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The View 

The climb is long and exhausting. 
Neck and back muscles in spasm. 
Heart laboring. 
Short of breath. 
Fear and despair arising. 
 
Remembering the lineage 
we go on. 
 
At the top, 
rest on a rock. 
 
Effortless view. 
Everything included 
without distraction. 
All is clear 
as it is. 
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Storms 

There are almost always 
black clouds, wind and rain 
between Antigonish 
and the causeway. 
 
Can’t remember 
exactly how many time 
we made that trip. 
 
Quiet beach, 
shallow water. 
Walk out to a sand bar. 
Float on your back 
looking up into 
an endless blue sky. 
Mind expands 
beyond time and space. 
 
Now 
the old man wonders 
if he will ever see those storms, 
if he will ever see that expanse, 
again. 
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Misogyny 

When clear seeing 
self reflection 
reveals 
deeply ingrained 
misogyny, 
is that 
an indication 
that the old man 
is so deeply flawed 
that realization 
in this lifetime 
is not possible, 
or is it possibly 
a sign of dawning 
realization, 
clear seeing. 
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Spring 

 

Sitting on the metal bench 

In the afternoon sun 

I notice that the trees 

have small green buds 

on most of their branches. 

 

It is a sign 

that spring 

is slowly unfolding 

here in Nova Scotia. 

the land is coming alive. 

 

Perhaps I can catch 

that rising tide of energy 

after a long winter 

of illness and fatigue 

and rouse my own 

life force energy. 
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The Protector  

The old Tibetan warrior 
stands on guard outside my door. 
His lacquered wooden armor 
is scratched and worn. 
His silver helmet has numerous dents. 
His mustache is growing wild. 
His banners lean against the wall. 
 
He’s not looking for a handout 
or even a place to stay. 
He’s not interested in conversation. 
 
He seems to be quite confident 
in himself and everything that arises. 
To him it’s all workable. 
In that way he provides protection 
for my mind, 
which is where he comes from. 
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You never Know 

Two guys sitting on plastic bags, 
on a metal bench, 
on a foggy, drizzly Maritime morning. 
 
They are older men. 
One has silver hair, 
The other has no hair. 
 
Who knows who they are, 
or what they are talking about. 
 
They could be bus drivers 
on a holiday. 
 
They could be aliens 
from another galaxy, 
sent to Earth to study 
the experience of being a human being. 
 
They could be astronauts 
reminiscing about the emptiness 
of space. 
 
They could be historians 
debating the true dates 
of the dark age. 
 
They could be musicians 
composing a sonata 
composed entirely of the sounds 
of the wind. 
 
They could be contemplative practitioners 
reflecting upon the nature of 
Basic Goodness. 
 
They could be lovers 
from a past life. 
 
Your never know. 
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Be prepared 

No need to send flowers 
at this point, 
but you might consider 
having the florist’s phone number 
handy. 
 
From the inside 
it’s often difficult to tell 
what’s happening 
on the outside. 
 
If an ambulance 
pulls up at the door 
and you see the EMTs 
wheeling me away, 
go ahead and take a walk 
along the ocean 
for me. 
 
There’s a giant black hole 
at the center of the Milky Way Galaxy. 
There’s an un-dimension-able emptiness 
at the primordial core 
of my luminous awareness. 
 
Go ahead and cry, 
but from my point of view 
it was all worthwhile, 
all of it. 
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