
Poems from January 2022 

Sad Joy (for Meg) 

 

When a loved one comes to the end of the road, 

And they have to leave it all behind to lighten the load, 

So they can continue on their journey, so I’ve been told, 

That’s a time when we feel the sad joy that it is to be human. 

 

We start out a bubbling bundle of smiles and tears, 

We grow and learn through the years 

Often living on a diet of hopes and fears, 

Not understanding that It’s sad joy to be a human. 

 

It’s easier to feel it when our loved ones thrive, 

On those days when it feels good just to be alive, 

It’s much harder when life takes a dive, 

Still, it’s always sad joy to be a human. 

 

To our loved ones, whether young or old, 

We send heartfelt aspirations that life will unfold 

In a way that leads them to the ultimate goal, 

To realize that it’s sad joy that makes us human. 
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Forms Have to Change 

I hold tight to my habitual conceptions, 
my familiar points of view, my paradigms. 
 
Most significantly, I hold tight to my sense 
of myself as a separate entity, 
and place that entity at the center of the universe. 
My issues are the most important issues. 
Even my love and compassion for others 
comes from my centralized “self”. 
 
As you know, these tendencies are standard issue 
for human beings, 
with only the rare exceptions. 
Thus, I am just an ordinary person 
despite my constant aspirations 
to be something different, 
to be an enlightened warrior. 
 
As the body wears out 
the assumption that  
I can rely on this physical form 
becomes less and less tenable. 
 
Forms have to change. 
Bodies only last so long. 
Concepts are only useful so long. 
When illness evokes fear 
the illusion of control 
is exposed as being out of date. 
 
Forms have to change. 
At the bottom of Otto’s U 
the old concepts, the old body, 
dissolves and then begins to reform 
In a different way. 
Energy can be neither created nor destroyed, 
it simply changes form. 
 
May I, and all beings, 
relax into the truth 
that all forms must change. 
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Puzzle Pieces 

 

For eighty years 
the old man has tried 
to put the puzzle pieces 
together. 
At times it has seemed 
that he was making progress. 
Other times, not so much. 
 
Now the legs that hold up 
the card table 
are collapsing 
and the puzzle pieces 
are sliding off, 
falling into heaps 
on the floor. 
 
The illusion of progress 
is revealed to have been fraudulent 
from the start. 
 
The puzzle, it seems, 
Is too vast 
to ever be solved. 
 
Mountain Drum 
18Jan2022 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Kabbalistic Healing 

Eyes closed, 
a reassuring hand 
on my arm. 
 
The first encounter 
is with a thick sphere 
of thoughts and concepts, 
jumbled together, 
tightly packed, 
tumbling in space. 
 
Passing through the sphere, 
another is encountered, 
less thick. 
Random thoughts and images 
spread out 
in no obvious patterns. 
 
Continuing on through 
that sphere 
the space opens up 
and opens further 
until there are only 
occasional brief images 
and no sense 
of direction 
or time. 
 
A gentle touch on the arm 
and a return to the world 
of this and that. 
 
Upon reflection, 
what started as a journey 
from outside in, 
became a journey 
from inside out, 
and then 
a journey without direction. 
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Hard Work 

After a long day of reification 
I come home, crack a brew 
and veg out watching 
an old British murder mystery show. 
 
I’ve been in the reification business 
for eighty years. 
I’ve reified every imaginable 
sensation, emotion, thought and projection. 
I’m very good at reification, 
if I do say so myself. 
My specialty is reifying scenarios 
of the future. 
once they are reified 
I can spend hours, days and even years 
going over them, again and again, 
generating massive amounts 
of anxious energy. 
At times I live on that anxiety. 
I’ve been told that my talent 
in this regard 
comes from my Jewish karma. 
In any case, I do feel that I am 
a professional Reifier. 
 
Now that I am nearing retirement 
I suppose it is natural, 
as in any profession, 
to look back and reflect upon 
your career. 
What have I accomplished? 
Was my dedication to my profession 
worth the sacrifices that were involved? 
What if I had not chosen 
to be a reifier? 
Would my life have been  
more meaningful? 
I have reified all those questions 
and they are a good source 
of entertainment and anxiety. 
 
So all you young reifiers out there, 
take a word of advice 
from an old professional. 
If you decided to get into the reification gig, 
expect a lot of anxiety (some call it suffering). 



 
As for me, 
I’m going to crack another brew, 
turn on the tube, 
and binge watch another 
old British murder mystery. 
It’s quite relaxing. 
I don’t have to reify what I see and hear 
on the show, 
I know it’s already just something 
that someone made up. 
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Portugal 
 
Even on Zoom, 
with its limited resolution, 
she looked relaxed, 
as if she had been out in the warm sun, 
while those of us in Nova Scotia 
awake to a minus 15 C morning 
and the challenge of 
navigating icy roads 
and side walks. 
 
We can almost feel 
The warmth of 16 C radiating 
From her smiling face, 
Not to mention 
The glow of a grandmother 
Reunited with her 
Grandchild. 
 
On a day when, 
In Canada, 
the capital city 
Is under siege  
by the right-wing fringe, 
when Covid continues 
to overload our hospitals, 
when winter is just getting started, 
we search for signs of hope 
and find them 
in the contemplation of 
not one, not two 
and in the transmission 
of sanity 
that arises 
as devotion. 
 
May the sun of Portugal 
shine as kindness 
for all beings. 
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