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End of an Era 

As they chatted on Zoom 
a long strand of grey hair 
fell over her left eye. 
Without any pause in the conversation 
she swept it up and tucked it in 
with the rest of her long flowing hair. 
 
The old man, watching this, 
thought that her hair seemed much longer 
than he had remembered. 
Perhaps it was simply because 
in the midst of the pandemic 
the hair salons are all closed. 
He wondered as well, 
how she put up her hair, 
possibly under a hair net, 
so that the mask she wore 
constantly as she provided nursing care 
to cancer patients 
would fit properly. 
 
Inevitably their conversation 
slid into the painful situation 
in their spiritual community. 
He was struck particularly 
by her comment that: 
THIS IS THE END OF AN ERA. 
 
Later he wondered how long an era lasts 
and concluded that it could be almost 
any length of time. 
In this case it seemed to him that it was 
about fifty years. 
Perhaps that figure came to him 
because that is how long he was involved 
in this spiritual community 
that is now going through such a major change. 
 
He calculated that he was twenty nine years old 
when this era began. 
The old man was amused to realize 
that by that calculation 
she would have been sixteen. 
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Fifty years is not a bad run, he thought. 
Eras are exciting at the beginning, 
rich in the middle 
and painful at the end. 
The same could be said for life. 
 
Contemplating all of this 
the old man was flooded 
with memories of fifty years filled with 
the uplifting experiences of clan, 
inspiring adventures into the depth of the mind, 
and the lasting legacy of unconditional friendships, 
all in the context of this era which is now ending 
and of this life 
which will soon be ending as well. 
 
A great sense of celebration arose in his mind. 
We did it. We did it. KiKi SoSo. 
We raised the victory banner. 
The course of human evolution 
now includes our contribution. 
 
What more could one ask? 
 
---Whitehorn Rupon 
3May2020 
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Pith Instruction 

If you want to make 
the world a better place 
 
First you need to clearly see 
what is actually happening, 
not your version 
of what is happening. 
 
As many have said before, 
start with 
Not Knowing. 
 
Follow that with 
Just Being. 
 
What to do 
will arise 
from that. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
18May2020 
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An old letter 

The letter was hand written 
nearly forty years ago 
from the young woman 
to her mother, 
a few months after 
the young woman`s marriage 
of eight years  
had ended in divorce. 
 
My husband has some good qualities, 
The young woman wrote, 
But he never treated me as an equal. 
He was authoritarian and misogynistic. 
I feel relieved to be out of that relationship. 
I have no regrets about the divorce. 
 
The old man read the letter 
He had never seen it before. 
He had received it as one item 
among many that were sent to him 
by the women`s family 
after her death at age 70. 
 
He was, of course, 
the husband she had divorced 
so long ago. 
She had never remarried 
but had kept his last name 
throughout her life. 
 
It was painful for him to read the letter 
not only because he felt badly 
about how she had perceived him 
during their marriage, 
and his insensitivity to what 
she was going through, 
but as well 
because he saw 
those same tendencies 
that she had pointed out 
so many years ago 
in his mind and behaviour 
moment by moment 
in his present relationship. 
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It seems that the imprinting 
he experienced growing up 
as a young man 
in the 1950s, 
and the way his mother 
was related to 
in his family of origin, 
had left a life-long habitual pattern. 
 
Despite his attempts at contemplation and education, 
in his old age these patterns remain 
and he can only hope to be aware  of them 
and, whenever possible, 
to refrain from acting upon them. 
 
In the quiet of the night 
he sends his apologies 
to that young woman 
who, so many years ago, 
shared his early adult life 
with generosity and 
what seemed to be a genuine sense 
of caring. 
How brave of her to step out 
on her own 
instead of staying sheltered 
in a marriage that  
was ultimately a stepping stone 
to her own sense of worthiness and agency. 
 
Mountain Drum 
18May2020 
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Navigating 

In the dawn light the old man pulls the covers up 
around his neck. 
 
The gentle sounds of the ocean lapping onto a tropical beach 
stream from his iphone into his hearing aids. 
 
For a few moments he takes the time 
to feel the myriad mental bruises he has recently incurred 
by blindly bumping into walls of expectations 
and the jagged edges of hope and fear. 
 
He feels the exhaustion that comes with 
worrying again and again about what decisions to make 
to deal with the flashing signs of physical illness 
and then, having impulsively made a decision, 
worrying again and again about the consequences 
of that decision. 
 
As the morning light brightens, invading his cluttered room, 
he tries to summon forth an innate capacity for wisdom, kindness and strength 
as he begins another day of navigating through the obstacle course 
of his mind. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
21May2020 
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Sacred water 

His Holiness the 16th Karmapa 
had finished the Black Crown ceremony 
attended by 500 people in the Ira Allen chapel 
on the campus of the University Vermont. 
 
As a host of the ceremony 
I sat on the stage, a few feet from the tall throne 
upon which he sat as he put on the ancient black crown 
(presented to an earlier Karmapa by the Emperor of China) 
became Avalokiteshvara, the bodhisattva of infinite compassion, 
and silently recited the sacred mantra 
Om mani padme hum 
as he clicked his crystal mala. 
 
Now, after the ceremony, 
I was in the back room where his Holiness 
was resting and preparing to leave. 
A car was waiting outside to drive him 
to the Karme Choling retreat center 
an hour and a half away. 
 
As he left the room the few of us who had been 
seeing to his needs bowed deeply. 
We then set about cleaning up, 
collecting the food and dishes we had brought for his use. 
Mark, the man who had been in charge of the service for His Holiness  
picked up a tall water glass, almost full.  
that had been offered to His Holiness. 
 
As is traditional, this water, having been blessed 
by association with an enlightened teacher, 
needed to be discarded with utmost respect. 
In the Tibetan tradition we western converts 
had been taught, the water would be pored 
into the hands of those who been serving. 
We each put out our hands, palms cupped, 
with right over left, and Mark pored a small amount of water 
into our hands. 
We then quickly lifted our hands to our mouths, 
took a small sip and then brought our hands 
quickly to the top of our head 
and let the remaining water fall into our hair 
with a quick front to back wiping motion. 
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In doing so we had, according to the tradition, 
been touched by the blessing of the teacher 
and the lineage. 
 
We had done this many times with our own 
and other Tibetan teachers, 
so it had become almost an automatic gesture, 
but this time 
Instead of bringing the water up to my mouth, 
I opened by palms  
and the water fell on the floor. 
 
I was shocked and embarrassed. 
Mark said something about bad karma 
and then we moved on. 
 
The memory of that event remains 
forty years later. 
For me it symbolizes the many times 
I have held the profound teachings 
of Buddhism in the palm of my hand, so to speak, 
and let them slip away. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
22May2020 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


