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Day off 

I think I’ll take a day off 

and sit around 

accomplishing nothing, 

just feeling lousy, 

tuning into the messages 

the aching body 

is sending 

and watching 

the catastrophic thoughts 

the brain is creating 

in a misguided attempt 

to help me survive. 

 

A good football game 

on TV 

would help, 

or it could be 

basketball 

or even 

an old rom-com 

with Jennifer Anniston 

and Jason Bateman. 
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Wait 

 

When Siddhartha 

went for a job interview 

he was asked 

what relevant skills he had. 

He said, 

I can wait. 

 

Late morning. 

My first-time-mom daughter 

hands me her 

three and a half week old son. 

His head rests in the crook 

of my left arm 

while his bum fits into the palm 

of my left hand. 

My right hand supports my left 

and gently lifts his little body just slightly 

again and again and again 

and again. 

 

He has just had his fill 

of breast milk straight from the source. 

He looks around for a few minutes 

before his eye lids get heavy 

and he falls into sleep. 

For the next hour and a half 

he occasionally stretches and repositions his hands, 

one resting on my chest, the other beside his ear, 

but stays soundly asleep. 

 

His mother goes upstairs 

and has a leisurely shower. 

His Grammie (his mom’s mother) 

putters around her daughter’s home doing laundry 

and other necessary tasks. 

 

All the while my grandson sleeps 

and I wait. 
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Captains Paradise 

 

In the 1953 movie 

Alec Guinness plays the captain 

of a ferry that goes back and forth 

between Gibraltar and North Africa. 

In Gibraltar he is married 

to a prim and proper British woman, 

in North Africa to a wildly emotional woman. 

At the half way point of the crossing 

he switches the picture of his wife. 

Of course, this being a comedy, 

his well organized double life 

eventually collapses into chaos. 

 

I live a similar life. 

In some moments I am a warrior 

fearlessly engaging my world 

with wisdom, kindness and confidence. 

In other moments I am a coward 

retreating into habitual patterns 

of fear and doubt. 

The switch often seems to happen 

spontaneously 

yet there are things I can do 

that tend to favour one or the other 

of my two personas. 

 

The warrior sees the humour 

in the situation, 

the coward, not so much. 

 

I must try to see that movie again. 

My father loved it. 
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A Visit to Shambhala 

 

Pre-dawn, 

in awareness between 

sleep and wake, 

the old man 

realizes he is in Shambhala. 

 

There are no fluttering banners, 

no prancing horses, 

no marching warriors, 

no crystal palaces. 

 

There is simply 

his bedroom, 

his body, 

his mind. 

 

There is no doubt 

for him that 

it is Shambhala. 

Perception is clear. 

Awareness is relaxed 

and expansive. 

 

He has the sense that 

Shambhala is right here. 

It always has been. 

It always will be. 

 

It seems to the old man that 

the images of banners, 

horses and warriors 

are helpful sign posts and reminders 

pointing to 

right here. 

 

Mountain Drum 

16 January 2021 

 


