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This is a collection of sketches and scribbles.  There are poems and very short, very casual essays 
on a variety of topics.  Perhaps start with “Care 1979” or “Way Past Midnight”.  They may be the 
best. 
 
 
A few of the poems here appeared in an anthology of writing by the Mariposa Writers Group. 
 
Many of the sketches were drawn during hemodialysis treatment at Penetang Hospital during 
2014. 
 
Other pieces have appeared on the internet on several blogs I write. 
 
I hope there are pieces of interest to a wide range of tastes.  If not, well, I write for myself and I 
like them. 
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Dedicated to my sister Mary, without her I would be long gone. 
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At Cat Island, South Carolina 2002 
 
by the tidewater channel 
between two islands 
I sat on the pier bench 
watching the water 
watching the light 
on the water 
 
the dolphins rose 
and rolled over 
breaking the surface 
shining grey curls 
hunting for dinner 
in the turning tide 
 
I listened to them 
taking their breath 
and off to the west 
Marines training 
on Parris Island 
fired mortars 
and machine guns 
 
the sky was grey 
trying to be blue 
a pelican and egret 
showed the white side 
of the morning 
 
four vultures soared 
over the darkened trees 
black wings in the 
changed sky 
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Right Now, I Call It Love 
 
I think of you 
And my wrist watch begins to howl 
Like the last angry wolf 
In a bad cartoon.  
This is no cat and dog fight  
With punctuation marks in  
Dialogue balloons. 
  
There is a pin and we are stuck. 
You are going through a difficult time. 
It feels like you are sailing an ocean cruiser 
Through a tunnel 
And I am running ahead stringing flash bulbs 
That go off after you have passed. 
My Australian crawl is improving daily. 
You keep changing blindfolds. 
Simplicity is a small town in Brazil. 
  
I meditate, drink Diet Pepsi, say things 
Behind the wheel of my car  
That Theologians could not catalogue. 
I miss you at night. I miss you  
At the damnedest moments of the day. 
  
It is a hobby few are cultivating. 
When I understand everything  
I will give it a new name. 
Right now, I call it love. 
Everything will be all right.   
My dogs tell me this. 
They know everything. 
My friend, the orange cat,  
Knows them personally. 
  
In an earlier life, I was his cat. 
And he was a zen buddhist monk 
Or the most beautiful woman 
With red hair and I would watch  
The men try to love her. 
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Heard Something in Your Voice 
 
heard something in your voice 
on the phone 
a bit of alligator, no 
a frantic anteater, no 
your mother’s attitude to responsibility 
no not that either 
 
you were in orbit with John Glenn 
nope 
your bad hair day had made you shave your head 
no 
 
then I remembered the last time you  
sounded like this 
 
I remember how you  
said something  
about the space race 
the need for space, the  
nature of relationships 
ski poles 
24 valve  engines 
black and white  discernment in every  
moment of a colour blown day  
 
personal negative  buoyancy 
about limits and fig  
newtons, the parabola of confusion 
sipping a glass of St. Emilion 
no, that was another night 
you had heard John Prine one time too little 
I was Steve McQueen 
you were Joan of Arc, no 
I was Winchester on MASH, no 
you were returning overdue library books, no 
the snow kept falling like in a movie 
we were not cold 
we were in bed, no 
we were driving somewhere, not talking 
no, talking, no arguing, no ending it, no 
we were happy,  no 
the garage door rose up, no 
it was nothing,  I imagined the whole thing 
 
you and your voice should sit down  
and work this out 
a little  sub committee 
 
what did you say 
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Sketch of Steve McQueen 
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Love Poem Number One 
 
The softest skin, yours, 
The grin you hurl at me over your strong shoulder, 
You pump the pedals of your bicycle, 
That grin flies back  
Faster than your laugh, 
Twenty miles an hour slower than your happy chatter 
 
The best laugh, yours, 
Makes my legs tighten  
And I strain to catch every second 
With you and the next and the next. 
It all tumbles over me 
Like warm rain 
Before midnight and sleep a long way away. 
 
The golden hair, yours, 
Warms my arm,  
Holds my heart up from the dark,  
 
We gentle each other,  
Speaking softly 
Hearing our sounds and their words 
And the ease that gathers us in is ours 
 
For as long  
As we can feel the laughter in the rain.  
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Love Poem Number Two  
 
smile brightens and shines 
the short string of words 
fired like a happy burst of laughter 
“My God, you can talk fast.” 
 
I remember sitting with you  
beside the pool in Florida 
with the pocket of kids  
splashing in the shallow end 
 
I asked you if you wanted kids 
and you didn't answer for a moment 
I studied your face  
your eyes hidden behind  
the pink framed sunglasses 
wondering what your answer might be 
wondering if you would answer 
 
then you spoke slowly 
“Yes, I want to have kids.  Two boys.” 
 
the palm tree overhead nodded in agreement 
I could hear the traffic on A1A behind us 
the kids splashed and splashed and splashed 
and you turned to look at me and smiled 
 
So I sat quietly wondering if it would be me 
who'd share two cowboys with you 
because I know the man will be happy 
and the cowboys will be luckier than they know 
 
that evening we ate lobster again 
and drove around the streets of Boca Raton 
and admired all the quiet homes on the canals 
and I wondered how many small cowboys  
were dreaming behind the darkened windows. 
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Red Jack on a Red Queen 
 
Hope is such a small step. You understand. 
One more stone forward in a garden. Walking. 
 
If the sun invites the shadows 
to hide, the air to slip over 
the flowers, then we are blinded.  
 
We cannot see the blooms 
end in October. The squirrel is only  
running ahead of winter. Knowing. 
 
The heavy, dark weight of snow, 
all the wrong colour, not even 
 
the temperature of hell, but I suspect 
the same constant state. 
 
Waiting time, dark time, winding 
the clock does not assist, 
 
not an aid to escape. You told me that once. 
You told me that I knew this before. Remembering the simple 
patterns, my choice of changes and persistence. 
 
The stubbornness of love, the confusion of care 
for caring. The reflex knows the hammer. 
 
The doctor in a lab coat, the room like no other. 
Surrendering the pilot wheel for a moment. 
 
Becoming a pirate again, the comfort of that. 
I do not know the end of the sea. 
 
You are you, I am the person I always was.  
The rubber nose, eyebrows and glasses have failed. 
 
This is just a string of words and words. Naming it 
in a puzzle is not being. What 
 
the heart handles, the mind camouflages 
imperfectly. It is a smooth stone turned over and over. 
A game acquired after childhood. 
 
I remember what my mother made me for lunch 
on the day I broke my arm. The rain 
coming pushes that button for me, over and over. 
Baked apples after ham sandwiches and milk. 
 
You are not here. I am where I usually am. 
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Running words through a cipher machine 
 
and calling it understanding myself and 
being grown up and being true. The old 
 
familiar twist of surprise, catching myself 
cheating at Solitaire.  Red Jack on a Red Queen. 
 
The radio crackles like bacon too long on the heat. 
The storm comes. The shadows grow fast. 
They do not need to be sure. They hold the garden. 
 
The garden will not run away. The garden. 
 
 
Sketch of playwright Samuel Beckett 
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Care 1979 
 

67, then 89, then 112, and 72, 75, 
The oscilloscope shows the light green  
Scratch of his heart beat.  
The monitor is above his head,  
On a special shelf, turned around  
So he can't see it from his bed.  
I sit here Inside 
The two curtained glass wall 
And the open doorway of his room,  
Which isn't really a room at all,  
The nursing station a few feet  
Behind me in the centre of this unit,  
The glass walls wrapped 
In a ring around the station. 
 
"I was reading about Canadiens in The Star," he says.  
I nod my head. 
"They're in a bad slump, Dad. 
It hasn't been the same since Dryden." 
"Maybe it was him," he says. 
 
He says his words 
In a strange slack way. 
His chest didn't explode. 
There was a little pop, 
A warning bell, 
And he came in here to find out  
What his body was muttering about. 
 
But he's piled on twenty years over the nights. 
He looks like someone I never saw. before.  
He's scared and a little confused  
And hating the place, and his body  
That's betrayed him. 
And he never thought about death before,  
Not like he's thinking about it now.  
He isn't saying any of this In words.  
I'm watching his hands 
And the corners of his mouth,  
And his eyes. 
 
His pulse rate per minute, 
The green number, winks, changing every second or so.  
98, 110, then 73, and I keep the corner of my eye there  
And watch the strange wiggle 
Of his heart arrhythmia on the oscilloscope. 
He told me that nurses 
Have come running in  
To ask him how he feels  
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When the rhythm scatters,  
Green lines scratching 
In a mad tangle on the glass circle 
And the paper strips of the monitor in their station,  
And he looked up from his magazine 
And said, "Fine.... Why?" And they went back. 
 
79, 84, 112, 78, 97, 93, 56, 57, 
Winking green numbers 
Plucking at my eyes. 
"I think they'll take the Cup this year.  
But I don't know how long It will last."  
"... with Pollock gone," I finish. 
We nod together two sages of sports,  
Ready to hammer out the column 
When Dunnell packs It In. 
No trouble at all. 
 
Talking normal words in this fish bowl.  
Stepping around in this conversational minuet. 
 
Twenty feet down the open hail, 
The monitor alarm triggered, 
The long wail of the machine, 
And I slide my eyes 
To the doctor, the nurses, 
And the crash cart, moving fast. 
"Lafleur isn't right. Four games without a point."  
I hear the sound of the electric paddles. 
Just like on TV. 
"He'll turn it around. 
The defense are losing the games 
For them," I say. 
 
97, then 59, 112, 
Then 105, 99, 130, 94, 64, 68, 
The green scratch is settled and regular. The half frame reading glasses 
On the tip of his nose. 
 
His eyes push toward my face. 
I check. 
 
My feet are on the ends of my legs, And I am sitting In the chair, 
The way chairs are sat In, 
Andy my hands are relaxed 
Stuck In the pockets of my jeans. 
 
98, then 92, I am behaving super-normally 
Leaving the crying to him 
When Mom visits, and to my sister most of the time.  
93, 112, 68, they've gone back to the station.  
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They've got the guy's heart restarted. 
"That's the third time today," he says. 
 
94 winks down to me. 
Pushes at my face. 
It feels like there's a hot needle  
Scratching his heart beat Into my face. 
 
 
Sketch of Film Director John Huston 
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Dutchie goes down the road 1974 
 
The little Dutch boys played 
around the bunker, 
threw hand grenades and fired 
the Schmeisser Machine Pistols, 
Live ammunition for toys 
after the death of the war 
in the spring and summer of ‘45. 
They were half starved kids 
but they had the strength to play. 
They could run where they wanted 
except for the minefields, 
of course. 
 
Dutchie told me about it 
after beating my ass for the second time 
at chess, in the rec hall, at Syncrude 
north of Fort McMurray, Alberta 
“We had everything we wanted. 
It was just lying around,” he laughed. 
He stayed in camp that weekend 
so he wouldn’t drink, he was tired of it. 
He had a house in Red Deer. 
 
The morning they let him go 
he was drunk. 
The General Foreman was an old pal of his. 
But it didn’t matter. 
His back hoe stuck in the muskeg mud. 
He’d walked it off his log pads. 
His thermos bottle had been full of vodka. 
“I don’t give a shit,” he said. 
They used the widepad D5 cat 
to come in and hook up the tow cable. 
That cat could practically float on water 
with those extra wide tracks. 
The mud was so glue-like, 
held the hoe tight, so stubborn 
that the cable snapped 
and the General Foreman 
got missed by the flying cable 
by about six feet or so 
He would have been cut in half. 
A little like a Schmeisser 
might have chopped him. 
 
My operator swore. 
Then he laughed, 
“Boy, that’ll sure ruin your day.” 
Everyone who was there witnessing the event 
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took a step or two back. 
I took more than that. 
 
Dutchie laughed and laughed. 
“Screw it,” he said. 
His great potatohead face 
with the skull-close crew cut 
and his big flapping ears, 
he had no chest but a decent beer gut, 
white reedy arms. 
He looked past all of us. 
He was already down the road 
driving south to Red Deer 
where he owned two houses. 
That was home. 
 
Someone took the crewcab 
to get another tow cable. 
A thicker one. 
Dutchie threw his thermos bottle 
as far as he could, 
the orange and tan vessel 
arcing out 
over the torn up mud, clay and muskeg. 
He stepped into the cab of the hoe, 
slammed the door shut. 
We could hear his portable radio start up. 
A country tune. 
“Leave him alone,” 
said the General Foreman. 
“We need to get another hoe in here. 
He’s not going anywhere.” 
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In the Bar 
 
we stand behind our high chairs at the bar 

like matadors ready for something new 
 
the women come in & go out 

or wait      they watch      we look 
 
our conversation about them 

or not      rating          losing all ability to think 
derailed when one beauty  

 

or another walks past 
we drink too much       it is almost enough 

 

the game is on the TV 
suspended 15 feet above our heads. 

 

you have a toy bet with one of the waiters  
just for $25   a sliver of distraction 

 

beyond the glass wall the taxis slide north 
the snow falling harder     in diagonal stripes. 

 

“another day in paradise” you say, and then 
“you have to share the love.”  

 

I think about the meaning of something 
as I always do and remember what I said before 

 

“eveyone in their mind is eighteen forever 
no matter what lies our bodies tell us.” 

 

I remember when we were young 
and knew better        at least we thought we did. 

 

then you start talking about God 
and eternity            then take out your cell phone 

 

to see the number of your latest call 
and I start to laugh because we are not killing time 

 

we are out playing            drinking     talking     smoking 
laughing                   being a little stupid & more bitter 
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than the lemon        on the asshole's bottle of Corona 
standing next to me        who keeps asking me about golf. 

 

I look past to last week & the young blonde 
we talked with in here    & her girlfriend who was going  

 

to New York City to act & wasn't pretty enough 
but the blonde was               & when she slipped off her  

 

black leather suit jacket      my eyes fell on her bare 
shoulders          her twenty-four-year-old honey skin 

that led past the gold chain & locket  
to the tops of her breasts          & she laughed 

 

 

          & it was summer & I was over there  
          & had      been swimming for a long time & my muscles 

 
          my back      & legs       

          & arms hummed     quietly 
          over & over again       the same curved line 

 

          the pure curved line  
          in the sun       that was nothing 

          not magic        not thought       not any damned thing 
 

          my body tired with the sweet  
          tired of play     without 

          my mind turning      over the pieces of the mechanism 
 

          like the old watchmaker I have become 
          never dreamed I               

          would go directly there     my life 
 

and I knew absolutely that my lips would 
       never slide to the nape of her neck 
 

and only the last thought was in her head too 
       she drank dry martinis until       the guy showed up 
 

she had been waiting for    who ignored us politely  
      he was dressed exactly      like a magazine advertisement 
 

the ink still wet     she talked to two other guys 
     to keep him                 in the right state of balance 
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we watched him panting for her for an hour 
     he hid it brilliantly & they left 

 

for a party or something    you drank scotch     doubles 
I switched back to beer           you won the bet in overtime. 

 

at last     my taxi driver & I did not speak     about God. 
the snow fell harder & harder                   making  

 

the streetlights & the Christmas lights  
                                             very very pretty. 
 
 
Sketch of Winston Churchill 
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Stanley Park Zoo 
 
The cases for the snakes looked small to me. 
Some of the snakes were big. Very big. 
The monkeys looked cold in the evening air. 
 
The sidewalk art salesman told me 
the river otters only worked for a big crowd. 
I had come to see them three times 
and failed to get a glimpse. 
 
The polar bears were sleeping. 
I stared at those enormous paws 
moving lightly as they dreamed. 
 
The geese, ravens, ducks, and pigeons 
wandered everywhere working 
the crowd for handouts. 
The trees were so wonderfully tall. 
The flowers hurt my eyes. 
But I didn't cry. 
 
I watched the little kids  
totter after the geese,  
the birds accelerated like Rolls Royces 
over the close cropped lawn 
leaving the kids with bread in their hands 
wondering what to do next. 
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The Idea of Order on Langton Ave 
 
We were talking about clutter. 

How the hell to get a handle on  
the swamp of papers and files, 

 
boxes of hurry, the need for some 

secret method to make it all  
perfect, when I saw the photo 

 
you had shown me before, 

your face between your mother’s 
and your father’s at the dinner 

 
for their anniversary, all the smiles, 

but a different look in your eyes 
or maybe I just add that after 

 
you told me that the doctors’ 

lost you on the table that morning 
for a short while and how you 

 
knew you could go on to 

the other side, but you weren’t  
ready, there was more here for you. 

 
much more than heaps of paper 
 much more than me 
  but that was ten years before me. 
 
And puzzles and projects and 
 fixing things all appeal to my brain 
  which my body carries around for me 
  
So I offered the only thought that has  
  ever made sense to me about 

the idea of order. 
 
“You have to decide the place 
  where things will go. 
   where they belong, 
 
which ones to keep. 
 and then you have to clear that place 
  and lift them to it 
 
Then you have to stick to it. 
 If you don’t, if you move it to a  

temporary refuge 
 
you are lost, 
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the alligators will get you and the swamp 
will fill in again. 

 
Nature hates a vacuum. 
 It will be as if you were in a boat 
  with no oars, drifting, 
 
waiting for the moon to show up 
 because you are alone and in the dark 
  and angry because you 
 
have done it again, 
 done it to yourself, 
  as if we were really talking  
 
about clutter and not about time 
 and not about the drifting emptiness 
  that we glimpse 
 
that I recognize more each day 
 that burns my ass and turns me against 
  myself until I throw that out 
 
the entire thrown together  

accumulated mess of nothing 
  and nothing and nothing 
 
much at all. 
 Like me and not the least bit like me 
  you want to wear alligator shoes 
 
and go dancing until 
 the sun replaces the moon 
  and the coolness of the night air 
 
begins to heat. 
 I will take an order of that. 
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Way Past Midnight 
 
I look at my hands by electric light. 
They are becoming the dry wrinkled hands 
of an old office man. Not yet my father's hands. 
Not my mother's, 
which became deflated as she almost made it to 80. 
The wrinkles deep, 
her skin on her wrists 
paper thin, 
so fragile when they took the blood tests. 
She would bruise like they had used a coal shovel on her. 
 

We should grow old in a big old house 
surrounded by grandchildren, 
not in the white sheets of the goddamned hospitals 
I hate the thought of it. 
sitting beside her as her breathing in the coma,  
shuddering, slowing 
more work for each breath. 
I sat in the ugly metal and vinyl padded chair, 
my hand under the sheet holding her leg below the knee 
her good leg. 
Not the left with the stroke twisted ankle, 
feeling the warmth of her in my hand 
and the shudders of her breathing growing harder 
and slower and slowing 
to nothing. 
Her mouth still open, 
the IV pump with saline and the other line morphine. 
I listened  
and listened for another breath.  
Then I walked around to look at her face 
half turned from me, 
my hand brushing her hair 
still brown, just a line or two of grey 
then I sat back down in the chair 
and put my hand back on her leg below the knee 
and felt her warmth and it was quiet, January quiet 
 

Then I got ready to go find a nurse 
to check for a pulse, a heartbeat, and to find neither sound, 
just the shell still, three days short of her 80th birthday,  
and then to tell me that  
my mother was dead 
officially. 
 

And then the doctor who I had never seen before 
came to tell me  
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that my mother was dead  
officially  
for the second time. 
The doctor a young woman,  
younger than me 
following her training, 
having put on the doctor face 
with emotion tucked away, 
explained to me that my mother had passed away. 
I said, "I know. I was there." 
 

The nurses on the floor looked at me as I waited 
for my sister to arrive. 
They looked at my face, 
my hands spread out, held high, 
holding the metal doorframe of the room 
so that the building would not explode. 
The metal was cool 
and had no wrinkles. 
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In Your Garden 
  
I never dreamed that laying sod 
would be a memory to keep. 
You gave me that. 
  
I stood and watched you 
marking the edge of flowerbeds, 
  
ringing trees, the future 
blooming in your head. 
Your eyes painting colours 
  
on the damp brown earth. 
I lifted the rolled sod 
  
onto the wheel barrow 
and brought them to you. 
Lifted them out, put them 
  
where I thought 
you would need them, judging 
by the lines of union two rows back. 
  
You told me not to roll them out. 
That was your job. 
  
I watched you tugging the heavy green 
matching the seams – tightening 
the pieces of your new, green, 
  
outdoor floor.  The hard rain held off, 
the light drizzle misting the ground, the sod, and us. 
  
I watched you working 
on your hands and knees. 
You were wearing a brown 
  
and green rain shell of mine, 
the sleeves rolled up inside. 
  
The colour of it 
matching the uncovered soil and the sod. 
Your hands were earth brown. 
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Old Arrow 
 
like an old arrow through my eye 
I think of you 
                                    recover 
  
and turn it into a kid’s arrow 
with a rubber suction cup tip 
  
place it on my forehead 
spit coated to stick and hold 
as if I could hold you now 
  
you’re in motion somewhere else 
colliding and laughing 
 
 
 
Sketch of Irish Playwright Sean O’Casey 
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Fictional Clarity 
 
I was usually lying when we talked, 
trying to figure out what you wanted to hear. 
It was my main form of mental exercise, 
Keeping that mythical universe straight. 
The real world was green when we began 
And I was terrified of being understood, 
Unmasked, and pushed firmly away. 
 
We were an oddly matched set of candlesticks. 
Dogs both, I read books by the freight car load, 
You used them to dress a room. 
You never played any sport in your life. 
Golf touched my immortal soul with a bbq fork. 
Your father was a monster. Mine was a Dad. 
Your mother was a victim. My Mom was a Viking. 
Your siblings got beatings. Was that really true. 
Impossible to judge. A manipulation? 
 
Your other specialty was to gift me a Delphi Oracle answer, 
holding the mirror up for me to see what I wanted, 
permitting me to stuff the fool's gold into my pocket, 
the one with the hole in it. The clarity of mud. 
  
Maybe I was hoping to get caught, 
Or gathering plot incidents for the novel 
I was too damned lazy to write. 
 
One day I realized one enormous truth 
That explained a ton of moments of extreme unction. 
You had million dollar taste and a sixty thousand dollar income, 
Producing megatonnage stress in your life. And mine, 
 
But then I sat down over a coffee and added up 
Your list of deceptions involving 
Your son and your other boyfriend. 
And your best friend who drove you a little crazy 
In her neediness, her long climb back 
From a thermonuclear divorce. 
 
We were in your bed  
cooling down like the desert 
When your other guy,  
the lawyer, called and you  
soothed him on the phone 
Trying to erase his hellish day. 
I sat on the other side of your bed, 
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The storms this winter make me afraid 
 
The storms this winter make me afraid 
Like I have never feared before. 
It seems to be too much for me. 
I have grown suddenly old. 
Trudging across the tundra 
that was my summer grass and my warm sunshine, 
destroyed and determined to freeze me to death. 
Control of car and control of feet and balance. 
These are the questions that poke at me. 
My fingers aching inside my gloves from the cold. 
My nose hurting after a minute outside. 
Wondering seriously if my circulation decline 
Is going to net me actual frostbite, something 
I thought was just for a Jack London short story. 
I only see cars out, frosted exhaust plumes rising, 
no people walking. 
And one mad woman jogger at 6:25am on a morning 
With -30 degrees Celsius to convince her lungs that fire 
Was a relative state of sensation, 
that black clothing with no reflector tape 
Was the perfect chance to end it all 
and get run over by an old man 
Blinking through his mostly defrosted 
attempt at a windshield. 
Very late in life to become a killer, so he manages to slide past without 
Felony consequence. 
Then I see the night nurses walking fast to their cars. 
At the hospital parking lot 
When I arrive for dialysis 
Having outpaced the snow ploughs 
a couple of mornings per week. 
Winter rolls slowly forward 
like the trunk of a snowman 
Accumulating weight and momentum, 
thickening like slush turning 
To frozen worry. The smallest attempts 
become a full day’s load of effort. 
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Spring Somewhere in the Future 
 
Snow receding slowly around here and with that motion, some flooding in a minor key but 
mercifully bare roads.  My summer tires on rims are sitting waiting in the boathouse.  I have 
about 60 feet of grass to roll them over to get them in my car.   That grass has two and a half feet 
of snow still stacked up all the way.  Last day or so we have not heard any snowmobiles out on 
the frozen remainder of winter covering Georgian Bay.  No open water yet.  I am hungry for 
Spring.  Much more this year than any other.   I will not complain about the heat and humidity 
this year.  I promise. 
 
 
 
Sketch of poet Robert Frost 
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Cottage Sunday – April 6th 2014 
 
i pull into the driveway. 
turn off the engine 
open the driver’s door 
and listen to the snow melt drips 
then a chickadee. 
i step out and turn 
look at where the snow and ice 
embraced the cement driveway 
i turn and look up to our roof 
the snow cover remnant hangs on 
near the eavestrough 
i watch the whirlybird roof vent spin in the sun 
our long, hard winter seems like a bad dream 
a small voltage nightmare 
now its time for the trees to wake up 
i walk over and take hold  
to shake the cedar from sleep 
“hey, i planted you when i was eighteen.” 
the cedar wall yawns and stretches 
a wide green grin 
“hey kid, you’re looking like an old man, 
what happened?” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rain and Fog  
 
Today the temperature is above freezing.  Still plenty of snow lurking around here.  Georgian Bay 
is still ice solid with some wet spots showing grey but much of it is still snow covered.  We had 
some hard rain for a while.  It was loud on the roof.   Looking out from the sun porch all I see is a 
solid wall of white, fog.  Visibility is reduced to about 50 feet.  No wind at all.   My sister 
remarked that she had seen a couple of robins near the end of the work week.  I don’t imagine 
many worms are warm enough to surface to fill robin’s bellies.  It is a joy to live above freezing. 
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Earth and Heaven 
 
In the morning, 
early, the wind gifts the lilac scent. 
I open my car door. I am going to dialysis. 
I take a long moment, 
breathing deeply 
and I know there will be lilacs in heaven. 
There will be a long, sandy beach, 
warm air, blue waves washing everything, 
my dogs must follow me in. We will swim all day. 
 
 
 
Sketch of T.S. Eliot 
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I remember your love  
 
I remember your love 
it was like bubblegum on the sole of my sneakers 
and I was in the hallway of high school and late for math class 
and we learned one plus one equals two for an unknown period of time. 
I remember your time 
it was a nervous kitten in a day time thunderstorm, smelling the damp air, 
staring at the moving tree branches, jumping for thunder, vanished by lightning. 
I remember your lightning 
it went straight through my heart 
straight through my brain 
it burned my soul straight out of my body 
I remember your body 
it was like home never was. 
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Snow Recession 
 
The sun is reaching for the remaining snow around here.  It is still deep in the woods by the roads 
especially on the north facing sections.  But the shoulders of the roads hidden all winter have 
appeared.  Georgian Bay in front of my home remains solid.  Yesterday I heard my first starling 
of the season, such a nasty bird call.  Made me wonder what is star-like about them to gain their 
name.   I look forward to double digits in the high temperature for tomorrow, 10 degrees 
Celsius.  I have wondered if the migrating birds are smart enough to read the weather along the 
way and to slow their arrival north.  They need the ground uncovered and the plants growing, 
insects to feast upon, to make a go of it.  I am extra weary of winter this year. I enjoy winter but 
each year as I get older it seems a bit too long and Spring in Ontario always starts as a cold, rainy, 
slow slide towards summer. 
 
 
Sketch of writer Graham Greene 
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Tricks 
 
The cat likes it 
when I open the top t shirt drawer in the dresser 
so she can plunk down and snooze. 
The dog sometimes yips and whines in her dreams, 
other times she runs there too. 
This is my year for odd and odder dreams. 
Flying head first along the streets 
of my old neighbourhood in Toronto, my body 
six inches off the asphalt. 
Also many nights when sleep is elusive like tonight. 
In the last savage storm I watched the trees toss their heads 
and consider snapping their limbs but they held on. 
The two maples and the oak that we, 
my older sister, my parents, and I together planted 
Forty four years ago. They stand now fifty feet high 
on Georgian Bay. I will miss them if they 
lose their fight with our strange new storms. 
I have always loved them like 
the little brothers and sisters 
I never had. 
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DANGER UXL  
 
I was waiting for something to click 
In what calls itself my brain. 
You were rolling around like a marble 
Inside my skull. 
That is a gurgling sound like no other. 
I remembered your funk scream 
Impression of James Brown. 
Your blue eyes laughing, 
Your blonde hair shaking, 
The shoulders of your five foot three inches 
Of magic hopping with the joke. 
You were perfect.  I was flaw loaded. 
The timer was ticking down. 
Love was the time bomb. 
Memory was indestructible. 
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451 
 
One day in a high school science class, the teacher asked the ignition temperature of paper. I put 
up my hand and answered, “451 degrees Fahrenheit.” My classmates were amazed that I knew 
this fact. The teacher then expanded the point of his question. He asked how many students read 
science fiction. About a quarter of the class held up their hands. He asked how many read Ray 
Bradbury’s work. Many of the quarter held up their hands. He asked how many had read 
Bradbury’s novel, “Fahrenheit 451”. Many of the quarter groaned as they realized that they had 
known the answer to his question about paper. I believe his point that day was not to teach us the 
ignition temperature of paper, but that a science classroom is not a hermetically sealed box 
separate from our life. That school and education are not closed cells that students sit in each day 
and then are released to their “real” lives, their real interests. That life is learning and learning is a 
life-long pursuit. That teachers are guides who steer the curious into organized self-discovery and 
self-education. 
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