
No more Mister Nice Guy 

He has always seen himself 
As a nice guy, 
A person that people like, 
A person that people trust. 
 
But in old age, 
Looking back, 
He sees that view of himself 
As, at best, 
A quarter truth, 
The rest being pure 
Wishful projection. 
 
Now, in the present, 
He watches 
The moments unfold 
And sees the complexity 
Of the way he behaves 
toward others, 
Sometimes supportive and kind, 
Often distant and self-centered. 
 
No more mister nice guy, 
Another inaccurate concept 
Exposed. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
7August2020 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Farley 

On the path 
Where the trees 
Hang over 
The stone wall 
A bird 
Suddenly takes flight. 
 
A flash of movement 
And the sound of 
Wings slashing through air. 
 
The old man 
Feels the upsurge 
Of energy 
In his chest 
And experiences 
The fear of the self-centered coward, 
 
As did Farley 
When he climbed 
Into the wolf den. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
5August2020. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Mess 

Trying shoving it all 
Into a drawer 
Or a box 
Pushed to the back 
Of a shelf. 
 
Trying forgetting about it, 
Spend the time 
Watching shows 
Your friends say are cool. 
Read a book about  
How bad the world situation is. 
 
Trying meditating 
And letting thoughts go by. 
Notice their vague relationship 
To what is actually happening. 
 
Try straightening up the desk. 
Put the scattered notes 
From a hundred Zoom calls 
Under the stapler 
To keep them from blowing away 
In the wind from the air conditioner. 
 
Try reading an old book 
About the nature of mind 
That lays out the process 
By which pristine space 
Arises 
As the mess 
That I experience 
As my life. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
9August2020  
 
 

 

 

 

 



Who is that who said who is that 

Last weekend my wife and I were with my daughter 
And her husband 
On a quick getaway to the beaches 
Along the so called South shore of Nova Scotia. 
 
At one point my daughter and I  
Walked up a wooden ramp leading to the beach. 
My wife snapped a picture from behind us. 
When we were back home 
She put the picture on Facebook, 
Which is where I saw it. 
 
At first I did not recognize myself. 
Obviously, I never see myself from behind. 
Here was an old man, overweight, 
Slightly hunched over, 
Not at all my image of myself. 
 
It brought to mind an interview 
In a documentary a friend has made, 
In which a nurse who worked with terminally ill 
Cancer patients, 
Talked about often seeing a patient 
Staring into a mirror. 
When she asked them what they saw, 
They said that the image no longer looked like them. 
They did not know who it was, 
But it was not them. 
 
I can relate to that. 
 
I wonder who it is that is looking in the mirror 
(or in my case, a photo on Facebook) 
And seeing an image that they do not recognize 
As themselves. 
 
Perhaps it is the same self 
That always seems to be with me, 
And does not change with age or illness. 
An unconditional me. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
20August2020 
 

 



Synchronization 

In Shambhala Buddhism 
We often talk about synchronizing 
Body, speech and mind. 
When that happens 
We are able to accomplish 
Whatever needs to be done, 
Almost effortlessly. 
 
But as I have gotten old 
It seems clear that 
Body is lagging way behind, 
Mind is running on ahead, 
And speech, 
Well speech does not seem 
To have anything to say. 
 
So apparently that is what you get 
for fifty years 
Of pretending to be a contemplative practitioner. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
19August2020 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Poetry is forgotten 

Poetry is forgotten 
when conceptual mind 
becomes focused on a project, 
on a task, on an objective. 
There are Ideas to be explore, 
points of view to be considered , 
strategies and tactics to be taken into account. 
There is no room for poetry. 
Poetry is forgotten. 
 
Poetry does not care that it is forgotten. 
Poetry has no projects, 
or tasks, or objectives. 
Poetry is not concerned about points of view 
or strategies and tactics. 
 
Poetry simply arises from space 
and plays with whatever energy 
it encounters. 
 
Sometimes I write some words 
and call it poetry. 
Although those words are only 
conceptual mind`s feeble attempt 
to solidify poetry, 
Poetry does not care 
If it is imitated, 
Just as poetry does not care 
whether it is remembered  
or forgotten. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
29August2020 
 

 

 

 


