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April is widely recognized in Nova Scotia as a cruel month. It seems that winter is over but cold and wet 

weather persists. Hopes of spring are dashed. I feel particularly connected to April because our family 

crossed the border into Canada from the United States in early April (the 4th actually) in 1988. At that 

moment we became landed immigrants and six years later became full citizens of Canada. April 4th, by 

the way, is the date (in 1987) upon which Chogyam Trungpa Rinpoche died in the old Halifax Infirmary 

Hospital on Queen Street.  

So April is a cruel month in Nova Scotia in the best of years and 2020 was not a good year. The weather 

was as expected, but in addition, of course, this year we have had the Covid-19 pandemic and all the 

associated illness, fear and disruption. In Nova Scotia the virus began to arrive in March and was in full 

display during April, with much of the economy closed down and most of us staying home. The number 

of cases kept climbing and, sadly, Northwood, the largest nursing home in the province, was the sight of 

a major outbreak with both staff and residents falling ill. Nearly all the Covid related deaths in the 

province were Northwood residents. As the Northwood tragedy unfolded in the middle of the month, 

another brutal tragedy shocked the province. A lone gunman went on a twelve hour rampage across the 

central portion of Nova Scotia killing twenty-two people before he was killed by the police. Among the 

dead a woman police officer who was the daughter of a member of the Shambhala community. The 

grieving process for the families, friends and communities of those lost were hampered by the public 

health restrictions, compounding the sense of loss. As the month ended, a Canadian Forces helicopter 

crashed off the coast of Greece. The crew who were killed were based in Nova Scotia and one was a 

young woman who grew up here.  It was a cruel month. 

Personally, it was a month of not feeling well and of fear and anxiety about my health. This is quite 

evident in a number of the poems. Sometimes the sense of uncertainty and looming catastrophe evoked 

deep contemplation on life and an expansion of mind. Other times there was just anxiety and an 

associated narrowing of the mind. 

Looking through the poems written in April this year, ten seemed like they could be shared. A number of 

others were too personal. I hope, among these ten, you find a few lines or images here and there that 

are of interest and spark some opening of your mind.  ---dave…4May2020 
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A typical day in the pandemic 

Have to tell a dear friend 
a painful truth 
he does not want 
to hear. 
 
Find out that 
the child of a 
dear friend 
is in trouble. 
 
Become frightened and anxious 
watching the first 
ten minutes of the 
Canadian national TV news. 
 
Discover a contemplative practice 
I used to do years ago 
and totally forgot about 
and realize that it is 
incredibly helpful 
in the current situation. 
 
Walk two blocks 
to the ocean, 
sit on a bench 
in a cold wind 
and try to let 
mind mix with space. 
 
Consider myself fortunate 
to have made it 
through another day 
in my home 
and feeling reasonably 
functional. 
 
Can`t ask for more than that 
on a typical day 
in the pandemic. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
1April2020 
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Tiny bones 

The old man awoke in the middle of the night 
overwhelmed with fear and dread 
of the lethal virus that seemed poised 
to torture and kill him and all of his loved ones. 
 
In his panic he somehow managed 
to bring his attention to the sensations 
from his body and felt the pervasive tension. 
 
Suddenly a memory arose of a message 
he had seen a few days ago 
from a woman who was turning 50. 
 
The old man thought about that woman 
and further memories arose 
of stretching out on a massage table 
and feeling her hands gently holding his feet 
and then, moving to his side, 
placing one hand under his back 
and the other, directly opposite, just above his abdomen. 
As she patiently held that position 
he could feel the turbulent ocean of his body 
begin to settle and flow smoothly 
into a gentle yet strong rhythm. 
The anxiety and fear that were 
with him, day in and day out, 
even in the best of times, began to dissolve.  
As it did, mind expanded without boundary. 
 
As the old man relived this memory 
mind and body relaxed and sleep came again. 
 
Waking hours later he felt a sense of gratitude 
for the compassionate and skillful  
care the woman had provided to him 
on so many occasions. 
 
Even the tiny bones behind his face 
felt, for a moment, more flexible. 
 
---Mountain Drum  
4April2020 
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Ki Ki So So 

Ki Ki, So So. 
I woke up this morning feeling that perhaps the Covid situation might be workable. 
A much more optimistic view than has been my norm of late. 
 
Not sure why the move positive tone. 
I did have a dream last night that Sarah and I were invited, at the last minute, 
to a very exclusive party at a fancy resort in Florida, and that we flew down there. 
In the midst of the party, with people dancing 
and laughing, and loads of swanky food, 
Sarah and I suddenly realized that nobody was observing social distancing. 
We stepped back, trying to separate ourselves from the others, but we knew that,  
by flying here and mixing with people from many different places, we had clearly put ourselves at risk. 
I remember thinking that we would just have to rely on luck and hope we had somehow managed 
to avoid being exposed to the virus. 
 
When I awoke and realized that it had been a dream, 
that I was still at home, self-isolating as best I can, I was tremendously relieved. 
Perhaps that is the source of my relative cheerfulness. 
 
As you well know, I have always been a worrier. 
There has always been a sense that bad things could happen at any moment,  
which, of course is actually true. 
The Covid situation has simply brought that reality 
to the fore, with the news blaring doom and gloom. 
Just what a Jewish hypochondriac (like me) doesn`t need. 
 
So I will continue to limit my input from the media 
while keeping up with the basic information from the government, 
and try to keep my catastrophic thinking in perspective 
by playing music, going for walks and doing consistent meditation practice. 
 
Who knows….in a minute or an hour I may fall back into pessimism 
and the narrow mind of fear, or I might let mind expand and run free 
regardless of the reality of the danger. 
 
In any case, let`s begin the day with the warrior cry of bravery: 
Ki Ki, So So. (3 times). 
 
--Mountain Drum 
7April2020 
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The Bench 

The bench is made of thin metal tubes 
interlinked to form a seat and back support. 
wide enough for three people to sit comfortably. 
dark green, anchored to a cement slab 
the bench sits on a small point of land 
looking out on the long inlet of the Atlantic Ocean. 
 
Sitting on the bench 
to the right is the yacht club. 
In summer it is alive with sailboats docked and anchored. 
In winter most of the boats are on trailers, covered in white plastic. 
Beyond the yacht club is Dead Man’s Island,  
tree covered and the burial site for American soldiers who died 
in the war of 1812. 
Beyond that, on a tree covered hill side, 
a new 11 story glass and metal apartment building has arisen. 
 
Looking straight ahead, on the opposite shore 
Is the Waegwoltic Club with its swimming pools and sailing lessons. 
and behind, at the top of the hill are the buildings of Dalhousie University. 
 
To the left is Horseshoe Island, a small park where people come to picnic. 
Behind it, the busy street, a major commuter route in and out of the city. 
 
Above is the sky, vast and open 
 
Directly in front is the water, ever changing with the tides (2-4 meters) 
and the weather. 
 
For years I have walked two blocks 
from my apartment, down one of two short paths 
that lead down to the walk way that runs along the sea wall 
where the bench is located. 
 
For me the bench has become a place of meditation, 
a place of relaxation, 
a place of refuge. 
a place of contemplation. 
 
I have come to the bench 
in all kinds of weather conditions, 
at different times of the day, 
at high tide, low tide and everything between, 
in many states of mind. 
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Yesterday I found yellow police tape 
blocking the paths to the bench 
the walkway along the water is officially 
a municipal park and all parks are closed 
by public health due to the Covid-19 crisis. 
 
I wonder what it will mean that I will not be able to get to the bench. 
I can stand on the sidewalk at the top of one of the paths 
and see the yacht club, part of the inlet 
and a portion of the opposite shore, 
Including the Wagwoltic Club and the University. 
 
Yesterday I stood at that point, looking out 
at the view and the sky 
and tried to recreate some sense of relaxation and contemplation 
that I have experienced when sitting on the bench. 
 
It was not quite the same, but perhaps it will develop with time. 
Given the heightened sense of uncertainty 
that goes with the Covid-19 situation, 
I wonder if I will ever make it back to the bench. 
If I do, my projection is that it will be quite an emotional moment. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
8April2020 
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Light 

The old man sits by the side of the path 
where it crests the hill. 
He comes to this spot as often as he can. 
Here there is a small clearing in the forest 
and he can see out over the valley and the meadows below. 
Years ago those meadows hosted the great gatherings 
when juniper smoke rose in massive columns 
into the pure sky as the warriors chanted an invitation 
and the Dralas descended. 
 
For many years he had attended those great gathering 
but then age, health and the vicissitudes of life had conspired 
and now he has only wistful memories. 
 
In recent years the light had seemed to fade. 
The view from the hill top became hazy and vague. 
Species after species died. 
Then came the great plague. 
The air now is thick with fear and confusion. 
The darkness has deepened and he can barely make out the meadows 
in the distance. 
 
Sitting in contemplation, the old man is surprised to suddenly hear 
the sound of laughter and a moment later people appear on the path 
talking cheerfully, sharing experiences. 
He recognizes them as travelers on the great journey of contemplation. 
They greet him warmly and stop to rest in the clearing. 
As he listens to their stories he experiences envy,  
for it seems they have recently been to a great gathering. 
He is impressed and inspired by their discipline and understanding, 
and most of all, by their genuine authenticity. 
 
As they rise to go, to continue on their journey, 
he realizes that it is not what they said 
that has penetrated him so deeply, but the way they manifest. 
In particular it is the light, the pure white light, 
that seems to emanate from each of them, 
as if their inner core was a beacon, a light house, 
sending out luminosity to dispel the darkness 
and invite the Dralas, for the benefit of all beings. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
11April2020 
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Health 

Awake in the middle of the night 
after a long day of illness 
the old man feels  
a deep sense of health 
as if a layer of illness 
has dissolved  
revealing a reservoir 
of well-being. 
 
He senses his urge 
to grasp onto this feeling, 
this sense of health 
and he experiences hope  
that the feeling of health 
will be sustained 
and fear that it will not. 
 
It occurs to him that 
both the feeling of health 
and the feeling of illness 
are being generated by mind. 
 
It seems to him in that moment 
that each of these feelings has a purpose 
that is to be respected 
and that they are both created 
from the same fundamental material 
which is 
pure awareness. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
13April2020 
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The pond 

A famous French painter 
built a large pond 
near his house 
and went to the pond 
every day to paint. 
 
Of course, although he was 
looking at the same pond 
each time, 
each of the paintings 
was unique. 
 
Looking at the so-called poems 
this old man spews out 
it seems he is looking 
at the same pond 
over and over again: 
the pond old age, sickness and death. 
It is natural, perhaps, 
given his age, and ongoing illness, 
 
But I want to tap him on the shoulder 
sometimes 
and say 
turn your head, 
look over there 
where the missing element 
in your pond 
Is waiting to be painted. 
 
Old age, sickness and death 
are only part of the story. 
You have forgotten the key element 
of birth. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
13April2020 
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Ornament 

The ornament 
dangles in front 
of the old man, 
round and clear 
mirroring 
multiple possible 
scenarios 
for the future. 
 
Some are joyful, 
others are heartbreaking. 
 
The old man 
tries to turn the ornament 
so that only 
the joyful images are visible, 
and for moments at a time he succeeds, 
but inevitably 
the ornament slips 
from his grasp 
and assumes its’ natural 
orientation 
reflecting the unbiased 
uncertainty 
of what is to come. 
 
----Mountain Drum 
28April2020 
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White Pastures 

In the depth 

of a dark and anxious night 

when sleep refused 

to come and deliver relief, 

the old man 

suddenly felt an urge 

to give up. 

 

At that moment 

white light 

burst forth 

from his heart, 

as if his skin had finally worn so thin 

that it could no longer 

hold back 

a river of luminosity  

that had been waiting patiently 

to flow into the ocean of 

pure awareness. 

 

In that moment the fundamental delusion 

of separateness was washed away. 

 

Without warning 

sleep came, 

If only for an hour. 

Upon wakening 

the separateness 

that is the source of the 

darkness and anxiety 

had been re-established 

and the old man 

was left with only 

a memory and an image 

to cherish 

as the basis 

for a poem. 

 

---Mountain Drum 

28April2020 
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Dispatch from the Decrepitude front (for Julia) 

Talking about decrepitude. 
It ain’t no interlude. 
Better bring along your fortitude. 
Cause in the end you know you’re screwed. 
 
We used to sit in the bar 
in Havana 
and laugh about the state of the world 
and throw the word 
Decrepitude 
back and forth, 
just for fun. 
 
But now we have traveled 
down the bumpy road, 
across the salt marshes, 
past the faded sign that reads 
Kingdom of Decrepitude, 
and we have entered 
the combat zone. 
 
The Buddhists might call it 
the charnal ground 
where the reality of  
old age, sickness and death 
is always in your face. 
 
Where a lethal virus 
is just another colorful reminder 
that civilization itself 
is subject to old age, sickness and death 
and that Decrepitude 
is the ground from which 
ultimate awakening will arise. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
30April2020 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


