out as I do now

Looking out at shades of Spring-green

Looking out at the river

Looking out at the sky

Looking out at a world that I had yet to become.

In reality

Seeing something that was no more meaningful to me

Than electronic images on a TV screen.

My city life had conditioned me that way.

It was sort of like watching footage taken

By a pith-helmeted jungle explorer.

Now

Having gone too far

And

Having become that way all over again

Once more surrounded by a silver screen

No longer part of the two passing kayakers on the river

No longer part of the migratory birds flying overhead,

The ripples on the water,

No longer part of the blooming lilac buds just beyond my porch.

Thats what happens when you become too much part of a place

And work takes over.

Jobs

Chores,

Im sort of like a winter-hardened perennial

Deploying foliage

Rushing to grow before Winter returns.

Too busy to luxuriate.

Too busy to just be.

Ending up each day exhausted.

Now

Much like an old person

Reminiscing about youth

Remembering the land when it was still mine

Before it had consumed me.

18 May 2003


GEESE FLYING OVERHEAD

Geese going north

Flying in formation

Flying in a wind-reducing-V

I used to do that too

As a bicycle racer

Sail with my friends around the course

Inches away from each other

At speeds we could never sustain if we were alone.

Hanging in

Preparing to cross the finish line

Preparing to land in our summer nesting grounds

Resting with all the others after an arduous journey.

22 May 2003


UNTITLED
Although I never was a poet,

Just singing with the wind,

Lifting my voice just a little higher

So I can keep seeing me-

A little bit more.

(Suzanne Butterfield)
22 May 2003)


LOOKING BACK AT MT. GUY

Many years ago,

Younger friend in tow,

Scrambling up forested hilltop across the river

And

Naming the hill after my younger friend,

Guy,

In honour of our ascent.

I was his Sherpa guide.

From an outcrop

We gazed out on the panorama below,

The fields

The river

And my farmhouse home beyond.

Imagining ourselves to be conquerors

Surveying the kingdom at our feet.

Now

Years later

Guy working on his second marriage

I too

A bit older

No longer able to climb Mount Guy

Only looking at it now from my porch

Imagining long ago

Me and Guy sitting way up there

Looking out at the conquerors imaginary kingdom

Wishing that then

I could have had the acuity to see myself now

Sitting on this very deck

No longer looking out on an imaginary kingdom

No longer apart from

Now

A part of

A part of a real kingdom

Looking back at Mt. Guy.

10 July 2003


CROSSING RIVER, CROSSING STREAM
I saw Kevin looking at Chez Eric
 the other day

Looking back at a childhood dream

That had become broken.

I saw Kevin looking at a childhood dream the other day

Looking at it from the other side of the river

Where he had crossed over to

A river that we had crossed over too.

10 July 2003


THE JOURNEY INWARD

Let go of your clouds illusions
Let them slip through the fingers of your mind

And come with me

To watch the hillside sunset go to sleep.

Let go of your clouds illusions

And

Fear not the monsters as you are falling

For

There are no monsters

Only peace.

Let go of your clouds illusions

Fear not the river as you descend.

Drowning is only an illusion

Death only an illusion

Illusion an illusion.

10 July 2003


GOODBY IRIS

We are your neighbours

We are making music across the street from your house

But you are no longer there to blow your police whistle at two in the morning,

Trying to make us shut up

We are dreaming in the house up river from you

Dreaming of our future

Living love

But you are no longer there to encourage us on.

I am the oldest son of a family of 5

That is on your down river side

Thinking of the last time I mowed your lawn.

I am Iriss neighbour up the hill behind her

Regretting the last time I kidded her about growing old

Growing old

Goodby Iris

10 July 2003


THE WORLD NEEDS ALL OF US

Summer campsite

Wilderness lake

Part of my home.

Me,

With friends,

A campfire,

Keeping warm on a rainy summer day.

Were all under a tarp

Laughing

Me

Watching rainy fingers of fog scratch the lake

My camping-gurus, Louis and Charlie,

Moving compulsively 

From one housecleaning job to the next,

Incapable of doing nothing

Its not that easy to do nothing.

Surely the world needs all of us

Me to enjoy the disorder

And them

To carry on mankinds tradition of gradual improvement.

Except

That is

When they peevishly rock my fuckin chair

As I try to write this poem.

12 July 2003


BEER RUN

 I
So were enjoying our summer campsite

And my compulsive friends

Offer to go on a beer run in the outboard

And

Ask for orders

What should we get on our beer run 

They ask the assembled multitude.

Beer, beer, beer
They all shout back.


 II

So I say to my rowdy friends

Hold it you guys.

Youre acting un-cool.

Do you want the world to think of us Canadians as a bunch of uncouths?

Is that all you want to order, Beer?

And the assembled multitude responds with

Wine, wine, wine.


III
The motor boat

Just off shore

Its raining

They are starting the outboard for the beer (wine) run

I see them through the shimmering warmth of our camp fire

See them on the shimmering pock-marked water

Dressed in yellow slickers

Trying desperately to start the engine

A strong wind is blowing

The engine finally starts.

They cannot hear me shout

Stupid assholes
As they head off into the mist.

Ill be glad when they get back

Regardless of whether they bring beer or wine

12 July 2003


SAFE HARBOUR

Out there

In the other reality,

Theirs,

A summer storm is blowing

Turmoil is everywhere

Legions of goose-stepping waves

March upon the waters.

But here,

Here in our safe harbour,

Only a few diffused ripples from the outside world impinge

Wander in from time to time

Just to remind us.

12 July 2003


THIS LITTLE PIECE OF LAND

This little piece of land of ours called Earth

This little piece of land we cling to.

This jut of rock with a lichen/moss veneer and a few gnarled growths here and there

This jut that carries our primitive campsites

This wave swept point of land

Where oft each day I look towards the cosmic sea

Trying to decide what to do

Trying to look into the future.

Our future.

12 July 2003


COHENS CONJECTURE

The space of all living things is continuous

And

Is one.

12 July 2003


HOW MAGNIFICENT

Think of life

As a camping trip

Cloudy days interspersed with rain

And

The occasional glimmer of hope

Caused by a passing ray of sunshine.

12 July 2003


OVER SELF-MEDICATION OF A SUNSET JUNKIE

I am unable to decide

Whether I want a bit more  blue 

In the reflection of the waters beyond our campfire.

Perhaps a bit more orange or crackle

In the dancing flames of fire that is our orchestra pit

Perhaps the fireside conversation should be more about world politics

Rather than us,

And the setting Sun.

12 July 2003


THE END OF AN AFFAIR

Its sad when an affair is over

When the camping trip is ended

The fragile tent that had provided temporary shelter

Taken down.

The leftover bags of garbage

The empty bottles

Stacked and ready to go

Along with the memories

Each camper

Shuffling about

Packing up

Conscious of the other

Trying to be pleasant

In spite of the sorrow

Remembering the good

But still knowing

That its time to move on

13 July 2003


LOOKING SOUTH TOWARDS AMERIKA

Warm lichen rock

A few lone ants wander here and there

Lovely summer day

Fleecy clouds drifting overhead

Heading south towards Them.

Drifting over tranquil waters that lay before my feet

Drifting over forested hills that separates us from Them.

Separates Earthen reality from Manmade reality.

An aluminum pontoon boat passes

Heading North

Fishing rods at the ready.

Two small flags

One Canadian

The other Amerikan

Flutter on the front of the boat

Probably Americans on a summer vacation

Thinking that where we live

Is where you go

To take two weeks of well deserved vacation

From making war against the rest of the world.

13 July 2003


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A PIXEL AND A RIPPLE ON A SUMMER LAKE

A pixel

On a monitor

Is made up of three primary colours

Each of which has 16 levels of intensity.

Normally an array of 600x800 pixels make up a raster

Which is what you see on your screen.

The raster is created by a flyback transformer

Which

Along with the makeup of the pixel

Are controlled by electronic signals

That emanate from some where else.

Some think that these pixels 

Transmit messages about reality.

13 July 2003


ABANDONED ON SNAKE ISLAND
Wilderness island

Weekend camping trip over,

Or so I thought.

First the two laden canoes left

Then the laden motor boat left

Leaving me alone

My friend said hed be right back to get me.

I thought they would too

They left me to guard the remaining gear;

A chain saw,

Chainsaw oil

Three fishing rods

A minnow trap

Forty-eight dead Labatt Bleues

A camping chair

Some ADeep Woods Off
And a roll of toilet paper.

Its been three months now

The leaves have started to fall from the trees.

I have noticed that my vision is improving.

13 July 2003


SUMMER SUNSET ON THE REAL WORLD

Three kids

Summer fishing

Worm fishing from a dock

Fishing off the edge of Summer Reality

Just as I did in my Central Park lake of childhood.

They are getting all sorts of bites

And

Occasionally

Are landing a three or four inch sunfish

Just as I used to do.

They carefully take the sunfish off the hook

So as not to get stuck by the spines.

And then throw the fish back

I wonder why they do it

Why I did it

Perhaps, 

Even though they wouldnt say it,

They too are looking for the ultimate unknown

Just as I did

Just as I continue to do

July 13 2003


STANCE IS EVERYTHING

Should one

Face towards the incoming weather

So as to better anticipate the future,

To see what events are heading our way?

Or should one

Face in the opposite direction

In order to remember what was

To remember the suffering

The sorrow.

Or perhaps

Should one

Watch a song bird

Alight on the top of a nearby evergreen

Reminding one of city-Christmas-memmories gone by

Where the tin songbird

Was clipped to the tree top

And the air in the apartment room

Was as warm as the outside air is now.

Or

Should one do as Im doing now

Becoming part of the sunset stillness on the nearby river

Become part of the dreaming cat nearby

Become part of the evensong

Part of the world at peace

My world at peace.

25 July 2003







A MATTER OF BALANCE

Theres nothing wrong with man-made stuff

As long as you realize 

That its just stuff

And that

From time to time

You take time

To reconnect with everything else

Which we are a part of 

Which is alive too

Just like us.

Even some of the offensive details of our man made stuff arent that bad either

Theres nothing wrong with being prejudiced,

With thinking in black and white

As long as you realize that there are others

Who think in white and black.

Theres nothing wrong with murder too

We justify committing it all the time

For the greater good;

Euthanasia

Marbleized beef

War

Fishing

Culling the flock

Selective logging

Killing misquotes 

Institutionalizing the old.

And theres nothing wrong with lying

Telling our children that theres no Santa Clause

Telling ourselves that were more perfect than them
Telling ourselves that our doublethink makes sense

Making up logical stories after the act

About why we do the things we do.

And too

Theres nothing wrong with our overutilization of The Planet

For

In reaping its riches

We are also sowing the seeds of our own destruction

Which

Fortunately for other living things

Will improve the quality of their lives.

.

1 August 2003


OLD DOG

Brownies old now

Not long ago he was still a pup

Still proving himself

Still testing his limits

Not yet conscious of his finiteness

Not yet aware of his aging.

Sort of like us

When we were young.

Now,

Like me,

His body dwindling.

Eyes,

Ears and

Stamina going.

Sometimes,

When hes resting,

When hes staring vacantly,

I wonder whether I am seeing signs of his wisdom

Or

Resignation,

Sort of like me,

Now.

5 August 2003


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN NOW AND WW II

In WW II

In the name of the motherland

The Fascists murdered

And then herded into concentration camps 

the remaining jews 

Trying to exterminate them all

For the good of the Aryan race.

Today

In the name of the Corporate motherland

People are removed from the land

Herded into cities

Urged to consume more

And,

When they die,

Urged to have expensive funerals

Or perhaps

Kill each other off through war, pollution

And Climate Change

In the name of their corporate masters

Who do this for the common good,

Of course.

The only difference

Between now and WW II

Is that the Nazis no longer wear brown shirts.

10 August 2003


STATE FUNERAL

What follows

Is not abnormal

In a non-global-village

In the part of the world that is still real.

The casket is already in the 100 year old brick church

And the family/village pall bearers

Have already practiced their entry and exit

Now

Because he fought in a war more than half a century ago

His fellow veterans have arrived

Some of them more than 90 years old

Some,

Supported by friends

Some of his immediate family are standing outside

And

Greet the Legionnaires.

His family has been in the village a long time

And

Even though most of the family farm

Has been converted into a ski hill parking lot

He still has a house here

As does his brother across the road.

And

In the service in the packed church

The choir sang

The organ played

And the Minister and relatives

Eulogized what he had done

Who he was;

Village counselor

Head of the Community Association

Good Husband

Good father

Hunter/Fisherman

Hewer of wood

Veteran whose ship had been sunk

The list goes on.

And even when he retired from active life

He still went to Council meetings

Just to make sure they stayed honest.

Now

Following his casket

People are filing from the church

The steam train tourists look up from their window shopping

Look up from trying to find out who they are

Maybe trying to find out who we are.

But

Since they are not part of what is happening

They return to looking in the shop windows

Still looking for their own longed for village home

Which they cant see

Even though

Its all around them.

22 August 2003

TAKE ME OUT TO THE BALL GAME

I am crossing a parking lot.

Around me

The crowd is flowing into the baseball stadium,

Some of them sporting team hats or jerseys

All ready to root, root, root.

As I approach I can hear the strains

Of the two teams National Anthems.

Two teams that will enter into combat

Two teams that represent two countries

Countries that are in combat elsewhere too.

And overhead

Overhead in the stillness of the summer evening sky

Overhead

Parading above me

Dozens of hot air balloons

All brilliant

All colourful

And somehow

Part of the fleecy cloud heaven above.

There is a gentle north wind blowing

Blowing from one warring province, Quebec

To the province to the south

Ontario.

None of the people on the way to the ball game look up

They are too intent on getting into the stadium

Before the first pitch

Of combat.

They do not see the dozens of balloons

Lazily flying overhead through the evening sky

Flying together

Flying in unison

Not in combat

Flying on the golden gift 

Of another day ending

Flying from one warring province to another

Perhaps there are more important things 

Than our manmade ball games.

Sept 1 2003


YOURE DEAF, SEZ I

-Youre deaf sez I.

-No Im not, sez my friend.

I heard what you said

You said, Your deaf.

-Oh yeah, sez I

What about our plunder of the third world?

-Its terrible sez my friend.

Something should be done about it.

-And what about Climate Change?
-We should do something about that too.
-And what about racism at home? sez I

-Ah, certainly, that too, sez my friend

-So why arent we doing something about it?

Sez I.

-Oh we are sez my friend

---Blah, Blah, Blah ---.

-See,

Youre deaf, sez I,

Just like I said
3 Sept 2003


LORNES LAST LESSON

Lorne left  the other day

Wracked with cancer

His blood mixed with morphine

His family gathered round.

United for his passing

His Village family too

Also aware 

Yet

Going about their daily business

Knowing that his days were numbered

Knowing  he was stubborn to the end.

Lorne left  the other day

Left a legacy,

Many legacies for that matter,

All of which it is our duty to honour

Must honour as a Village

Lest we forget
Lest we forget all that he and others have done

Lest we forget to honour ourselves

Honour who we are.

A few days after the funeral

I saw Shirley at the War Memorial

His War Memorial

She had come to visit her husbands last act for the village

His Village

Their Village

The War Memorial that he had made us rebuild in his dying days

The memorial for his fallen comrades

Fallen Neighbours

Those 10 that our village had lost in the name of war;

J.R.Brown

R.W.Carman

S.K.Hall

R.H.Neely

J.D. Bates

E.A. McCorkell

L.J. McGarry

J.A. Reid

S.G.Stephenson

and G.A. Stewart.

Evening,

Late Summer

Light mist in the air

Highlighted by village street lamps

Shirley was sitting on the Memorials stone wall

In the shadow.

Across the street from the laughter emanating from the local café.

I joined her

Sat with her for a while.

She was worrying about all the final work that remained to be done on the cenotaph

Little tasks that had not yet been completed.

She was feeling the soil around the plants

Making sure that they were sufficiently watered.

We didnt say much

Just sat there

Commenting now and then on some of lovely things around us

Sitting in the shadows 

Off to the side

Watching from the dark

Watching Village friends pass by

Talking with each other.

Tourists too passing by.

Pausing sometimes before the monument

Pausing

Not quite knowing what was here

Yet knowing it was something of importance.

Lest we forget.

Lorne left  the other day

Left us a legacy

Just as all who had gone before.

Left us a village that he and others had helped build,

Make.

A village that we are continuing to make.

A Village embedded in a country that he helped defend

That he and his fallen comrades had helped defend

The village we call home

A Village filled with friends

Family

Streets filled with memories

Of the present 

From the past.

Panoramic vistas that have become us

Just as surely as we are ourselves.

Lest we forget.

3 Sept 2003


I AM THE GHOST OF CASCADE VILLAGE

You cant see me now

But I am here.

I am here as I walk the streets of my long gone Village,

Long gone,

Now submerged.

I am on the main street

By  the riverside 

Looking North

Looking upstream at the three tiers of rapids that used to be

Looking at the log clogged torrents

As they pour through the pass

Past the Bates Barn where once I played

Hid in the straw with my friends and the barn cats.

Rapids that poured past our stony village beach

Where once I played too

Past the Cascade Club House

Where Billy Crosss ancestors once gathered

Past a world that is no longer here

Flooded out by manmade dreams

For I am the ghost of Cascade Village.

And I am the ghost of the railway line too

And the train station

Where Summer tourists from Ottawa

Got off to stay at the Peerless hotel

Got off with their stuffed suitcases

Suitcases filled with dreams

Got off to play tennis on one of our three clay tennis courts

Got to dream of freedom

Got to dream of living here forever

Sort of like being me

For I am the ghost of Cascade Village

Ghost of a Village which is no more

Inundated

Submerged by rising waters

That backed up behind  the downstream dam

Forgotten in time

By most

All is gone now

My streets

Quiet

Mostly submerged

Only Clay Hill still rises above the surface

Clay Hill where cars used to descend

And pay their toll

Pass through the toll station

For I am the ghost of a Village that is gone

That they made disappear

That your civilization made disappear

Cascade, Quebec

Think of me when you are here

Think of me and what youve done.

26 Sept 2003


ONCE AT THE MOVIES

Once at the movies

A film about the Grateful Dead,

The Jefferson Airplane,

Before they became famous,

Before they got lost

And started dreaming of tomorrow.

Rather than being as they were then-

Living in the present

Singing to each other

Enjoying playing music with each other.

Sort of like now,

Me,

Sitting off to the side for the moment

So I can write

My friends jamming

Just as brilliant

As the other THEY 

Must have been then.

Now,

We,

Listening to each other

Singing to each other.

And when I finish writing

I 

Re-enter the circle

Read them the above

And of course

They

All start knee-jerk swearing loudly 

That theyll never get caught up in the foolish quest for stardom

Will  be with me in the now and forever,

That is,

Until one launches into

Oh Lord wont you buy me a Mercedes Benz ---
And

Of course

The others joined in,

Which

Of course

Ends my moment of fantasy

Once at the movies.

30 Sept 2003


ACCEPTING INCONGRUENCE

Dont you see
Sez I to my wife of 40 years,

Sez I to my wife as we were having our daily morning conversation

As we were making ready for the day.

Dont you see

That there is no Unified Field Theory

That the two sides of the bridge cannot be connected

That everybody holds contradictory values

That everything is contradictory

And

That theres nothing wrong with that.

Dont you see that we can never achieve perfect congruence

And theres nothing wrong with that either.

Outside

In the early dawn,

As we talk,

I can see our four Pekin ducks swimming on their pond

Chasing each other

Playing this game and that.

And beyond

The field

Glistening

Glistening with just melted morning dew

A field brown with Autumn

And inside

Inside our lovely warm house

Our two dogs contentedly lie before the fire

Listening with one ear

As Glennis prepares her rebuttal to my just finished rant.

In the background I can hear the morning news on the radio.

On the coffee table before me

My just finished to-do list for the day awaits me

Well
Sez Glennis

With a twinkle in her eye,

If you really believe that all is incongruous

Why cant you accept my argument

That is contrary to yours?

Why are you getting angry with me

Just because I dont agree with you?

One of the dogs stretched and yawned.

5 Oct 2003


I DONT UNDERSTAND

I dont understand,

Said Plato,

Stroking his long white beard.

In order to write something down,

Dont you have to think of something first?
No
Sez I

As Village Poet,

What I write down

Are not the thoughts I think,

But rather the spaces in between.

Like now

Me concentrating on what I have to write

While my dog sits nearby

Munching on a blade of grass

Munching in Indian Summer Sun

While wind chimes tinkling suffuses my consciousness

While I bask in the waning warmth of the day.

You see,

Sez I,

Picking my nose

Its the space between our thoughts 

That count.

8 Oct 2003


LIFE IS A RIVER

I used to dream

That if I plunged into a river

(That was warm enough to swim in)

I would be connected with the ocean

Connected to the rest of the world.

Of course

Now I know better

Know there are blocking dams

And deadly pollution

Know that rivers are no longer really rivers

So

You may ask

Is anything a river?
And of course I answer---

11 Oct 2003


THE CHANCES WE NEVER TAKE

There are many rivers we fear crossing.

For example

Ive never climbed Poets Mountain.

It lies on the other side of my river

Basking in Autumn sunlight

Its ridges uneven,

Different trees grow at different rates

On uneven ground.

Ive never climbed Poets Mountain.

My River is too wide to cross

The current too strong

And who knows about the forest

Or the Autumn foliage

That people its Jackson Pollock landscape.

I can only sit here and speculate

What it would be like to climb Poets Mountain.

10 Oct 2003


NEW YORK IS ONLY SKIN DEEP

Once a New Yorker

Once a faceless subway rider

My mother locked up in Bellevue.

I,

Bent-pin fishing in Central Park

Stepping on dog shit

Bicycling in Central Park

Having an after-movie pizza and beer

By the Queensboro Bridge off ramp.

Seeing dirt encrusted winos sleeping on the street

Hearing screaming sirens in the night

But most of all

Looking for a way out to Freedom.

Once a New Yorker

Watching glassy eyed tourists

Some from France

Japan

Some just plain old

All

Being disgorged by 50 passenger tourist buses

Disgorged at the foot of the Empire State Building

The UN Building

Disgorged onto a Bedloes Island Ferry Boat

Disgorged into my beloved Central Park

Being lead around by a tour guide waving an orange pennant.

They

Looking glassy eyed at me

As I sit sweaty on a park bench

Just having finished a 10K bicycle lap around the park

Just having drunk from the fountain

Swapping stories about the women in our group.

Once a New Yorker

Looking for a way out

To freedom

And

Wondering how tourists could be so stupid to come here

To believe all the hype the tour guide was feeding them

Hype that was based on TV and movies.

Now

Visiting my childhood home

Visiting from my rural village home

Wakefield

The first real home I ever had

A home where asphalt doesnt suffocate

Where it is possible to put down roots

To grow

To grow to my hearts content.

Now

Visiting this childhood homeland

In a tinted-window 50-person bus

That is now passing into the Big Apple

Through the bowels of the Lincoln Tunnel

And onto the honk/honk streets of Manhattan.

Over the bus PA system the tour guide is playing Frank Sinatra

These little town blues

Im leaving behind---
And I think to myself

What bullshit.

New York is only skin deep

There is nothing here

Except a veneer of memories

When I left New York many years ago

All traces of me disappeared too

Like changing a channel

Pushing on an elevator button

Opening a subway door

Whatever was going on then

Isnt going on now.

15 Oct 2003

Nous ne lavons pas assez protégé
Cétait le matin avant le vol. Javais pratiquement fini le rangement des photos de notre benjamin, Jason, quand jai trouvé ma favorite, celle de nous ensemble, quand il avait à peu près un an. Jétais encore un étudiant aux États-Unis, un hippie, portant une barbe, les cheveux longs, et mal fichu. Jétais assis sur une roche, mes yeux noirs et vifs, il était entre mes jambes et content. Javais un regard éloigné comme si je voyais son avenir difficile et jétais prêt pour le protéger.

Après quun médecin ait dû faire une césarienne pour notre premier fils, ma femme et moi avions décidé dadopter notre deuxième, Jason. Parce que nous étions une partie de la contre-culture des années soixante, nous avons décidé dadopter un Américain noir. De toute façon, même si nous étions dans un environnement universitaire, le racisme en Amérique du Nord était encore là et nous avons dû commencer à protéger notre fils.

Heureusement, en tant que parents de Jason, nous pouvions partager aussi la joie, nous étions des chanceux de pouvoir marcher au large de nos propres souliers. À cause de ça, de plusieurs façons, nous avons aussi grandi avec Jason.

Nos plus grands défis étaient ceux qui venaient aussi à une famille normale. Un de ces défis était ses études. Pour Jason, lécole, surtout les mathématiques, était sa bête noire. Nous avons lutté, travaillé ensemble et enfin, il recevait son diplôme; ensuite il est allé et a réussi dans une école de cuisinier pour être un chef. Comme dans maintes dautres familles, tout le long de sa formation, ma femme et moi avons toujours dû être prêts pour panser, pour soulager ses blessures venant de sa lutte pour réussir. Nous avons dû continuer de le protéger. La vie dun chef nest pas facile.

Cependant, la vive concurrence du travail dans notre région et le désir de sa petite amie, lont amené aémigrer de lautre coté du monde, en Australie, pour recommencer à nouveau. Aussi, elle était issue dune famille serrée grecque et enfin elle ne pouvait pas vivre ici. Alors, ils sont allés en Australie pour être plus proche des parents de son amie et reprendre son travail dans un milieu que nous espérions plus propice.

Nous pensions que notre devoir était finalement terminé à partir de ce moment, et ce serait son amie et sa famille qui assumeraient le fardeau de le protéger. Peut-être ce serait le mieux. Jason pouvait recommencer et nous devrions vivre un peu moins dinquiétude.

Bien sûr, nous sommes allés une fois pour fêter leur mariage, pour mieux connaître et saluer les nouveaux membres de notre famille élargie, les nouveaux protecteurs de Jason.

Malheureusement, nous nous trompions. Le mariage nallait pas bien, ses problèmes avec son travail ont continué et nous avons dû continuer de faire les conversations téléphoniques pleines de ses angoisses. 

Mais la vraie fin est venue en plein milieu de la nuit quand son beau-père a téléphoné. Cest moi qui ai sauté de notre lit pour décrocher. Je comprenais du ton de son salut que quelque chose nallait pas. Jai une mauvaise nouvelle, continuait-t-il. Nous pensons que Jason est mort. Les policiers ont justement téléphoné et nous lont dit. Cétait un accident avec sa moto. Neil (le beau-frère) est allé lidentifier. Cest tout que ce que nous savons maintenant, mais jai pensé que ce serait mieux de te téléphoner. En choc, je lai remercié, mis le téléphone dans son support et  suis allé embrasser ma femme. Elle avait déjà compris.

Quelques jours après, quelque part au-dessus du Pacifique, nous sommes maintenant en route pour les funérailles, main dans la main, yeux tout droit, perdus dans nos pensées. De temps en temps nous parlons, pleurons, partageons nos souvenirs. Et bien sûr, nous nous demandons ce que nous aurions pu faire différemment. Peut-être, dit-elle, nous ne lavons pas assez protégé.

23 Oct 2003


AMERICAN BOWLING

Picture this

American ten pins

Championship Bowling

TSN

Recapitulating the full nine yards

Recapitulating a perfect game

Instant replay

The ball in slow motion

Rolling down the alley

Two pins are left

And

The ball strikes both of them for a perfect score.

Thats when the scene changes

To the world Trade towers collapsing.

30 Oct 2003

THOU SHALL NOT MORPHtc \l1 "THOU SHALL NOT MORPH
I have noticed lately

That

Whenever people dont like something they are seeing

They simply change channels

And

When something in a digitized photo is displeasing

They simply change the content of the photo

Morph it

Remove a power line

Add a setting sun

Or

In the limit

Create everything in the tableau

Much like is done in a play

A novel

And certainly a movie.

In short

What Im ranting about is that

In order to grow

We must be stimulated by the real thing

Experience life as nakedly as possible.

Now mind you

I have nothing against wearing rose coloured glasses

A hearing aid

Or make-up

There is nothing wrong with panning for gold

As long as the essence that we are extracting

Comes from a real substrate

Perhaps we need an 11th commandment 

Thou shall not morph.

30 Oct 2003

SOME THOUGHTS ON BI-ISIMtc \l1 "SOME THOUGHTS ON BI-ISIM
Theres nothing wrong with the solitudes we live in

As long as they protect us and help us grow.

Theres nothing wrong with anger

As long as it doesnt get out of control

And

If the positive part of angers negative energy

Can be channeled into positive social good.

However,

There is something wrong 

With trying to make your reality richer

By eliminating impurities.

We should rather

Enrich our lives

And the communities we live in

By being as Bi as we have the courage to be

And,

Even if we do not have the courage,

We should do what is second best

And befriend others who are different.

There is something wrong with being a small c conservative

Against change

Against growth

Of our fellow human beings.,

Of ourselves

1 Nov 2003

THE OPENING OF THE LOCKS AT WAKEFIELDS RAPIDStc \l1 "THE OPENING OF THE LOCKS AT WAKEFIELDS RAPIDS
Youre crazy,

Said my wife,

There are no locks at the Wakefield Rapids

We dont need locks here

Youll have to tear down the covered bridge

Just so ocean going log barges

Can pass through the locks.

And

Anyway

A boat with a good motor can shoot the rapids going upstream.

We dont need locks here.
Yes,

Sez I,

But you miss the point.

Well need deeper water

If were going to get from the Cabonga Reservoir

Down to the Ottawa River,

If we are going to become independent.

With locks along the Gatineau River

We could navigate all the way from Wakefield

To the oceans of the world.

We could open up Wakefield

Wed no longer have to depend on Masham

And the Municipality of La Pêche.

Well become a first class sea trading village

We can write our own ticket

Well no longer have to depend on the Steam Train to survive.

We can become a stopover for weary travelers

On their way from the Cabonga Reservoir

To China

We could have high rise hotels and 5 star restaurants overlooking the Bay.

Big boats could turn about in the bay before the dazzled eyes of diners.

We could conduct tours of the locks

And all its gleaming stainless steel machinery

We could revive our economy.

Just think of it

Wakefield--Gateway to the world.

My wife rolled over

And went back to sleep.

2 Nov 2003

DONT BE FOOLED BY TV PICTUREStc \l1 "DONT BE FOOLED BY TV PICTURES
God is in all purely random things.

Like us,

Fire light,

Sunlight,

Ripples on the waves and

Clouds in the sky.

Even vibrating electrons contain god.

TV pictures though

Are not what they appear to be.

While each electron on the screen contains god

The image that we see does not.

The assemblage of vibrating electrons

Which we call a TV picture

Is not real but only a collection of vibrating electrons

Who are only aware of each other

Insofar as they each contain god.

What we imagine the electrons to be,

The picture
Is not God

But rather just a figment of someone elses imagination

That somehow got lost in the translation.

Dont be fooled by  TV pictures.

1 Dec 2003

LIGHT SEEKERStc \l1 "LIGHT SEEKERS
The fuckers came out of nowhere

Took away our land

Took away our connection with IT.

Drove us into cities

Drove us into darkness,

Took away our humanness

God-damned-fuckers.

Resilient though,

Arent we?

Resilient bastards I might proudly say.

There is something about us,

This indomitable power of our human spirit

Something

That for some reason continues to grow,

In spite of THEM.

Continues to seek light.

Thats what we are

Light seekers.

A menace to society

A menace to our purveyors of darkness.

Thats what we are

Fuckin light seekers.

6 December 2003

�Theres a Tree in my Way Again. From the 1999 collection The Similarities between Chickens and Human Beings, and Theres a Tree in my Way, from the 1997 collection Theres a Tide Again


�- A restaurant that Kevin had owned and founded





