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BIGOTRY REVISITED

I sat

The other day

Sitting in the basement of our Christian Church

A L.O.M*

Seated with

Four L.O.L.s

I sat there while two of them,

Farmer's wives,

Told me

Why they thought same sex marriages were un-natural.

One said

"You don't see that happening with our farm animals".

That's bigotry,

Sez I smugly

To my bigoted self. 

* Little Old Man








22 Jan 2006

DRAGONFEST 2006

I am in the middle of it.

Energy is swirling all about me

Sunshine energy

Of a bright, sunny, Wakefield,

January 28, 2006.

And I am in the middle of it.

Surrounded by us

Surrounded by you

Surrounded by me.

And

I am in the middle of it all.

Bright sunlit snow

Reradiating into a just-above-freezing day

And

All about me

My village brethren are waltzing.

Singing

Shouting

Throwing snowballs

Playing snow golf on the hillside

Tobogganing

Sliding down the SnowDragon’s tail

Eating Maple syrup toffee

And I am in the middle of it all.

Before me

Maidens swirl in medieval costumes

Friends sit on straw bales by the fire

A brilliant hockey game just ended

What more is there to say

And I am in the middle of it.

Not a bad way to celebrate your 67th birthday

Eh?








28 Jan. 2006

PARADISE LOST

Kurt Vonnugut says

That 

Civilization as we know it

Will be ended within 5 years.

Now,

While I realize that he is trying to promote his new book,

It is interesting to contemplate this possibility.

Will it be Nuclear war

Disease

Pestilence

Cataclysmic climate change or

God reappearing and creating another flood?

Who knows?

But in any case

In between now and then

There’s going to be some badly damaged people

And

Those who survive

Will have done so

Because they were capable of rediscovering their animal nature.

Perhaps

One of the living

Who can still read

Will discover this poem

Read it by the waters of Babylon

And weep silently

For our paradise lost.








7 Feb. 2006

I AM NOT LEONARD COHEN
I am not Leonard Cohen

I have not just released a new collection of songs

Published a book

Had 5 songs inducted into the Canadian Hall of Fame

And

Be able to talk to Shelagh Rodgers on CBC

About my visits with Irving Layton

As he dwindled away.

Shelagh Rodgers wouldn’t be interested in me.

I’m not news worthy

I didn’t know Irving Layton

I have not published a book

Or

Have 5 of my songs inducted into the Canadian Hall of fame.

But that’s all right

I’m sure my life is at least as rich as Leonard’s

Even if I can’t explain that to Shelagh Rodgers.








7 Feb 2006

I WEEP FOR YOU AMERIKA

Is it possible

That the dream of my childhood,

Of the home of the free and the brave

Of the cradle of Democracy

Has always been a myth

Just as it was in  fabled ancient Greece?

Perhaps the America

Of which I was once so proud

Never was.

Perhaps the folks who are bringing us Guantanamo and Magreb Prison 

Have always been that way.

Perhaps the Middle East Crusades,

Colonialism in Africa and Latin America,

The death squads of globalization and

G.M.Os 

Aren’t historical accidents.

Perhaps America has always been Amerika

And

It is only you

Me 

That has been so naive

As to believe in America the good.

Perhaps oppression of “the others”

Has always been Amerika’s middle name.

Oh my America

The America of my youthful dreams

I weep for you.

I weep for you and my innocense lost

Our innocense lost.

I weep for my years of naive, strident belief

Belief in our open spaces as a refuge for

“— Your tired and your poor  ---”

Give me your tired your poor

Give me your tired your poor

That was built on the back of this seemingly free open space

Refuge that was in fact

Only the expropriated home

Of the Western Hemisphere’s rightful inhabitants

Homes that have since been flooded out

By the rising tide of Democracy

A tide that only a new plague can erase

Can bring us grace.

Oh my Amerika, I weep for you.








15 March 2006

SPRING SHALL COME AGAIN

I know with certainty

That Spring will come again

That the dirty newsprint-snow of this Amerikan winter

Will too be washed away

Swept out to sea

And freedom will begin anew.

Of this I am certain,

Even though I may not be here be here

To witness the first budding

Of the Earth’s renewal.








15 March 2006

ONCE IN THE LAND OF NOW

Once in the land of NOW

Once in the land where our spirit actually dwells

Dwells with the rest of “Our Extended Family”

Once in this rolling terrain of our metaphorical imagination

Where dusty bookcases are next to dead beavers and coyotes

A land in which our immediate family and even our crazy neigbours

Are somehow connected to us

Once in the land of NOW.

But unfortunately

Here in each person’s land of NOW

In our own land of NOW

We are surrounded by an army electronic-based iconic-realities

Ones that we believe to be part of us

Part of NOW

But which is not.

For example

Baby-boomer couples view the icon of gay marriages

From a different perspective 

Than do traditional United Church farmers

Than do gay couples.

And

There are different historical icons in our land of NOW

Which

When approached from some sides

Justify death to others

Even though all humanity shares these Icons 

Here

In our land of NOW.








17 March 2006

WILL THERE BE ANOTHER GENERATION ?

Many years ago

In Josef and Agnes’s studio loft

There were 78 RPM records

Gizmo-toys on the shelves

The oil-paint-smells of artists at work

Rusty fire escapes

And sooty window panes.

Now

In our own Wakefield loft

There are gizmos and paintings too

But these are my gizmos,

paintings that friends have done,

Plants that I have shared time with

Photo’s of loved ones

Some lost

An air tight wood stove

And

Winter ending

I wonder if there will be some one like I once was

In their long ago loft

Some one who has or will come to our loft

And

Iin the future

Remember.

Will there be a another generation?








21 March 2006

ADMISSION OF OLD AGE
There are two kinds of young people in this world

Those who are young

And

Those who are old.

Fortunately

Both can be identified

Because

Both wear labels

In the back of their clothing

That gives their name

Address

And

Phone number

So that when they leave their clothing behind

Some one

Who is not young

Can call them

And tell them that they’ve left their clothing behind

And

To come and pick it up.








28 March 2006

RAINY DAY PHOTO

Shirley and Jennie are sitting behind me

Rainy Spring day

Our yellow school bus transport

Is bouncing North along one of our Québec roads

We

Seniors on a pre-Easter bus trip to a sugar bush.

I look at Shirley 

I look at Jennie

Look at how beautiful they are

Their lovely faces

Reflecting the to-and-fro of our conversation

We,

Along with others,

Filling our bouncing yellow school bus with springtime conversation

We

Like spring peepers around a humid evening pond

The din is overwhelming

And then I have this stupid thought

To take a picture of Shirley and Jennie

Capture the moment forever

Bottle the laughter

And

Save it for a rainy day.

A rainy day like today.

Come to think of it

I don’t need a camera

Do I?.








13 April 2006

THE TRIAL OF I. F. STONE

It’s sad to see you

Old warrior

Old warrior like Paul Robeson

And

All the others that big brother crushed.

It’s sad to see you

Old warrior

Letting go of your struggle

Our struggle

Letting go so that you could intellectually examine

This human jungle gym in which we play;

From whence come the bars

And

Why the holes are square.

You chose to let go of the bars

Let go of the struggle that has shaped our reality

Let go and joined the Magical Mystery Tour,

Demoted yourself to being an observer of who we are

And

How our struggle eternal has been going on forever.

These thoughts, Izzy,

Your thoughts now are those of the pre-mature dead

Those who are now only capable of observing life

Observing the similarities over time

Observing the nature of the bars of this jungle gym of ours.

Izzy, you shmuck,

They got to you too

You too let go of the bars

Let go of all that is real

The only real struggle is the one we’re engaged in

That the whole world is engaged in

The struggle that you fought in for so long.

It’s sad to see you letting go

Letting go old warrior

Letting go of the bars of this lattice called human life

Letting go

Letting go.

I dreamt I saw Joe Hill last night alive as he could be----.








13 May 2006

CLOSING NUMBER

(To be read on stage)

Once

Painfully shy

Living in the long gone land of Pete Seeger,

Bob Dylan

And

Joan Baez-

When they were young

When we were young

Struggling against the War

Racism

Part of a struggle, we thought-

Struggle that would liberate the World

Liberate the shackled world that we lived in.

Once

Living in Boston/Cambridge

The cradle we thought

Of a new revolution

Me

A student

An engineering student

And soo painfully shy

I was so lost I didn’t even know what lost meant

Like nowhere man

Like I was from another planet.

I used to wander into coffee houses

Hands Dylanesquely stuffed into my pockets

Trying to look like I was part of what was going on

Part of the scene

Even though I knew that I wasn’t

Walking into the coffee house

Hoping that nobody would point me out

And tell others how inconsequentially geeky I was

How nothing I was

---Why he must be from another planet

I was so beat that there was no one else I could communicate with.

Fast motion forward to 50 years later

To NOW

Black Sheep Inn by Wakefield Bay

Early Spring night

It has been raining for a week

But it doesn’t matter-

Spring is coming.

Me

Having spent the day doing Village Chores

Stopping now and then

To talk with my thousand-channel universe of friends

Grooving on the NOW

My NOW.

Now

Open stage at The Sheep

The DJ with earphones is licking his fingers

So he can better stop the record and turn it backwards

He

Giving his friends a Black-Panther-High-Five

Even though he doesn’t know who the Black Panthers were

But that doesn’t matter

And

It doesn’t bother me

For now

I am finally from here

No longer a visitor from another planet

No longer painfully shy

Oh

Oh

I’m terribly sorry

I just wet my pants








15 May 2006

THE SIMILARITIES BETWEEN WIENER PROCESSES AND LIFE.

For those of you who can stand a little bit of techie talk,

Wiener Processes are continuous random walks

Which have the life-like property

Of being equally rich in detail

No mater how closely you look at it.

And so it is too

On this train of life we are riding

No matter what the speed

Or weather

No matter what countryside we are passing through

Or for that matter

Whatever our peroneal mood,

No matter what,

All is equally interesting

Equally rich

And

If we are lucky

Equally inspiring.








25 May 2006

POWER OUTAGE

Imagine if the power just went out

And I am not speaking about the power that comes surging into our homes through wires.

I’m speaking about THE power

The one that helps all living things to grow

The one that creates our love of now and of the future.

Imagine if THIS power went out.








28 May 2006

HUGGING A STAR

Spring morning

Thinking about the day before me

There are those

Who foolishly believe

That REAL stars

Are brilliant

Distant

Immense

And

Unattainable.

In fact

Only one of the above is true.

They ARE brilliant

In the scientific world

Astronomers study these stars through telescopes.

Those of us with a less scientific bent

Study these bigger-than- life stars

From the dull side of the silver screen

In our world

The one in which you and I live

REAL stars

Are not as unattainable as THEY would have us believe

Rather

They are within easy reach of all

There is no silver-screen in between 

You know

The grass growing in the field

The cat

Peering in thought through the window

As I write

The ones we love

Bustling about nearby

Getting ready for their day

And of course

Ourselves

We too

Getting ready for our day of work.

Why not give yourself a hug 

Before you start your day








29 May 2006

THAT WHICH WE CAN BE

We become what we choose to love or hate

We do not become what we choose to ignore.

If you love or hate Big Brother

Then you become Big Brother

Become evil also

However

If you choose to ignore him

And choose instead

To love and support the rest of life

Then you can become that too.








29 May 2006

RITES OF PASSAGE

If a rite of passage

Is truly what it purports to be

Then

When done

It should leave us with a greater appreciation of our NOW

When compared to everything else.








12 June 2006

RETURNING

During rites of passage

When it is imperative to shut out the NOW

In order to free ourselves for liftoff

Free ourselves from Earth

Free ourselves so that we can pass into a new unknown beyond

During these rites of passage

We must also always realize that we are only leaving the sacred NOW

In order to better appreciate it when we return

When we return to this lovely planet

When we return to our lovely selves

When we return to our NOW

So we can really appreciate even more of who we are








12 June 2006

RETIRED

I no longer look to the thermometer

Scan the skies, 

The internet.

Or listen to the radio,

To see what tomorrow will bring.

I no longer worry about all the possible problems that could interfere with my desire for success.

And,

I no longer worry about how my aging body’s doing

Will it still permit me to go out

And do the things I used to do?

I no longer worry about growing old,

Or for that matter,

Falling sick.

Now

For me

Clouds are sometimes no more than just the end of day

To hell with tomorrow

To hell with my practicing so that I can become better

There is no better

All is NOW

Just NOW

Just the sound of setting sun

And

Passing clouds

Just the sounds of spring peepers in pond

Just the sounds of birdsong

And

A still warm golden field beyond

Retired.







13 June 2006

FOR MY OWN PROTECTION

It’s strange how we become

Prisoners of the things that we think are protecting us.

Summer woods

Me

Seated on a fallen log

Seated to one side of the trail

Leaf shadows dancing on the understory.

Me

Thinking that I am here

And

That all is beautiful

But really not

For

I am separated from the surrounding world by mosquito netting

Netting that was recommended to me by my well meaning friends

For my own protection 

Of course.

Protection so that I can enhance my pleasure

Protection from the biting nasties of the forest

And

It’s true

It does keep the mosquitoes away

Enabling me to make believe

Make believe that I am comfortably seated in front of a TV set.

The mosquito netting ,

My silver screen through which I am seeing the world beyond.

Maybe I should go to the fridge for a cold beer before I get too comfortable

On the other hand,

I think to myself,

Maybe I should take this silver screen off my head 

So that I can be really here

So that I don’t have to be prisoner of my self made arm chair

Getting permission from the electronic commentator

To go down the hall for an instant

To ask the ice box warden for a cold beer.

But

As I sit here

Contemplating whether I should remove my protective mask

As I sit here writing

Three elderly hikers 

Friends

amble by on the nearby trail.

They do not see me seated here

Protected by my silver screen

They do not see me sitting immobile on this log.

Not they

For they are too engrossed in their own world

Like neighbouring trees in the forest

Three separate minds

But

Nonetheless together

But for me it is not like that

Not here on this side of the screen

Here

Even with the latest flat screen technology

The real world is not truly here

Even though I am here.

I take off my mask

Close my poetry book

And

Join my friends on the forest trail.








14 June 2006

THE DIS-SIMILARITIES BETWEEN MCKENNA’S GREENHOUSE

AND A CEMETERY
Here too

There are rows and rows of white markers

And families grouped together.

And

Here too

People wander pensively

In between the rows-on-row

Looking

Reminiscing 

Remembering pleasant times gone by

The joys of Springs no longer here.

But here

Instead of leaving the dead to remain

And

Tending to memorial flowers

Instead

Here

The thoughts are of life

Here

Neighbours exchange gossip

and tips about the plants to buy

Here

Arm loads of potted flowers are taken away

Taken away to be given a new home in places they never expected

Given a new life in the warm rains of the summer to come.








8 June 2006

I DON-WANNA-BE

I don’t want to be a person that others listen to

I don’t want you hanging on my every word.

The only speech worth listening to is that which arises in conversation

A dialogue amongst equals

A dance in the eternity of human communications

And too 

I don-wanna-be a published critic

Deftly skewering the shish kabob of other’s thoughts

In order to awe and amaze the rubes that read their drivel

What use is that to me?

I don-wanna-be.

And too

I don-wanna-be the peace that others seek

But cannot find

That too I don-wanna-be

I don-wanna-be a better-than-thou

A greater than this-or-that

The creator of the ultimate mind-metric

I don-wanna-be that too

I don-wanna-be

I don-wanna-be

I don-wanna-be.

And 

All I really wanna-be

All I really really wanna-be is just one of us

Just another human

Just another living thing on our lovely planet

Dancing in life’s rich breezes

That’s what I really really want

“---who could ask for anything more?

Who could ask for anything more?”








17 Aug 2006

BREAKTHROUGH

Soft warm breezes blowing in off the river

A prowling barn cat wanders down the nearby driveway

A humming bird on the guy-wire above looks fitfully down.

“Can you hear the thunder?”

Sez my wife

Sez my wife as I sit on our Summer-country-evening deck.

“That’s not thunder”

Sez I 

Pointing to the ever growing number of con-trails in the evening sky

And

The dazzling star-bright bursts of light.

“Something must be going on”

Sez I.








17 June 2006

SOCCER FRENZY

And are we too not the barbarians of days gone by,

Whipped up into a frenzy by the lackeys of our masters

Masters who know that it’s better to have a spent populace

Rather than one

That would turn its pent up energy towards

Solving some of our long standing social problems

And perhaps,

In the process,

Throwing the rascals out








23 July 2006

HOW MANY WAYS CAN YOU SPELL RIVER

It depends on the speed you travel on this St Laurence.

If one is traveling with a school of fish

The river is just like a human neighbourhood.

If one is traveling with the Amerindians in canoes

Coming down river to trade with the Europeans

Then the river is another matter

Just as it was for the Europeans who had come here to trade

From their homes in Europe.

And too 

The river is different for the birds migrating overhead

Birds that are following the aquatic arteries of our Earth.

But what is this river?

For me,

Me

A product of modern technology,

A product who is sitting on the fantail

Of a 500-person cruise ship

Steaming down the St. Laurence to its delta.

What is this river for me?

Is this river no more than the plastic deck chair that I am reclining in,

A Canadian flag fluttering on the stern

With miles of nautical mile of turbulent wake streaming off behind us,

With a never ending sequence of bow waves arrowing off

To the left and to the right.

Arrowing onto the passing shore

Waves crashing into breakwaters

Breakwaters that protect the homes behind them

Homes where families are just sitting down to dinner

Thinking about their day of work

Just as are the overhead migrating flocks

Just as were the Amerindians who traded with the European of long ago

Just as the fish below are still doing.

And so too am feeding

Feasting

Just like all of them

Each of them

Each in our own space and time

I too am feasting

Feasting as all the others before me have done

Grateful that in spite of my technological prison

I too am feasting on the bounty that this river has brought to them

Has brought me too.








24 June 2006

PASSING SHIPS

End of day

Two ships passing

One headed up river

Carrying weary fishermen home

A day of hauling nets behind them

Beer in hand

Staring straight ahead at the oncoming buoys

Red right returning.

And

Heading down river

A Cruise ship

The eco-guide is standing on the stern

Lecturing

The faithful gathered about

A Canadian flag flying overhead

She is showing them a map of the river they are traveling on

This river that is flowing out to sea.

They do not se the passing fishermen staring straight ahead,

heading home

Two ships passing.








24 June 2006

A LESSON FOR HUMANITY

Fishermen who have survived,

Remember.

Know

That even when the sea is calm

It has not always been that way

Nor will it will continue to be

Unfortunately

The rest of humanities’ collective memory

Is not that good.








25 June 2006

I HAD A DREAM

Perhaps it was never meant for everybody

Democracy that is,

Perhaps.

Perhaps as was the case in ancient Athens

It was only meant for a few

For free men

Not for the slaves

They were different.

None-the-less

It would have been nice if things were otherwise

“---All men are created equal---with inalienable rights---”

Of such is the stuff our dreams are made.








25 June 2006

THIS IS NOT SCIENCE FICTION

If they can pass a law

That requires that smoking be done out of doors

Why don’t they pass a law

Requiring that all TV sets

Be beaten into plowshares,

Or perhaps

Provide you with fifteen minutes long screen-saver loops

That would contain one thousand of your favorite full spectrum color digital pictures.

You could of course,

In theory,

Still shut it off

If they can pass a law banning smoking

Why don’t they do this too.

It would certainly be a substantial step

Towards re-establishing mankind

As a sustainable species.








26 June 2006

HOW TO KNOW WHICH POETS TO TRUST

Not all poets should be read

Listened to

Or

Trusted.

Especially those

Who think they know what you should do or be.

And especially those who DON’T tell you

Listen to yourself.








26 June 2006

YOU’VE NEVER SEEN QUÉBEC

If you’ve never seen the St Laurence River

You’ve never seen Québec.

If you’ve never seen the gracefully aging descendants

Of abandoned immigrants

Seen them as passengers on a 500 person cruise ship

Setting sun

Joking with the crew

Their elegant state room dinner just over

If you’ve never seen all of the above

You’ve never seen Québec.








27 June 2006

NO LONGER A TOURIST

Once

In the historic part of Québec City

Having come overland

A summer tourist

Watching well-scrubbed summer students 

They,

Dressed in colonial costume,

Standing in the cobbled square,

Selling pieces of a history that was,

Selling little bits of this and that.

I

Sitting on a stoop

Eating ice cream

Trying in my own way

To digest being there

But in the end

Failing

Now

At least in my mind

No longer a tourist

Just having come up river

Arriving by cruise boat from Les Iles de la Madeline

Now,

Once again seated in the same square

But now a tired traveler,

Just off the boat,

No longer seeing a history that was

But rather,

Now

Being part of a history that is.

Now,

I,

With the vendors.

I,

Now,

Part of the past

There are tourists sitting on the stoop nearby

Still eating ice cream.

Now

I don’t need ice cream

I am here too.








29 June 2006

A NEW GROWTH

There is a new forest here in Montreal

Forests that line the banks of this St Lawrence

Forests growing on the banks

Where Samuel de Champlain once passed

Now

Me

A reincarnation of Samuel

The passing parade of Pine trees and Iroquois encampments

Gone

Now

Grey cement docks

And dredged channels

Channels dredged deep enough for sea going freighters

Nonetheless 

Me

Now 

Samuel de Champlain

Discovering Montreal for the first time

Sailing slowly up river

Looking at all the cement and glass trees that soar around me

Looking at the new growth.

Me

Trying to remember all the questions that King Louis wanted me to ask them

Thinking of the immensity of the task before me.

I

Wondering why I ever got into this

This is no dot on a map

This is Montreal








30 June 2006

DÉJA VU
Damnedest thing

Here I was

Sailing in my wooden frigate up a tree lined river

My voyage ended

The Island and its mountain on my right

Then suddenly

Poof

I am surrounded by massive cement walls

Awakening high rise apartments 

Morning rush hour traffic passing by

Something has gone wrong

The only things that are still real here are the few remaining trees

The birds flying about

And of course

The river.

But boy

It sure smells different here 

That it did a few moments ago.








30 June 2006

MONTREAL IN A MIRROR

Early Summer Morn

Our cruise ship has just docked in Montreal harbour

I am on the south side of the boat

My back to the city

Looking across the channel at the morning rush of cars

Their lights still on

I have not yet gone to the other side

To look at the waking city behind me.

But I know

Just from looking at the commuter car before me

Just from looking at the thoughts of its driver

And his day before him

I know

What’s looming behind me.








30 June 2006

I HAVE BEEN HERE THREE TIMES

I have been in Montreal three times.

Once as an American immigrant,

Once to see the birthplace of my Jewish Grandfather

And now

As Samuel de Champlain








30 June 2006

BLESSED BE THE IMMIGRANT

Blessed be the immigrants

For it is only they that can see the promised land with new eyes.

Blessed be the young that discover love for the first time

That discover adulthood

And blessed be the old that discover grace

That rediscover our finiteness

That rediscover our infiniteness.

Blessed be those that still search

Those who still take the chance

And sometimes plant their feet in a new land,

(Some of course have no choice)

And blessed be those who know

That one can immigrate internally as well as externally

That the new lands to be discovered

Lie not only without but within

And that

Just as in the days of old

There are still great riches to be discovered

Within as well as without.

And finally

Blessed be all immigrants

For

By definition

They have arrived somewhere

Especially those who have finally arrived

For it is they who are truly blessed.

Perhaps

Their first act on arrival

Should be to think of all the others

Who have not yet arrived

Who are still at sea

Some perhaps forever

We should especially think of them.








30 June 2006

CHANNEL SURFING
Wakefield Canada Day-2006,

Lovely weather.

I am sitting under one of the big tents surrounded by friends,

Talking,

Catching up,

The sounds of our human music is swirling everywhere

Washing this way and that.

I, of course,

Part of it all,

But now and then looking this way and that

Changing channels in my thousand-channel universe of Wakefield

Channel surfing

Surfing from the face of one animated friend to another

But here

The faces are not just a two dimensional collection of anonymous electrons.

These are my friends

People who share this village of ours

People who share this life of mine

Our village family.

And here

Also

Unlike that other world

Some of the channels are related

Ex-wives

New husbands

Children from previous marriages

All intermingling

Bouncing about.

There's even my friend the Scottish bagpiper 

Who I saw last at a remembrance ceremony at our cemetery on the hill

And 

Of course

Beside me there is my beloved wife of many years

This is no ordinary thousand channel universe

This village of ours








1 July 2006

IN FALL A YOUNG MAN’S FANCY---

Mid July

Summer in full swing

And yet

The dreams of returning to school

Already begun.

That lovely dream of once again

Bouncing along in a yellow school bus

The autumn landscape whizing by

Me

Twisting and turning this way and that

Twisting in my brown Naugahyde seat

Another new world before me

Around me

Surrounded by chattering friends

Some new

The kick-off of the fall social season begun

But then

As I slowly awake

My familiar room takes form around me once again

Certainly not the strewn about room of my childhood

But rather that of a mature adult.

Things familiar,

In place

The ceiling fan slowly turning

This room is certainly not a temporary way station on the path to the future

A way station along the yellow-brick road.

This room that I am in is the future

Contains the future

There is no destiny awaiting me beyond,

No more unexpected romance

No more unanticipated adventures

Or for that matter professions.

Now

Many of those once-open doors have been closed forever

Options gone

Exhausted.

Now

Only the slowly whirling ceiling fan

And the day ahead

No more Magical Mystery Tour

No more bouncing yellow submarine.

Now

Only me

Lying in bed

Thinking about the day ahead

One step after another

My daily list of things to do

Awaiting my examination.

There are no more exams to take

Or so I think.








12 July 2006

CONFESSIONS OF A ZEN BICYCLIST
I love bicycling,

Always have.

I love the power and freedom of being self powered

Climbing hills

Moving centre,

Zen bicycling.

And

Like a wine connoisseur

I have a collection of bicycles to choose from

For different occasions;

A one-speed Zen bicycle,

A ten-speed $65 bicycle

and a similarly priced Mountain bike.

And I tell my friends 

That the hardest part of Zen Bicycling is not the hills

The high-tailing trucks that pass me

The wind

Or rain.

Nor is it the exhaustion that envelopes me

When I am pushing on to finish the last part of a day-long trip.

No

The hardest part for me

Is the other cyclists

The ones who pass me and my Zen bicycle

On their multi-thousand-dollar bicycles;

Light weight frames

Thumb shifter and shock absorbers

Flat aerodynamic spokes,

Their thin metric wheels

Made from an amalgam of rocket science metals

And all

Hell bent on getting from here to there in the shortest time possible.

They

Speeding along in a tight pack

To cut down the wind resistance

Mindless of the surroundings that they are passing through

All this so that they can shave a few seconds off of their personal best

They do not know

When they pass me with a vortex-sucking rush

That there’s more to cycling 

Than getting from here to there in the shortest time possible

That the mantra of the wind blowing through my mind

As I coast down a hard-won hill

Says more than all of our electronic realities put together.

And

It has always been that way

Even when I was young

And bicycling was the neighbourhood religion.

Long before the days of multi-thousand-dollar bicycles and Lance Armstrong.

It has always been hard to be a Zen bicyclist,

To sit in behind my more aggressive friends

And not feel too bad

When I came in next-to-last in a 100 km criterium.

It has always been hard being a Zen bicyclist

Surrounded by others who are addicted to speed

Surrounded by others who worship victory.

It’s hard to be a Zen Bicyclist 

In a world of wanna-be winners.








13 July 2006

FOR THESE I AM PROFOUNDLY GRATEFUL

There are many realities

Which inhabit this world in which I live.

Most of them are alien to me

Are not me.

And each has its own mental channel

Which I turn to

When its vibrations are around

For example:

The world of hockey

Global politics

French/English relations

Municipal politics

Village politics

And

Even my land of dreams.

All of these are alien lands to me,

Are not me.

Each of these mental channels are only frameworks

Within which I process thoughts of the world about me.

Even my own thoughts

(Like the ones that I am writing now)

Are not me

But only mental constructs,

Frameworks for reflection

For processing incoming vibrations.

“But,”

You may ask,

“Have you no vibrations of your own?

Do you not have a mental mirror to hold up

Within which you can see yourself?”

And my answer is “Yes”,

But only limitedly so.

The only time I get to see me

And who I am

Is when I am with others who know me

Friends

Family

And even the living Earth.

But most of all

And especially

There is the world I share with my partner Glennis

Only when I am interacting with her

And others whom I love

Others who are a part of me,

Do I really get to see me.

It is only when I hold up their mirror to my mental breath

That I get to see me

Get a glimpse of me

Get to see that I am alive too.

For these moments I am especially grateful,

Profoundly grateful. 








16 July 2006

CHURCH PICNIC

A mother Mallard and her six babies are swimming off shore

Our sounds have attracted their attention

The sounds of our church picnic.

Warm summer day

Fleecy clouds drifting overhead

People in Sunday church dress playing croquet

Dogs bounding after balls

And of course

Blankets spread out on the lawn.

Lawn of this United Church Manse

Manse that remembers church picnics of yesteryear.

Yesteryear when the sounds were the same

And the churchgoer’s dreams the same

Same in spite of our civilization’s ongoing attempts

To electronically suffocate us.

On days like this one can still have hope








23 July 2006

TOUGH LUCK, LOUIE

Tough luck Louie

Too bad you didn’t come volleyball camping this year with all the other volleyball players.

Too bad you didn’t come up early as you’ve done in years before

And crash into a shoreline of adventure

In a roaring gale.

Tough luck, Louie!

Tough luck

Because Brian, Philippe and I

Couldn’t make it to Snake Island by nightfall

So instead we found another enchanted island,

Found it just as the sun was setting

And a gale force wind was about to hit

Too bad, Louie!

Too bad

Because just as we had set up our tents

Pegged them down,

Put up the tarps

And started the fire,

Just as the gale had started to blow in from the offshore

And smash on the rocks,

Just as we had started to settle in-

Me

Telling the story of Louis and the storm.

Too bad you weren’t here to hear the story

Because

Just at that moment

Out of the ragging darkness

A ghostly white light appeared

And

As it drew closer 

Was blown closer

The white ghost transformed itself

Into a white homemade sail

Flying down wind

Downwind towards us

Towards the shore.

At first we thought it was you having second thoughts

But then we realized that it was a boatload of three gorgeous windswept women

And

At the last moment they came about and did a graceful stop only a few feet from shore.

Tough luck Louie.








11 Aug 2006

A NEW APPROACH TO DEPTH AND PERSPECTIVE
One of the most important things 

That any self-respecting artist must learn

Be they visual, written or musical artists

One of the most important skills that all these artists must master

Is the choice of depth and perspective-

The choice which provides the best chance of communicating

The artists vision.

But I

A small-p Village poet

Have a new approach to propose

For solving this classical problem of depth and perspective

An approach I am currently using as I speak to you.

For you see

I am seated on a lichen-rock ledge

The angles of life are dancing

Sparkling on this sunlight lake.

And

In the distance

Worn forest-covered hills are singing.

Here

The wind is blowing through my hair

The Earth is speaking

WE are speaking

Speaking to each other.

No need for depth and perspective here.








12 Aug 2006

NICK STILL LOVES TO GO FISHING

When I was young

Regardless of where I arrived at

If there was water nearby

I would take the first opportunity I had

To find a rod and reel

And

Go fishing.

It didn’t matter whether it was a summer cottage lake

A river

Or

For that matter

Even a pond that was only big enough for carp sized goldfish.

No matter where I was

I went fishing.

One always needs to know what’s beneath the surface

As well as what’s on top

And

Of course

It is necessary to have the right kind of lure

To attract things from the other side of life.

Fishing is not as simple as it looks.

But I am older now

And

Fishing no longer interests me the way it used to

For now

Unfortunately

I have learned that there is no other side

And that all is one

How I envy my friend Nick 

Who hasn’t learned that yet.








13 Aug 2006

ONCE BY PAUGAN RESERVOIR

Irwin’s ancestral farm is somewhere here underwater.

Flooded out by the dam

Flooded out by progress.

His ancestors had to leave their farm in 1926

Move on down to our Wakefield neighbourhood.

His dad had already bought the down-river farm in 1919

Irwin’s ancestors had to move on.

Irwin’s over 80 now

His dad’s new farm

And then his farm

Gone,

Sold out from under him.

He,

Now,

Living at his daughter’s house

Both having lost their spouses

They too had to move on once again.

But Irwin

Your father’s land is still here

Somewhere under this reservoir that spreads before my feet

This land of your ancestors

This land of yours

This land of your daughter’s

Your land is still here.

Maybe others own it now

But the land is still yours

For

This land remembers you

Just as it remembers all others who have been here

Just as it remembers me too.








13 Aug 2006

OH STUPID LITTLE GRASSHOPPER

Oh stupid little grasshopper,

Haven’t you yet realized

That each time you stop being

In order to write,

Each time you stop to capture the moment

The world moves on and leaves you behind.

And too,

Stupid little grasshopper,

Haven’t you yet seen the futility of your efforts

To capture who I am on paper

Or for that matter to even attempt to comprehend who I am

In any shape or form.

Oh stupid little grasshopper.








13 Aug 2006

I TOO AM A LOST SOUL

The difference between an Artist

And a lost soul

Is that an Artist

Spends his life

Trying

To convince the world

That if only others could see his vision

We would all be saved

And

Coincidentally

He would become rich.

Lost souls

For reasons beyond mankind’s grasp

Are not afflicted with this genetic defect

And

As a result

For better or for worse

Have given up trying to convince mankind

Of the beauty of their vision

And

Have instead

Chosen to live as part of this beauty

And

Appreciate the tragi-comedy that we are part of

I too am a lost soul.








3 Sept 2006

WATER LILIES NOT WANTED HERE

Human beings are not inconsistent

They just hold thoughts that are contradictory to each other

But that’s alright

Because they hold these contradictory thoughts at different points in time.

Once there was a low point in a field where the water gathered

Then a pond

Then there were catfish in the pond

And then there were Pekin ducks.

But

Up to then there were no lily pads on the pond

So then I spoke and said

“Let there be water lilies on the pond”

And thus it was so

And the water lilies were good.

But because the water lilies were happy 

They multiplied and flourished

But to such an extent

That the ducks could no longer swim across the pond

And being the helpful soul that I am,

I waded neck-deep into the pond

And

For several days

Pulled up,

Ripped out by the roots,

All the offending water lilies

And piled them up in a mass grave.

Now 

A summer later

Sunny afternoon

Me

Seated by the pond

Which is now

No longer cluttered with lily pads

Now,

All gone.

The placid surface

Now only reflecting the green hills beyond

All the lily pads,

Gone.

And

Oddly enough

I miss them.

Perhaps

Just as God will miss us too

After he has ripped us all out.








6 Sept 2006

WHO SAYS DEMOCRACY IS DEAD?

There are still sparkling trout streams in Manhattan.

This headquarters of the global village

This headquarters of the Multinationals

This mythical cradle of Amerikan-Democracy.

I know this

Because I know someone

Who heard first hand

That if one carefully descends

Through the underlying layer

Of underground tunnels

That civilization has created

On this Island of Manhattan.

If one descends far enough,

Descends through the dank dripping maze of tunnels and sewers,

If one descends far enough,

One will find that the air becomes pure once again

And

Eventually,

If one descends far enough,

One will come to a secret door

That opens onto a gravel path

That leads to a sparkling clear sunlit stream

Where ravenous rainbow trout still leap to feed on passing may-flies.

Who says Democracy is dead?








6 Sept 2006

WHY RETIRE IN WAKEFIELD

Late summer afternoon

Sunny/warm

Labour Day past

Summer over

The commuters have returned to work.

I

Seated in the garden of Chez Eric

A glass of white wine beside me

I

Listening to the sounds of zephyrs 

And

Gentle wisps of passing clouds.

Five PM

Wakefield Rush hour

Every ten seconds or so

A commuter car passes by

Heading home

Moving noise and then stillness once again

They have probably just finished listening to the hourly news

They

Unwinding

They don’t see me

Seated in the sunlit shadows of Chez Eric’s garden

Watching them come home








7 Sept 2006

YOU’RE A STORY TOO

I’m a story

You’re a story too.

In my story

In your story

There are pictures and words

In mine

The pictures are of my Mother and Father

Pictures of my baby brother

Pictures of my family dog

Pictures of my chickens and ducks

Pictures of my wife and children

And of course

Pictures of me too.

Most of these pictures are happy

But some are sad

Because I am old

Most of the sad pictures are of people that I have lost

People who have died

My father

My mother

And

My family dog.

And inbetween these pictures

Both the sad ones and the happy ones

There are words and songs

Smiles and tears

And of course

Lots of hugs.

All of these are in my book

In my story

The story of who I am

And

In your book too

In your story

There are also pictures that you can imagine.

Pictures of friends

Of hugs and tears

Pictures of your house

Your room

And of course

Pictures of your own mom and dad.

You see

Just like me

You’re a story too.

Why don’t you tell me your story?








7 Sept 2006

‘ROUND MIDNITE

I didn’t know where you were”

Said my wife of many years

As I crawled back into the warmth of our bed.

“It was midnite,”

Sez I

“The sky was clear and there was a full moon.

So I put on my bathrobe and slippers

And went downstairs

To sit in one of the white wooden lawn chairs on the deck.

“As I was sitting there

Thinking of Miles playing ‘Round Midnight’,

The house cat came over to visit me,

Rubbed my leg,

Wondered what I was doing out there,

Round Midnite.

(To be sung)

“Round Midnite,

Everything is dark you see

When old midnite rolls around.”








7 Sept 2006

ONCE IN MY BROTHER’S GARDEN - II
The giant-screen TV set that dominates the livingroom

Still continuously flickers

But things are different now.

Ruthie,

My brother’s wife,

Is no longer here.

Dead.

And

Even though she fought to the end

Her body finally just gave out

And too,

Except for my intervention,

Their back yard garden has not changed very much

The plants and shrubs are a bit taller since last I came,

The wrought iron bench a bit more rusted

And

The hot tub still lies unused.

But most of all

The garden is still a reminder to me that there is more to life than a giant-screen TV set.

My intervention today 

Will be to plant the living flowers that friends and family brought to the wake

.

Now

Done

The flowers watered

The tools cleaned up

The plants will have to survive on their own.

Now

Me sitting here

Glass of red wine beside me

Remembering.

Perhaps Ruthie is sitting here too

Remembering.








18 Sept 2006

ONCE BY ROGUE RIVER
I went to look for my younger brother the other day,

His wife had just died.

Went with him to sit by the Rogue River

Sat by salmon stream curling over rock.

Sat on a log with a space for him beside me.

Across the stream,

On the dried far shore hill,

Two horses,

One black,

One white,

Were grazing.

Sat patiently while he paced about taking pictures of the scenery

Waited for him to stop and sit down

No such luck.

Either the grief was too fresh

Or I can no longer be there for him.

I’d like to believe that the former is the case








19 Sept 2006

I NO LONGER SPEAK AMERIKAN

I no longer speak Amerikan

No longer speak Ford

MacDonald

And all the other franchised languages

That populate the mental skies of this once great nation.

The America of my youthful dreams 

No longer exists

And for that matter

Probably never did

(Although I’d like to believe otherwise)

Sadly

The America in which human citizens get to vote

The mythical democratic America

Was long ago co-opted

When they started to treat corporations as human beings too.

This doesn’t mean that there still aren’t real human beings in Amerika,

Human beings who are still capable of love and hate.

It simply means that their collective mind space has been taken over

Is no longer theirs

Is no longer there

At least for me.








19 Sept 2006

I AM

At first

When you declare yourself to be-

Recognize that you are and have always been.

When you first come out

Don’t be fooled by your lack of shadow.

Becoming takes time.


And

Even if no one else wants to speak your language

It still make sense to grow,

Even when the wind is still

The trees still grow

For now

You are part of the unity

Even if others can’t see it.








23 Sept. 2006

HARVEST FESTIVAL

All my crops are in.

Most of the summer plans I made

Successfully completed.

Now,

Home again from my travels,

Bedding down,

Bedding down for another Winter’s stay.

Today

Blue-sky autumn

The remaining leaves still golden

I

Reacquainting myself with my Village Home

Reacquainting myself with my iconic-universe of friends

There are at least three civilizations here;

The European past

The Algonquin past

And us

The present.

But here

Harvest festival

Celebrating the riches that we are part of

Here

All are equally important

All of us are pioneers

And in the middle

In the middle of our dancing circle

Costumed Mic Mac dancers are acting out anger

Anger against impassive gods.

The dancers are dressed in ornamental feathers

Because of this

My village friends from the three civilizations

Take out their digital cameras

And

Photograph the exotic dancers

And I too,

I too take out my ancient Kodachrome ASA-64 camera

But

I am not photographing the dancers

But rather my friends as they watch

For to me

They,

We,

Are the exotic dancers.








7 Oct 2006

TWO SISTERS BAKING

Two sisters

Non-identical twins

Two aging sisters

Their parents

Both long dead

And me

The aging husband of one of the sisters

Thanksgiving Day

They

Baking

Cutting potatoes

Air drying bread for stuffing

Baking as they have always done together

Now

Turkey in the oven

They

Like seasoned NHL players

Split second decisions,

Even without looking 

Each knows where the other is

And when its time to pass.

Only information

And

Murmurs of appreciation are telegraphed back and forth

Each

Dressed in apron

Just like long ago

Their US 

Has existed long before our US.

The beginning of their US

Comes from times prehistoric

Where grandparents, maiden aunts and wood stoves were the norm

Prehistoric times when there was a crisp Yankee Accent

An accent that still can be heard

Echoing  from the craggy White Mountain’s rock faces on stormy nights

And somehow

Somehow

This energy from their long ago

Still exists here too

Has been brought here by them

Transported intact

Transported in their outdated shared analog memories

Taken to our adopted Canadian farm house home

Home by Autumn river that will soon freeze.

They

Inside

Oblivious

One chops and remembers the recipe

The other measures and mixes

They

Recreating the murky brown gravy that their mother used to make

Two sisters

Aging

Bodies morphing

Bodies going.

A filled week-at-a-glance pill box on the table

But none of these cares are here now

Here tonight

Now

One is writing out the name tag

For the 24 guests who will be here later on.

“I can’t find Jane,

Oh here she is next to Harold

---Is it J,a,y,n,e or J,a,n,e?”

Two sisters baking.








9 Oct 2006

THE SECOND TOURIST TRAIN OF THE DAY
Autumn colours bring out in us the need to look.

Drive in country valleys on riverside roads

Still stubbornly trying to uncover natures secrets

Who knows what we’ll see?

Perhaps

Finally

A glimpse of the eternal

Or even better

One can ride along the river in a train

In luxury

And

Watch me as I watch you 

Passing by

You on your tourist train

Me

Marveling that you’re on the second train today.








10 Oct 2006

OUR BODIES AS GOD

Perhaps our bodies are not just vessels

Not just clay jars that contain the holy.

Is it possible that our bodies are also holy?

That our appendages are more than just appendages?








12 Oct 2006

IN AMERIKA I DIDN’T SPEAK OUT
First they came for the terrorists,

And I did not speak out since I was not a terrorist

Then they came for the homosexuals,

And I did not speak out because I was not a homosexual

Then they came for the Muslims,

And I did not speak out because I was not a Muslim

Then they came for me

And there was no one left to speak out for me,

So I had to flee.

I did not want to die in a ghetto the way my ancestors did.

So I left these once democratic shores

On a boat

Just like in the movies,

Left with tens of thousands of others,

Left to escape the latest madness,

A descendant of refugees

Fleeing the madness once again,

Fleeing the latest version of the Noahic flood.

Perhaps there will not be another Mt. Ararat

This time.








14 Oct 2006

A NICE NIGHT TO RELAX

Late Autumn evening.

Cold dreary rain outside

But here

Inside

It is warm.

Today

Lots of tightening-down jobs done

Now

Dinner just finished

Now

Me 

Walking out to sit in the living room

Glennis

Still puttering about in the kitchen

Clanking this and that.

Me

Stepping into peace and quiet

Settling down

I turn the face of the atomic clock away from me

Turn big brother away.

Now

Quiet

Only the cat sleeping in Glennis’s chair

Sleeping in front of the dancing wood stove fire

Life has come to another node once again-

One of those moments when the world and I travel at the same speed,

One of those nodes

Where all you hear

Is the sound of the wood stove

And

Glennis puttering about in the background.








16 Oct 2006

CANADIAN WOOD STOVE

Evening

Just me

My cat

And the wood stove.

There is a fire burning in my wood stove,

There are fires burning in the outsideworld

Hot flames are flickering about the glowing embers

And 

On the glass plate of my wood stove door

On the glass plate that protects me from the heat and the turmoil

On this screen

On this Shroud of Turin

There is an outline of two figures arguing

One is a symbolic image of George Bush and the world he is representing

It has a pig’s snout

And the tusks of a boar.

The George Bush figure 

Is grimacing in the direction of its enemy

A nebulous cloud

That seems to be rising up

An angry mass.

But that is only on the screen in front of me

It is not out here

Out here in this room in which I sit.

Out here

There is only evening

Only evening and the sleeping cat

And, oh yes,

The wood stove,

My Canadian window on the world.








25 Oct 2006

YOU CAN’T DE-CONSTRUCT A GRAIN OF TRUTH

You can de-construct 

A poem

A book

A play

Or even a picture

But you can’t de-construct reality

Unless, that is,

Your upbringing has already de-constructed you.








27 Oct 2006

NOT WITH A BANG

(With apologies to Harold Bloom)

Dear Harold

Poor Harold

I have spent my whole life

Listening to your Western Cannon booming in my ears

Listening to your Cannon’s resounding throat song

Song of “why doesn’t anybody realize that our greatliterature is dying”

That we are dying

Dear Harold

Poor Harold

Sitting in your study at Harvard

Or is it at Yale

Sitting in your book-insulated tower

Where the next generation of our effete elite

Grovel before you

Dear Harold

Poor Harold

You cannot train us to be barbarians the way our ancestors were

Be like the oppressed barbarians that ar now knocking at our gate

And you dear Harold

Dear warrior who protested mightily 

That there were no more Tituses to protect us

Or better still

No more Yous to protect us

In vain you have fired your arrow-mail over the wall

Fired it into the midst of our terminal-orgy

To tell us of our delusional self-perfidy 

Telling us 

So that we may awaken to the pounding at the gate

Pounding of the Koran-clad barbarians.

I pity you poor Titus

Poor Harold

That our last resort

Our last line of defense

The young

Have turned their back on you

Walked away

Poor Harold

Pounding your fists on the cobbled streets

Pounding them as the last straggler

Disappears over the hill

Leaving you in silence

Poor Harold

Poor poor Harold








10 Nov 2006

DON’T LEAVE HOME WITHOUT ME

(A second apology to Harold)

Poor Harold

Poor Harold and all the other defenders

You

Lying on the written page

A pressed black-ink flower

Embedded in our higher dimensional world

My world

A world currently filled with a crackling wood stove

A wood stove through whose protective soot-stained glass

I can see the dancing fire

Dancing in my multidimensional room

Bringing warmth to your two dimensional world.

Something gets lost in the translation

When you put life to paper

Try to press it flat

So that it can fit through the academic de-constructor

Don’t you realize that if you de-construct one living dot from the next

That the truth dies

But

don’t despair

Don’t leave home yet

Maybe

I’ll go with you

From time to time I too despair too.
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JOSEF’S 78 RPM RECORD PLAYER

Many years ago

Before I became an adult

Many years ago in the long dead days of Joe and Agnes

Many years ago in their steam-heated-walk-up-14th street-Union Square Artist’s loft

Loft with sooty peeling paint windows

Windows that looked out on equally sooty rusted fire escapes

But nonetheless

A loft filled with dreams

Their dreams

And

Of course mine.

Loft filled with hundreds of their paintings

The completed ones,

Neatly stacked on bare-wood shelves,

The ones in progress

Still sitting on their easels

All sorts of lines and marks on their canvases

Marks and colored lines that made me feel guilty

Because I didn’t understand them

The only thing I thought I understood 

Was their mahogany console 78 RPM AM Radio/Phonograph

With red labeled black-lacquer RCA extended play records

Records of a world of classical music that I didn’t understand either

But nonetheless

Smug enough to wonder why they didn’t have a modern 33 RPM record player like us.

Now

Later

Me them

Me in my own house.

They,

Gone

Now

Me and Glennis as old as they were then

Now

Me

Visiting myself

Visiting them once again

Me 

In front of my wood stove fire

Writing

Glennis upstairs

Sitting on our folded hid-a-bed sofa

She

Knitting,

Knitting a blanket for her niece’s soon-to-be first born

And

She is listening to some old 33 RPM vinyl records

Lucia Albanaise singing Madam Butterfly

I go upstairs and peek in

Peek in on us

Peek in on our Josef and Agnes world of now

And

Looking at our record player

Only now

knowing why we are not modern either.
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