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Eleven Poems from 2019 

These poems are drawn from a larger collection self-published on Amazon under the title, Looking 

Ahead: Contemplative Poems from 2019…by David Whitehorn. 

Weather and Whether 

Crunching through the snow, 
Avoiding the icy patches 
On the walkway 
Along the ocean inlet, 
A brisk wind in my face, 
The temperature hovering 
Right around freezing. 
Looking through the pale blue sky  
Stretching out into the cosmos. 
 
I am aware that 
Further up the inlet 
Toward the ocean 
The big house overlooking 
The water Is empty. 
The energy of the young children, 
The energy of a family, 
The energy of the deep contemplative practice, 
The energy of those engaged in the practice of Service, 
All of those energies are gone. 
 
The internet tells me 
That today In Orissa, India 
It is 22 degrees centigrade. 
Sitting on a frozen metal bench, 
Letting the outbreath 
Mix with wind, ocean and sky, 
I can picture the energies of childhood, 
Of family, of practice, 
Arising there in India 
And I send my deep aspiration and belief 
That, with time, 
Kindness will always conquer meanness. 
 
----Mountain Drum 
15Feb2019  
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FAULT LINES (for Mark) 

The physicists claim 
that the universe is not only expanding 
at an ever increasing rate, 
but that the expansion is not totally 
accounted for in their models, 
as if some additional force 
at some time, negated the gravity 
that tends to hold everything 
together. 
 
I’m no physicist, 
but it does feel as if 
events at many levels 
are flying apart, 
as if the very fabric 
of human experience, 
and of society, 
Is being stretched out, 
thinner and thinner, 
revealing, in the gaps between everything, 
both the beauty 
of the fundamental nature 
of all experience and phenomena, 
and, as well, the urgent need for us 
to reach out to one another 
across the gaps that seem to be getting wider; 
to connect with our common humanity 
despite the growing fault lines. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
28Feb2019 
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MLK and CTR 

It may be a total coincidence, 
But perhaps an auspicious one, 
That Martin Luther King (MLK) 
And Chogyam Trungpa Rinpoche (CTR) 
Both died on April 4th, 
MLK in 1968 CTR in 1987. 
 
The circumstances of their lives 
And of their deaths 
Were very different, 
But they were both men 
Who were deeply devoted 
To a spiritual path 
That addressed the realities 
Of every-day modern society. 
 
They both held the view 
That all human beings 
Should be treated with respect and dignity, 
Not only by other individuals, 
But by the social system in which 
They live. 
And, importantly, 
Both men followed a path 
Of radical non-violence, 
In which non-aggression 
was not incompatible 
with a blunt, in-your-face 
analysis of the dark reality 
of human bias, prejudice and 
confusion. 
 
Not only was non-aggression 
Compatible with confronting 
The need for social change, 
It was, for them, 
The only way that such change 
Could truly be brought about. 
 
May the date April 4th be a reminder 
Of their shared vision. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
4April2019 
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As If 

There is an old saying: 
“Live each day as if it’s your last”. 
 
Sitting in the sun on the deck 
This morning, 
Listening to the birds singing 
Their appreciation of the first 
Truly spring day of the year, 
Thinking about the old saying 
It occurred to me that 
Actually, each day is your last. 
Today is the last 
Saturday, May 25th, 2019 
That I will ever experience. 
It is a one-shot deal. 
 
There might or might not 
Be a tomorrow. 
In either case, it will not be today. 
There may be some similarities, 
Some hangovers, 
But it will clearly be a different day. 
 
I often find myself thinking back 
Over past days, months, years, 
All of them somewhat familiar, 
But more like dreams than anything real. 
Each one of them was vivid at the time 
And unique, a one-shot deal. 
 
The uniqueness of each day 
Has been true throughout my life, 
But it seems that old age 
Is making that insight more and more 
Believable, 
Less conceptual and more experiential. 
 
At this point it seems to me 
We can dispense with the 
“as if”. 
 
----Mountain drum 
25May2019 
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So What 

 

So what 
That mental experience 
Comes in two forms: 
Conceptual and non-conceptual. 
 
So what 
That aging begins at birth 
And probably before, 
And that aging continues 
Until death 
And possibly beyond. 
 
So what 
That concepts are unable 
To grasp 
The actual experience 
Of life. 
 
So what 
That humans attach meaning 
To experience 
And suffer as a consequence. 
 
So what 
that this poem 
Wanders around 
And never finds 
A place to rest. 
 
So what. 
 
---Mountain drum 
2June2019  
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Visitors 

Who comes to visit 
In this cave 
Of shifting concepts 
This cave 
That blocks out 
The vastness and complexity of 
The astronomical and 
Sub-atomic universe. 
 
This cave in which 
I am perceived 
As the center 
Of all that is 
And all that happens 
 
Who comes to visit 
In the night 
It is a glimpse of 
The vastness 
and the complexity 
That is inconceivable 
And with that glimpse 
There comes fear, 
Like the flash of lightening 
Illuminating the walls of 
The cave for an instant 
And then the roll of thunder, 
Echoing in the confined space 
Of self-centered arrogant ignorance. 
 
Who dares to leave that cave 
And face the truth. 
Not I. 
And yet there will 
Inevitably come a time 
When the final visitor arrives 
and the mirage 
Of the cave will dissolve 
Leaving no where 
To hide. 
 
---Mountain drum 
28June2019 
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The Question 

It is the energy 
of the phenomenal world 
that gives content to  
Awareness. 
 
Like a mirror, 
Awareness has no problem 
accommodating all 
of the phenomenal world 
exactly as it is. 
 
The same cannot be said 
for the organic sub-processors 
that clunk away 
trying to divide the continuous energy 
of the phenomenal world 
into categorical “things”. 
 
In doing so, the sub-processors 
confuse the experiences they have created 
with the actual reality of the phenomenal world 
and, as has been said, 
become afraid of their own projections. 
 
The contemplative practice 
is to recognize that 
the experiences the sub-processors create, 
as remarkable as they may be, 
are only a primitive, crude simulation 
of the phenomenal world 
 
This simulation can be a useful instrument 
to navigate through the energies 
of the phenomenal world, 
if we genuinely contemplate 
the unending, unanswerable 
open question: 
 
What is actually 
Going on? 
 
--Whitehorn rupon / Mountain drum 
1July2019 
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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 

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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Public Statement 

To whom it may concern: 
I have issued the following public statement: 
 
I am an old person. 
My friends tell me I should not 
Think of myself in that way, 
But, instead, keep a youth-full attitude. 
 
I understand their point of view, 
But it seems to me that after 78 years 
I have the option to look at the world 
And my own life 
From the point of view of an elder. 
 
For me an elder (a nice word for an old person) 
Has the opportunity to 
Slow down, 
Reflect, 
Appreciate the moment, 
Accept physical and cognitive decline. 
 
Of course an old person 
Has to keep moving, 
Stay interested in the foibles of the world, 
But from a different perspective. 
 
Old age is a precious stage of life. 
You never know how long it will last 
(several of my friends never got to 
Experience it at all). 
 
So, I will get on the plane early, 
Allow others to do things for me 
And give myself time 
To be an elder, 
While I can. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
22Sept2019 
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Ordinary 

Throughout his life 
There was tension 
Between a desire to be 
Special 
And a desire to be 
Ordinary. 
 
He held a deep sense 
That he would be able 
At some point 
To see the really big 
Picture, 
To experience the 
Wisdom 
Of a profound view 
Of life and reality. 
 
But life did not cooperate 
And consistently 
Exposed his sense 
Of specialness by presenting him 
With situations 
That he could not handle, 
Situations that flung him 
Into the nitty gritty 
Of ordinary human existence, 
Of money, love, power, ambition,  
Doubt, aging, 
All of what Prince Siddartha saw 
When he wandered 
Outside the protected world 
Of his father`s palace. 
The life of an ordinary human being. 
 
Then, in old age 
He awoke one morning 
To the realization 
That the concepts of 
Special and ordinary 
Were his own creation 
And had never actually been 
Helpful. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
6Dec2019 
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He is a no good poet 

He is a no good poet 
Everyone knows it 
He’s spaced out 
Like a rocket ship 
On the way to Mars 
 
He is a no good poet 
Every day you can see him blow it 
Although deep down 
He really means no harm. 
 
It’s just his neurosis 
That riles those who are closest 
And leaves them wondering 
If he’s already left for Mars. 
 
Yes, he’s a no good poet 
his finger prints show it, 
the FBI has them in a big brown file. 
They’re planning to arrest him 
If they can only find the rest of him 
Because most of his brain has taken flight 
And is half way to Mars. 
 
So if you need a poet 
Who really seems to know it 
And has insights into the nature of mind and life. 
Try someone else my friend 
This guy is way around the bend, 
but as I said before 
He really means no harm. 
 
 
---Mountain Drum 
24Dec2019 

 


