
Night 

1 

It is night. 

The old man 

is in a Chinese prison 

in Tibet. 

Again and again 

he is subjected to the torture 

of anger, fear and depression. 

Again and again 

he reminds himself 

that these demons 

are his own creation 

and that their intent 

is to distract him 

from the reality 

of his actual experience, 

to protect him 

from what they assume 

he cannot handle. 

 

2 

It is day. 

The young women 

wearing plastic face shields, 

bright yellow gown 

and gloves 

carefully tend to the needs 

of his body 

while a machine breaths 

for him. 

When they wash his groin 

he is momentarily embarrassed 

that his penis is so small 

but they do not seem to notice. 

Occasionally he is able 

to send and receive a text message 

from his family 

whose pictures are on 

the bedside tray. 

 



When night comes 

he returns 

to the Chinese prison. 

 

3 

In the depth 

of the night, 

in the presence 

of the self-created demons, 

this poem 

was never read 

nor heard 

by anyone 

and 

it was never written. 
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Time travel 

Once the old man 

had mastered time travel 

he began to systematically 

revisit major event in his life; 

intimate relationships, 

professional accomplishments, 

moments of transcendent insight and decision. 

 

Yet, in every case, 

he found that his memory 

of the event did not match 

what apparently had actually happened. 

What had seemed to be 

the most significant aspect 

of the event was often not there 

in the revisiting. 

Even more shocking was that 

those remembered moments 

of transcendent insight and decision, 

upon revisiting, 

turned out to be moments 

of self centred confusion. 

 

After some thought 

on the matter, 

the old man decided 

to conduct an experiment. 

He would revisit some key moments 

for a second time and see whether 

he would experience that moment 

in the same way as the first time 

he had revisited. 

If so, he would at least know 

what actually happened 

and have that as a new reference point. 

When he conducted the experiment, 

revisiting several past events 

for a second time he was appalled 

to find that, not only was his second revisiting 

experience different from his  memories, 

but it also differed significantly 

from what he experienced the first time he had revisited. 



At that point, 

despondent, 

he gave up visiting his past. 

The past, he concluded, 

was unreliable. 

 

For some time he floundered 

in depression, 

but eventually a new idea 

emerged; 

he would visit his future. 

At first the idea was frightening. 

He imagined witnessing 

catastrophic events, 

personal or planetary. 

But in the end he decided 

to try it nonetheless. 

 

He chose first to leap ahead 

one year. 

He thought that might be safe. 

But when he took the leap 

there was only a vague Grey mist 

in which there was no form 

and no sound, smell or sensation 

of any kind. 

Stunned by the experience 

of such pervasive emptiness 

he quickly returned to the present. 

Thinking about it over the next few days 

he concluded that he must have 

died in the coming year 

and therefore there was no future 

for him. 

Or perhaps he had become enlightened 

at his moment of death, or before, 

and had entirely left all realms 

of existence. 

But there was another explanation 

that troubled him. 

Perhaps there is no future to visit. 

To test this possibility 

he decided to leap ahead 

just five minutes, 



notice what was there, 

then quickly return to the present, 

wait five minutes 

and see what happened. 

When he conducted this experiment 

he found the same profound emptiness 

and, after coming back 

to the present and waiting five minutes 

his ordinary life continued to unfold. 

 

Now the old man 

could only conclude 

that both past and future are unreliable reference points 

and all he had to work with 

is the ephemeral present moment. 

 

Mountain Drum 

4Oct2020 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Stepping Back 

 

We left the front at night. 

By dawn we reached a little town 

on the coast. 

We rented a second floor room 

in an old beachfront hotel 

with a large deck overlooking 

the ocean. 

We hung our uniforms 

in the closet. 

 

We took our meals 

at a small cafe down the street 

where an old man in the corner 

played the accordion. 

We walked the long beach 

from end to end 

and back again 

breathing in the salt air. 

 

Occasionally at night we would hear 

booming sounds in the distance 

and see flashes of light beyond 

the horizon. 

Once an exhausted messenger 

parked her bike outside the cafe 

and went in for coffee and a sandwich. 

We overheard her say that the 

Materialist victory was nearly complete 

but Their Majesties, still in exile, 

have not yet signed an agreement. 

 

You insisted we write a memoir 

of all the campaigns we had conducted 

with Their Majesties. 

 

With time, some old wounds healed 

and new wounds emerged. 

When I died you buried me 

in my uniform on the headland 

overlooking the beach. 

Afterward there was a short ceremony 

at the café. 



You made a nice speech 

and the old man in the corner 

played the accordion. 
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Holding My Own 

 

Now that I am old 

and have a heart condition, 

people routinely ask me; 

how are you doing? 

 

My standard response has become; 

I am holding my own. 

 

Contemplating what that might mean 

it seems that 

At a superficial level 

I see an image of playing basketball, 

one-in-one 

against someone who is better that I am, 

and yet I am keeping the score close. 

Or the image of a man in a row boat, 

rowing up stream against a strong current. 

He is not making much headway 

but he is not being swept downstream 

over a big waterfall 

and then out to sea. 

 

At a deeper level 

there is an image 

of literally holding or embracing 

my life exactly and fully as it is. 

With that there is both 

a sense of deep appreciation 

and of what some call 

radical responsibility. 

That term, for me, 

acknowledges that I create all of my own 

experiences. 

They may be in response 

to what others do or say, or life circumstances, 

but the sensations, thoughts and emotions 

that I experience are all created 

by my own brain/mind system, 

hence I am responsible for them. 

 

 



So it seems that my path 

and my practice 

at this point in life 

is to hold my own 

at both the superficial and deep levels. 

 

Thank you to all who ask me 

how I am doing. 
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Rigden 

The elderly Rigden 

awoke at 3am 

to find his heart racing 

and his bowels in revolt. 

Having experienced 

a heart attack 

five weeks ago, 

conceptual mind 

cranked out catastrophic scenarios 

one after another. 

 

Over the next hour 

he experimented with an array of 

pharmacological, 

contemplative, 

and interpersonal 

practices. 

 

In the end 

it was laying close to his wife 

and being swept 

by waves of sobbing 

that seemed to interrupt 

the cycle of hope and fear 

and allowed his body 

to rest. 

 

Humbled yet again 

by the experience 

of being in human form 

he wrote this short note 

to a dear friend 

and fellow Rigden. 
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