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June has been hot, uncomfortably so, especially for an old person who is sensitive to heat. On the other 

hand, in Nova Scotia the Covid-19 virus has gone into hiding, allowing people to enjoy the summer 

season more freely. 

It would be nice if conceptual mind would also take a vacation, but no such luck. In the midst of the 

inevitably ups and downs, poems have occasionally arisen, although the old man wonders whether they 

make any sense. Nonetheless, I have collected them here so that you, the mythical reader, can decide 

for yourself. May you be healthy and appreciative of life….Mountain Drum 27June2020 
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Time to give up 

Time to give up 
trying to fix it 
 
Time to give up 
letting it fall apart 
 
Time to give up 
trying to clean it up 
 
Time to give up 
making a mess 
 
Time to give up 
trying to get it under control 
 
Time to give up 
letting it go wild 
 
Time to give up 
stopping it from happening 
 
Time to give up 
making it happen 
 
Time to give up 
listening to the news 
 
Time to give up 
not listening to the news 
 
Time to give up 
writing poems 
 
Time to give up 
giving up. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
3June2020 
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Attack 

The armies of delusion 
march across the plains 
shouting their battle cry 
of misinformation 
and righteous indignation. 
 
When they reach the foothills 
they trample the wild flowers  
in the meadows 
and pollute the bubbling streams 
with their concepts of perfection. 
 
But when they reach the mountains 
they are baffled by the sheer cliffs 
of primordial confidence 
and become frightened 
by the vast sky of awareness. 
 
As they retreat in disarray 
the protectors of the two truths 
emerge unscathed 
from where they were hiding 
in plain sight, 
having offered no resistance 
and thus being unseen. 
 
---Whitehorn Rupon 
4June2020 
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Trust 

She said she had trust issues. 
Her father had been a severe alcoholic 
and lied constantly. 
 
In marriage she was alert 
to signs that her husband 
might not be trustworthy 
and in the end, 
although he was honest with her, 
he acted in ways that hurt her deeply. 
In the moment of mutual anger, 
when their separation was consummated, 
she shouted at him: 
I have lost trust in you. 
 
A wise man once said 
that I should trust no one 
because conventional trust Involves an expectation 
that others will always be reliable 
and will not do something harmful, 
an expectation that cannot be met. 
 
As well, conventional trust implies 
a suspension of one`s own intelligence, 
as in the often used phrase: 
Just trust me on this. 
 
At the same time 
there can be a deeper sense of trust 
that involves trusting the 
fundamental reliability 
of the way things happen 
and the way things are. 
 
From that point of view 
I can trust you to be who you are, 
and I can trust life to be what it is. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
4June2020 
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Cleaning up after the riots 

The old man wandered 
through the emotional debris 
feeling the body aches. 
 
He had visions of the virus 
sweeping through his personal neighborhood 
leaving broken molecules 
scattered about. 
 
He weaved his way 
among the sagging concepts 
of despair. 
 
Picking up a shovel 
of awareness 
he scooped up a pile of 
self-pity. 
 
Looking around for a place 
to dump it 
he became aware of the vast space 
of simple presence 
and watched with surprise 
as the catastrophic meaning he had assigned 
to his experiences 
dissolved, 
revealing the pristine ground 
of things as they are. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
7June2020  
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Why old People get Paranoid 

It’s starting to make sense to me 
Why old people get paranoid. 
 
My mother got paranoid 
Three months after my dad died. 
She was living alone and had to take on all the financial 
Tasks that my dad had always done. 
 
She was feeling stressed about it. 
On top of that, she had hired a new housecleaner 
And started noticing that objects In the house  
were not where she expected them to be. 
 
She was sleeping poorly, feeling tired 
And then the paranoid thoughts got very strong, 
So strong that she almost ended up In the hospital. 
 
I see a lot of her experience In my own life these days. 
We (my wife and I) go searching around our apartment  
Everyday for something we can’t find. 
It often seems that someone has moved the keys, cell phone, ipad, or whatever. 
I put something down, my tea cup, and then can’t remember where I left it. 
I look I the microwave (was I warming it), then on my desk, then on the deck. 
 
My wife says there is a poltergeist, an unseen malevolent being 
That is moving things around. 
 
So it seems simple. 
As I get old my short term memory declines as well as my ability to multitask. 
All together I feel like I am missing Important decisions, 
A general feeling of not being on top of the tasks of life. 
To do lists seem to take forever to complete. 
 
It seems just a step more to having thoughts that someone  
Is taking advantage of my growing incompetence. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
10June2020 
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Cold Front 

It has been hot, very hot, for three days. 
We have the air conditioners  running full blast all day and well into the night. 
 
For the first two days I spent my time sitting in front of the air conditioner, 
Venturing out only in the morning to do Chi Quong on the deck. 
 
But today we have been invited to join a friend for dinner 
At a restaurant in our neighborhood. 
 
Like all eating establishments this one is newly reopened 
After being closed for three months due to Covid-19 
I am leery of going even though there have been 
No new Covid cases in the province for a week 
And restaurants have been ordered to keep the tables far apart. 
 
When it comes to time to go to dinner the heat is still intense. 
Nonetheless we go. 
 
The restaurant is part of a yacht club and the building sits on top of a small hill 
Overlooking the waters of the Northwest Arm. 
 
Climbing the hill in the heat Is noticeably difficult 
But inside the building we find that out friend 
Has already arrived and is waiting at a table outside  
on a large deck overlooking the water and the many docked sailboats. 
 
The early evening sky on the longest day of the year 
Is a lovely blue to match the blue of the water 
And the green of the trees and lawns. 
 
Our table is in the shade and the heat seems manageable. 
The waitress is cheerful and efficient. The food to quite good. 
The conversation flows easily. My mood elevates. 
 
Near the end of dinner a strong wind suddenly appears 
As if from nowhere and the temperature plummets, 
Dropping by at least ten degrees centigrade in less than five minutes. 
Suddenly we are almost chilly. How delightful. 
 
The cold front has come through and the weather has changed. 
Perhaps the cold front will also sweep through my conceptual mind, 
Caught up in anxiety about Covid and  debilitating effect of the heat on my body, 
And bring about a refreshing change. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
21June2020 
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Canvas 

At first it looked to him 
like existence  
was a blank canvas. 
 
Soon, however 
there was a subtle shift 
and it became 
a Van Gogh landscape. 
 
Looking closely 
he was surprised to see 
the gaps, 
the holes 
in the fabric. 
 
Curious, 
he climbed into one of them 
and found himself 
in her bedroom. 
How terribly embarrassing. 
 
She was amazingly gracious about it 
and in the end 
it was a pleasantly memorable night. 
 
In the morning 
he stepped outside 
onto her back deck 
hoping to see 
the steep mountains, 
but clouds had descended 
and created 
an amorphous grey haze. 
 
When he turned back 
her house was gone, 
leaving him 
with a blank 
canvas. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
23June2020  
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The Rear Guard 

The last defenders 
of the profound view, 
handed down for centuries, 
gather at the crossroad. 
 
Their uniforms are stained 
from years of battle. 
 
In the market place 
they are laughed at, 
seen as old fashioned, 
out of date. 
 
The setting sun 
of materialism 
has swept across 
the countryside 
cloaked in progressive sounding 
aspirations 
and dangling visions of safety, 
certainty, justice and tranquility. 
 
The rear guard have no illusions 
of taking back the territory. 
Their only objective 
Is to preserve the ancient wisdom 
so that, 
when true warriors arise, 
it will be there 
to guide them. 
 
---Whitehorn Rupon 
25June2020 
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The Titanic 

On this ship 
Powered by materialism 
We can and should 
Rearrange the deck chairs. 
 
We can and should 
Bring those in steerage 
Up onto the deck 
Where they can 
Breathe fresh air. 
 
We can and should 
Make sure that everyone 
Has a personal flotation device. 
 
But down below the water line, 
Where we hold onto primitive beliefs about reality 
and the mistaken assumption of a solid separate self, 
where we operate with an over-reliance 
on conceptual mind, 
the fatal damage has been done. 
 
Until we repair and replace 
Those fundamental views, 
Our societies will inevitably sink  
In the ocean of Samsara. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
28June2020 
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The End of June 

June married Ward out of convenience. 
After two children she was bored stiff. 
She thought about having an affair with Eddie 
But that was just too gross. 
So one night she simply stepped out the back door and was gone. 
 
Two years later she was living with a group of Tibetan Buddhist nuns in Nepal. 
She meditated for hours every day, studied Buddhists texts, learned Tibetan 
and did the dishes. 
 
Several years later, because she spoke English, 
She was asked to be a translator for a highly respected Tibetan Buddhist teacher. 
This involved traveling to India and eventually to Europe and North America. 
 
In LA, at a banquet in honor of the Tibetan teacher, 
She sat next to a movie producer who was a dedicated student of Tibetan Buddhism. 
He was intrigued by her life story and by her. 
They corresponded over the next two years until he convinced her to leave Nepal 
And live with him in LA. 
 
She reluctantly gave up her life of living with the nuns 
And exchanged that for the parties and swimming pools 
Of the movie business in LA. 
 
It was there that she received a phone call 
From Ward telling her that he was dying of cancer. 
She flew to see him and reunited with her two sons. 
When Ward died, she carried his ashes back to Nepal, broke off her relationship 
With the movie producer and returned to her life with the Buddhist nuns, 
This time taking the vows herself and taking on the name 
New Moon of Discipline. 
 
Now that she is old, she is revered by the young nuns, 
And women from throughout the world are inspired by her life story 
As told in the book she wrote, the title of which is: 
The End of June. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
30June2020 
 
 
 
 

 
 


