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SIX POEMS 

By Mountain Drum (David Whitehorn) 

Presented aloud at 1313 Hollis 
On Sunday, Nov 17, 2019 

 
 

These poems were read aloud by the author during the 13th annual informal music event organized by 
the NoodleKings. Chris Morel played flute as an accompaniment to the poems. 
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Coincidence 

There is a door that leads from the 
underground garage in my building 
into a vestibule 
where one waits 
for the elevator. 
 
Coming in from the garage, 
that door opens automatically 
if I wave my fob at it. 
 
Once it opens, 
I walk through 
and take two steps to the right, 
reach out and push 
the elevator button. 
 
If, as often is the case, 
the elevator is idle 
and waiting at the parking level, 
the elevator door 
will immediate slide open. 
 
If I step into the elevator 
and lean against the back wall, 
I am looking out the open elevator door 
to the vestibule 
where the door to the garage 
is still wide open. 
 
As I wait for a moment, 
suddenly, and simultaneously, 
both the elevator door, 
and the door to the garage, 
begin to close. 
 
In that moment 
I am reminded of the 
incredible complexity 
of the phenomenal world 
and the uncountable number 
of coincidences 
that are occurring 
in every moment. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
16April2019 
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Denial 
 
On my early morning walk 
I see… 
 
A man wearing a helmet 
standing next to his motorcycle,  
parked on the street in front of his house. 
His wife sits on the front steps, 
eating a strawberry and holding a 
three month old baby. 
The man walks to her, bends down 
and gives her a kiss on her forehead. 
She looks tired and sad. 
He gets on the motorcycle 
and drives away. 
 
I walk by worrying about what 
might happen to him on that bike. 
What if he gets hit by a car 
or just loses control. 
What would she do if he did not make it home. 
 
Life is so precarious and capricious. 
In an instant my entire constructed 
network of people and meaning 
could come tumbling down. 
 
If I truly experienced the world of phenomena 
as it actually is, 
with the total uncertainty, 
the complete groundlessness, 
of what is actually unfolding, 
I would surely freak out. 
 
Denial makes it possible to go on, 
pretending that things will be okay. 
 
A few minutes walking further on 
I can see the main street 
leading out of our neighborhood 
and there is the man on the motorcycle, 
waiting patiently in line 
with the rest of the rush hour traffic. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
8July2019 
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Busy 

The busy spiritual bees 

keep buzzing around 

collecting the 

sweet nectar 

of “the teachings”. 

 

I envy their 

sense of 

industry and purpose 

and their  

prioritization of 

the needs of their 

spiritual lineage. 

 

I remember the days 

when I too buzzed 

with the collective 

fervor. 

 

But now, 

perhaps simply 

because I have 

grown old, 

I seem to prefer 

landing gently 

on an obscure flower 

in sight of 

the ocean, 

and rest there 

watching the weather 

dance with time 

to a primordial 

rhythm. 

 

---Mountain Drum 

1Sept2019 
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Blinking red 

From the 31st floor window 
the city of Toronto 
expands to the horizon, 
a jumble of graceful steel and glass towers. 
 
In the near foreground 
the creatively curved Town hall 
stands guard over the square below 
where people gather 
to hear speeches or celebrate. 
 
Four blocks away 
construction is underway 
on yet another tower. 
 
At the street corner 
a lone traffic light blinks red, 
on and off, again and again 
and again, 
effortlessly, consistently, 
day and night. 
 
A blinking red light 
signifies that one is to 
stop, 
look at what is happening, 
and then proceed as appropriate. 
 
Stop, 
Look at what is happening. 
Proceed as appropriate. 
 
Stop. 
Look at what is happening. 
Proceed as appropriate. 
 
Stop. 
Look at what is happening. 
Proceed as appropriate. 
 
The wisdom of 
the light 
blinking red. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
24Sept2019 
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Looking ahead 

When the riots broke out 
in the streets, 
the old people were afraid 
to leave their apartment building. 
 
At first they were able to survive 
by ordering meals or groceries for delivery, 
and Uber Eats made a lot of money. 
But then the rioters 
starting attacking the delivery cars 
and confiscating the food. 
 
At that point Amazon 
sent in a fleet of drones 
to drop supplies for the old people, 
and Amazon made a lot of money. 
But the rioters disabled the drones 
with laser pointers 
and confiscated the supplies. 
 
In the end, the old people negotiated 
directly with the rioters 
by sending documents out their windows 
folded as paper airplanes. 
The rioters agreed to let food 
and supplies through to the  
apartment building 
and in exchange the old people 
agreed to support the elimination 
of fossil fuels. 
 
In a bizarre turn of events 
shortly thereafter, 
aliens from a distant galaxy 
landed on the roof of the apartment building 
and took all of the old people away, 
leaving the rioters 
with no one to protest against. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
16Oct2019  
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Jungle 

In the vast jungle 
of concepts 
it is helpful 
to recognize 
the indigenous species. 
 
The lion 
sits quietly and confidently, 
apparently immune 
from the life and death 
struggles of the other 
concepts. 
 
The hyena runs around 
making a lot of noise 
trying to create distraction 
to keep the other concepts 
from seeing his 
underlying meaninglessness. 
 
The snake crawls around 
almost un-noticed 
ready to bite into 
any unsuspecting 
mind stream. 
 
Personally, 
I try to avoid going 
into the jungle 
whenever possible. 
 
I prefer 
a canoe 
on the river 
of awareness. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
8Nov2019 

 
 


