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PREFACE


 


 


 


Dear Readers,

 


 


 


As a spoken word artist
I’ve been on the New York poetry circuit for nearly 30 years and
have read my works, and have published them in several anthologies
as well as numerous publications throughout the past.

 


However, never have I
presented the bulk of my material for you to view in its
entirety. Zen is Now is just that. It is a compilation of nearly 30 years of my
poetry. Some of which you may not be acquainted with, since they
were never read or submitted for publication. There are also a few
new verses included as well.

 


Here is the story behind
the making of Zen is
Now.

 


After several years of
productive writing and reading performances, I suddenly ran into a
severe creative drought in that I wasn't able to produce any
subsequent material. However, after a span of four years I was
suddenly struck with new inspiration and a flood of prose began to
flow from my subconscious.

 


Unfortunately, this
creativity was inspired by a succession of tragic
events.

 


Shortly after my 50th
birthday I was informed by my VA doctor that I had cancer, which
required radical surgery and a lot of recovery. Fortunately, today
I can say that I am cancer free and plan to be around for a long
time. In addition, a year later I lost my precious mother after a
protracted and exhausting battle with congestive heart failure.
This was coupled with the passing of a close friend and talented
editor, who lost her battle with cancer, as well as an unexpected
death, by suicide of a very close friend of mine, who took his life
at the tender age of 30.

 


To say the least, after
these episodes I had truly hit rock bottom.

 


Oddly, what came out of
these adversities was nothing short of a miracle! These
soul-shattering events seemed to shock me
out of my creative dry spell. What
followed was an unexpected opening of a well-spring of new prose.
It also caused me to revisit and to rewrite a number of my older
works. I felt this was appropriate in order to better express the
ideas and emotions I was undergoing at the time they were
originally put to pen. I also intended to honor the live of my
mother and the lives of so many close friends who traveled a while
with me along the bard’s highway, before departing off into the
great void.

 


In all,
Zen is Now is the
product of my personal, philosophical ruminations of this
experience called life, as well as my contemplation of the future
with the view to attaining such a coveted state of mind.

 


In regard to the chosen
title, I like to draw attention to the word Zen. It seems whenever one considers
this word it conjures up metaphors like inner

peace, tranquility, as well
as a profound sense of well-being. Not surprisingly, this is what I
had in mind when choosing the book’s name. I'm certain you will
agree that reaching this state and maintaining it is not an easy
task, especially when life is beset by so many hardships and a
garden-variety of adversities.

 


Nevertheless, there always
remains hope!

 


This is the theme I wish
to permeate throughout the body of my work. However, I have to
admit there are times when my verses fail to reflect this kind of
optimism, and are rather filled with unmitigated anger,
frustration, an incongruity of humor and even self-righteous
indignation. In spite of this, in the end I believe the central
theme of Zen can
be found and the premise remains one of resolution.

 


Each poem reflects my inner
voice in a variety of contrasting demeanors. Some are light and
jovial. Others are dark and foreboding. There are even a few
deeper, metaphysical reflections. In all, I come to realize there
are many disparate ways I have made my voice heard over the years.
I’ve also come to understand that the path to enlightenment can be
like a Sisyphean journey with various highs and lows along the
way.

 


What is more, you will
discover there is always the element of passion to be found in my
work. I believe if you cannot add a little fire to your prose than
you ought to throw your prose into the fire!

 


This brings me to another
issue I wish to touch upon. Since I have become known as a
mystical poet, there is
also the matter of the sacerdotal in my work. At this juncture I
deem it necessary to clarify what I mean by the word "mystical,"
since I have been accused by some religious critics to also be a
practitioner of the magical arts. One would think I was being
accused of something worse!

 


Whenever I say "mystical" I
am referring to matters which are close to the heart; such things
as love, the pain of loss, the sort of things which make you
reflect deeply upon the meaning of life and its hidden influences.
To me these things are indeed a great mystery yet to be
unraveled.

 


In addition, those of you
who are familiar with my poetry might recognize some of the changes
I have made to several of the older, more well-known pieces. I made
these adjustments, as I mentioned earlier, because I felt it more
accurately conveyed the thoughts I originally intended when the
verses were first written down. I hope that you'll relish these
modified stanzas as much you have the originals.

 


Lastly, I believe you will
discover Zen is Now to be a rare odyssey into the inner workings of my mind. It
is my wish to take you into some of my more profound, esoteric
ruminations about life and the highs and lows of everyday living in
general. I hope you will also find it to be a celebration of the
creative forces which shape our daily world in this grand
experiment we call being. My hope is that this book
will prove to be an affirmation that no matter which road we travel
in the end we will all meet at the same summit, at that eternal
state of Zen.

 


I encourage you to sit back
with your favorite cup of Joe and enjoy this collection.

 


 


 


Sincerely,

Daniel Canada aka
Obsidian








Poetry of My
Dreams



Burn me

Burn me

In the flames of

My forefathers

Burn me

As I have always
in

The poetry of my
dreams


Well I was a 14 year old
skinny

Boy when my
grandfather

Died I remember the
fool

Of a rascal wide eyed
walking

Up to touch the cold
grey

Lifeless flesh of my
father’s

father’s hand


It was cold as a lifeless
stone

As igneous rock in a
fancy

Coffin laying in repose
while

A Baptist choir’s gospel
rose trembling

The old wooden ceiling
timbers

High above in a Harlem
church

-No salvation just
stone


Burn me

Burn me

In the flames of

My forefathers

Burn me like the
heathen

Kings of old

In Africa
like a Mandingo


Well again I was a 32
year

Old man child with a
Spanish

Wife forsaken to roam the
enclosure

Of a funeral parlor in
Albany New York

Where my mustached father
himself laid

In silent torpor


The husk of the
shell

That he used to be
resting

Flat chested in a cheap
wooden box

A chest that used to swell
with such

Pride I knew that was
not

Him in that he was a
noble

Mulatto quaint and
quite

Ahead of his
time


He used to say to
me

“Burn me son and sprinkle
my ashes

In the Hudson River ‘cause
on the Hudson

I was born in 1934 a
little time

Before the Second World
War

I hustled sailors and
soldiers into

Brothels and gambling dens
quit

School when I was 13 made
more

Money than the goddamned
teachers

Made more money than all
of them!”


Cancer took him out
made

Him thin so we burned
him

His ashes we mingled with
the

Hudson River to be
ferried

Out to the great
sea


My grandfather was a master
mason

Before he became
stone

He had 33 degrees donned a
red Fez cap

And a greasy auto
mechanic’s apron

Hunched under the hoods of
cars

With names that no longer
line the streets

Played deacon in a
Chicken eater’s church

Drank whiskey and chased
obese women

While listening to blues on
scratchy 75s

Escaped the
Jim Crow woods of
Southern

Virginia to
underground to
the

Promise Land
of the North


We burned him
not but

Eschewing pagan tradition
we

Lowered him into the ground
like

A foundation
cornerstone

In a shallow grave by no
watermark

His granite like body to
slowly decay over

The long stretch of time
along

With the eventual decline
of western

Civilization


And me?


Ha!

Well at last I’m

Tired of the
merry-go-round

A veteran of New York
poetry scenes

And of the U.S. of
A.

Of the political polemics
of open mics

Slam poetry
pageants

Shout Outs

Shut the fuck ups
and whatever

One might be inclined to
call the arts


I wore two wedding rings
and

Scribbled several novels
which

Couldn’t serve as toilet
paper

Closed my eyes every time
I

Fired my rifle in the
infantry fell

Out of a helicopter before
I

Made it
down range forsook

My piano lessons as a
teenager

To take up the quill and
become a

Mystical poet from the
Bronx


So when the last sonnet of
verses

Escape from my tortured
mouth

And my poetry rises
heavenward to merge

With the far reaching north
westerly

Winds…


Burn me

Burn me

In the flames of

My forefathers
burn me like

The heathen kings of
old

In Africa
like a Mandingo


Sprinkle my silent ashes
like a sacrament

Upon the shores of the East
River

Which commingles inevitably
with the

Hudson River and out into
the eternal

Embrace of the great
sea


Let me make confluence with
the

Council of my
forefathers

Let me burn as I always have


In the poetry of my
dreams




Alfred (A dedication to
John Sinclair)



And so I cried
at

Alfred Washington's
grave

 


There I heard echoes of
piano keys

 


Tickling ivories old jazz
time strokes

 


And once again Art Tatum
was the most

 


 


Bible thumping Alfred
Washington

 


A cornucopia of useless
historical biblical knowledge

 


And canonical melodious
tones

 


 


I was just a black
boy

 


Trapped in a ghetto's
plight festooned with broken

 


Windows trying to escape
his fate

 


Black & white ivory
keys

 


Promised to set me
free

 


From the chains of a
forbidden

 


1970’s South Bronx juvenile
rite

 


 


Alfred Washington
was Be Bop's epitome of epic scale

As his threadbare hands ran
across the piano keys producing

Startling chords arpeggios
and dazzling diatonic triads

 


"E G B D F

 


Every Good Boy Does
Fine

 


G B D F E

 


F A C E

 


& A C E G"

 


 


After that it was me
running my bony fingers up

 


And down the piano
keys

 


Compositions became the new
religion of

 


Salvation for me

 


Flat scales

 


Sharps

 


And inversions

 


Saved a young
Negro

 


Youth from misguided
socially engineered gansta’s
delight

 


And dark foreboding cells
of

 


Cold steel prison’s
blight

 


 


I eventually quit my piano
lessons

 


At 14 wanted to box
and

 


Play basketball like the
rest of the boys

 


Pursue Sugar Ray
Leonard

 


And Magic Johnson
dreams

 


Escape my father's domestic
screams

 


But I still heard Alfred
Washington’s fingers

 


Teasing the ivories in
between

 


 


Finally I come to
the

 


Grave site of an old Bronx
jazz legend

 


Rhapsody's peaceful
sleep

 


And there I bent my tired
poet's

 


Knees not to
pray

 


-But to weep

 


 


 


 


 


Cherokee Soul Box
[Vol.1]


 


 


there's a freedom
that

comes with this you
know

there's a freedom that
comes

with this wild ride this
suicide

gangbang tied blood filled
scream

thrilled night

 


FIGHT!

 


there's a freedom
that

comes with this you
know

there's a freedom that
comes

with this red blooded
Afro-Cherokee

 


HOWL!

 


this coyote
tailed

breakaway flash
this

boulder dash
Native American

-cavalry

 


CHARGE!

 


tomahawk scalpel
snatch!

 


HOLLER!!!

 


this Custer’s Last Stand

on the jagged
cliff

this glistering
powdered fire!

nervously ignited nose
powder

riff of a
thunderous

white blade flashing like
lightning

step-off-the-cliff!

 


there's a freedom
that

comes with this you
know

there's a freedom
that…

 


comes

…with

this…

 


[Eulogy]:

 


"...and in The
End

he became an
idiot

and in The End

he became a
buffoon

and engaged in all
kinds

of tomfoolery

 


he used to enjoy the
light

that radiated from her
dark brown eyes

but now he sees the depth
of the

darkness that hides deep
down inside

 


-No!

 


now he sees the
darkness

everywhere

 


he used to like to
lay

like a pretzel in his
mother's

arms at night

but now at twilight he
perceives the

clowns as they draw ever
so closer

but now at dusk he
sees

the clowns drawing
ever

so near!"

 


YEEAAAH!!!

 


there's a freedom
that

comes with this you
know

there's a freedom that
comes

with this crazy feathered
Apache adversarial

ride this split laughter
broken arrow

shot breakdance raw
cowhide

shook behind the shadows of
words

wordsmithed
inside the arrows

of poems…

 


verses versus the pitfalls

of the poetry of his
mother's

Bible thump-

Bible thumping
lies!

spread out as dead
Cherokees

sprawl sideways like road
bumps

along a dusty ghetto
landscape

landslide...

 


JUMP AND CRY OUT
LOUD!

 


so you can release your
DNA

1/3 part African

1/3 part
Cherokee

1/3 part of the U.S. of
A.

but STOP!

because you're
still

a nigger so you try to squeeze
the

trigger of another
the pen's mightier

than the sword

 


ATTACK!

 


but don’t forget to step
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