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Random thoughts passing through my mind 

this Decembe r evening as I sink my shou l ders 
int o the steaming water of our h 6 t-house bath ­
tub: The keros0ne lamp highlights the undersi des 
of the potteo bamboo. The spir a ls of incense 
smoke in the g ing e r jar on th e 5 he lf at t h e 
faucet end of the tub satisfy my sense of sme ll 
and the sounds of shakuhachi, kcto and samisen 
on the tape titled "Zen Garden" satisfy my sense 
of hearing. 

This morning, during medit a tion, thund er 
rattled the windows and hail pe~ted th e deck but 
didn't wake Jack. He was restin~ soundly after 
a morning of splitting and stac}i ng wood and an 
afternoon of ~ learing grass and weeds fr om the 
drainage ditch connecting the r ead to the creek. 

The rair. has driven the buck, d o e and two 
fauns back t c the s helter of th e forest, but 
before they left they nibbed th e nasturtium s 
t 0 a bed 0 f : ; 1..l b by s t ems . 

This afternoon I addressed enve lo pes to 
friends and la mil y wondering what there was to 
say about our uneventful life. Then th e mail 
came with the first two Christma3 cards of the 
season along with a post card fr o m a n ew friend. 
Part of her message was this: 

"Post cards are a true lost art. To me 
they are like Tibetan prayer wh ee ls--spreading 
joy wherever." Christmas cards .::i.nd notes are 
an opportuni ty to retonnect and pass on spirit­
ual blessing ~ r.om our home to yours. 


