
Bedtime 

 

At bedtime 

The old man sat 

on the edge of his bed 

listening to Bill Evans 

and his trio 

playing at the Village Vanguard 

in 1959. 

 

The old man was tired. 

An interrupted night’s sleep 

last night 

related to lingering urinary issues. 

An afternoon walk. 

No nap. 

Sinus stuffiness 

as always happens 

when he’s tired. 

 

The evening spent 

listening to talks about 

contemplative and scientific 

views on emotions. 

 

Reflecting on whether 

he had actually learned 

anything about his own 

emotional habits 

over the past 79 years 

of life 

and fifty years 

of contemplative study and practice. 

 

Who knows? 
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Who Rules 

 

For months on end 

we thought we had 

outsmarted the virus. 

We were the safest place 

in North America. 

People moved here 

to avoid the virus, 

pushing up the price 

of houses. 

We wore our masks 

but otherwise life seemed 

almost normal. 

 

Then, suddenly, 

we became a deadly 

hot spots 

with soaring case numbers 

and the hospitals 

filling up. 

A province-wide lockdown 

was imposed. 

We are told to stay home. 

No more bouncing our 

five month old grandson 

on my knee. 

It’s all Facetime now. 

 

As a species 

we think we are so smart. 

We think we rule this planet. 

Clearly we don’t. 
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Fear (For Sam) 

 

Behind the looming rock 

of the constructed self 

the whirlpool of fear 

spins. 

 

His flimsy vehicle 

is no match for the 

cross currents of life 

and he finds himself 

drawn in, 

spinning to the depths 

where death waits 

patiently. 

 

Yet in that moment 

the strong, steady stream 

of deep primordial awareness 

yanks him free 

and he rises to see 

the rays of 

the Great Eastern Sun. 

 

For years thereafter 

the spinning fear 

returns, again and again, 

but with it comes 

awareness of 

the primordial current, 

always available, 

always reliable. 
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He said 

 

I was doing okay 

for a while there, 

he said. 

 

Feeling halfway decent 

seemed to be the norm, 

I began to take it for granted, 

he said. 

 

Then, suddenly, 

I realized that I was in pain again, 

he said. 

 

What a let down. 

I was depressed and anxious 

out of proportion 

to the physical discomfort, 

he said. 

 

My mind raced ahead 

to all the terrible situations 

that might be coming. 

I was angry with myself 

for not doing whatever 

it would have taken to continue feeling 

half decent, 

he said. 

 

I thanked him 

for sharing his experience 

which was so much 

like mine. 

 

I wonder 

if, perhaps, 

we are one, 

I said. 
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