
Awesome Friends 

It is an occupational hazard 
of having awesome friends 
that time spent with them 
inevitably illuminates ones’ own shallowness 
and lack of accomplishment. 
 
These friends may have their self-doubts 
about what they are doing 
but they do not let those doubts 
stop them from moving forward 
with their contemplative practices, 
with their relationships, 
with their projects, 
with their engagement in the world, 
with their lives. 
 
The old poet, 
lost in the world of his own concepts, 
does not seem to have the kind of discipline 
that allows his awesome friends 
to purify the obstacles 
that hold a person back 
from expressing their innate 
primordial confidence. 
 
In the presence of his friends 
he can only listen and watch in awe. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
3July2020 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Perfect and in Need of Improvement 

As I understand it, 
I am the way I am in this moment 
because of a long process of causes and conditions 
interacting over time, 
dating back to conception and before. 
 
These causes and conditions interacted 
in perfect accordance with the laws of the phenomenal world 
and, hence, it would seem fair to say that, 
as the product of that process, 
I am fundamentally perfect. 
 
At the same time, as I observe the manner 
in which I relate with my own mental experiences, 
and the way I behave with others, 
it seems clear that I am in need of improvement. 
 
Therefore, it would seem fair to say that: 
I am fundamentally perfect and I am need of improvement. 
 
In the same way I could say that: 
All human beings are fundamentally perfect and they are in need of improvement. 
 
As well I could say that: 
All social environments, by virtue of involving interactions of human beings, 
are fundamentally perfect and are in need of improvement. 
 
May all human beings recognize the perfection of who they are in this moment, 
the perfection of all human beings, 
and the perfection of the social environments we have created. 
 
May all human beings simultaneously recognize the need for improvement. 
 
May they, as well, contemplate the differences between improvement 
that arises from a view of fundamental imperfection 
and improvement that arises from a view of fundamental perfection. 
 
--Mountain Drum 
5July2020  
 

 

 

 



No Mans’ Land 

My friend is very wise. 
He sees all the diverse opinions 
and points of view 
and why they make sense 
to those who hold them. 
 
He sees, as well,  
the unstated assumption 
that diverse opinions 
contradict one another 
and, therefore, cannot co-exist; 
that some are valid and some are not, 
that one is forced to choose among them. 
 
He sees of all of this aggression unfolding 
among his friends, in the larger society 
and in his own mind. 
 
At the same time 
he sees through the façade of dueling opinions 
to the deeper levels of awareness 
where pine trees, rock and sky 
have played together without conflict 
since before human awareness emerged. 
 
It is a lonely place, 
a place of deep sadness 
that humans have not yet learned 
how to properly use 
the gift of conceptualization. 
 
My friend feels alone 
as do all those of us 
who share with him the task 
of holding the profound view 
that is beyond opinion 
of any kind. 
 
---Whitehorn Rupon 
9July2020 
 
 

 

 



It is going to be a hot one 

The old man awoke this morning 
with a sharp sense of the full catastrophe of life; 
the total uncertainty, the uncontrollable unfolding, 
the intense attachments. 
A wave of sadness rolled through his body. 
 
Last night a cuddle with his wife 
had provided an escape for a few minutes, 
but he had been at this game far long enough to know 
how temporary that escape would be 
before he was once again captured 
by his own expectations and projections. 
 
Stepping through the sliding glass door in the living room, 
out onto the deck, going through a set of Chi Kung exercises, 
he felt the last remains of the cool breeze left over from the night 
and held by the tall trees standing just a few feet away, 
dignified and content, as always. 
 
Still restless, he walked two blocks to the ocean shore 
where another breeze coming off the water 
felt good, but could not quite do away 
with the oppressive sense of heat and humidity 
that was building as the day moved on. 
 
Out on the water a flock of small sailboats 
played with the wind, 
skippered by children learning the sailing craft. 
 
On the along the sea wall 
the old man saw a women walking toward him. 
She lives in the next door apartment 
and often walks in the morning. 
 
He waved to her as they pass. 
She took out her earbuds 
and called to him; 
 
It is going to be a hot one. 
 
---Mountain Drum 
13July2020  
 

 



Protectorsr 

Protectors are not reasonable. 
They don’t care about your complaints 
They don’t care about your theories. 
They don’t care about your concepts of right and wrong. 
 
Protectors are not predictable. 
Sometimes they smile and give you a big hug. 
Sometimes they scream in your face and punch you in the stomach. 
Just when you think you have eluded them 
and escaped into your own version of reality, 
they suddenly appear and your sand castle collapses. 
 
Protectors always have your best interest at heart. 
They know that when you stray from resting in the profound view 
of Basic Goodness, 
you do harm to yourself and others. 
It is then that they come to remind you 
of what is really important and reliable. 
 
Those who choose to tread the path 
of embodying the protector principle, 
of being living protectors, 
can find it to be a lonely and frustrating existence. 
 
It is, therefore, all the more necessary 
that they gather together, 
and support one another,  
in this difficult practice. 
 
--Whitehorn Rupon 
28July2020 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Flagpole 

Flagpole stands 
effortlessly at attention, 
head pointed to Heaven, 
feet firmly planted in Earth. 
 
Day and night come and go. 
Weather changes constantly 
from fare to storm and back. 
Seasons unfold 
one after another. 
Years become decades, 
decades become centuries, 
 
And still…. 
 
Flagpole stands 
effortlessly at attention, 
head pointing to Heaven, 
feet firmly planted in Earth. 
 
Flags are raised and lowered. 
Sometimes they flap and snap, 
sometimes they hang limp. 
Flags come in a vast array 
of patterns and colors, 
each intended to convey 
a different meaning and message. 
 
And still….. 
 
Flagpole stands 
Effortlessly at attention, 
Head pointing to Heaven, 
Feet firmly planted in Earth. 
 
We talk about raising the victory banner 
but perhaps 
it is flagpole 
that truly represents 
All Victorious. 
 
---Whitehorn Rupon 
31July2020 
 

 


