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Poem 1 

The old man thinks 

that by writing a poem 

about his anxiety 

over the state of his mind 

and the world; 

about his fears for his own health 

and that of his loved ones; 

about the overwhelming 

inability to keep up 

with the pace of life; 

that by writing a poem 

he will regain 

a sense of mastery 

that he will be riding life 

instead of life riding him. 

 

I don’t have the heart 

to tell him 

he is wrong. 
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Poem 2 

The old man thinks 

that by writing a poem 

about the profound view 

of reality; 

about the vastness 

of non-dual awareness; 

about the innate and inherent nature 

of human worthiness, 

wisdom, kindness and confidence; 

he thinks that by 

writing a poem about these 

transcendent insights, 

that he will regain 

a sense of mastery 

so that he will feel 

that he is riding life 

rather than life riding him. 

 

I don’t have the heart 

to tell him that 

he is wrong. 

 

Mountain Drum 

30 Oct 2020 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Six Old Man Poems Autumn 2020 

 
 

 

Poem 3 

The old man thinks 
that if he writes a poem 
about holding both 
the profound view 
and allowing the human experiences 
of life to fully be; 
that writing such a poem 
will help him 
regain a sense of mastery 
so that he is riding life 
instead of being ridden by life. 
 
I think I better tell him 
that writing poems 
will never do it; 
he will have 
to actually live 
what he writes. 
And that ain’t easy. 
 
Mountain Drum 
31 Oct 2020 
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Poem 4 

The old man 

was cruising on a sense 

of confidence in his short term 

health, 

when, without warning, 

he felt his energy drop 

like a rock thrown 

over a cliff. 

 

All bets were off. 

 

Conceptual rationalizations 

tried in vain to provide ground. 

Scenarios spun. 

 

He asked for help. 

He took a very long nap. 

Yet still the energy did not return. 

 

Will it ever? 

 

Mountain Drum 

31 Oct 2020 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Six Old Man Poems Autumn 2020 

 
 

 

 

Poem 5 

The old man awoke at 3am. 

He had been sleeping peacefully 

for five hours 

and felt relaxed and refreshed, a stark contrast to the previous 

36 hours in which he had experienced 

an inexplicable worsening 

of his heart condition. 

 

He used the bathroom 

and returned to bed 

when, without warning, 

he was overwhelmed by fear and anxiety. 

Thoughts of potential exposure of young friends 

to Covid led the attack, 

quickly reinforced by fears for his own health 

and catastrophic projection 

about how his remaining time 

in this life would play out. 

 

He tried to call upon 

the protectors from his contemplative practices 

but they refused to intervene 

and would only remind him 

that these attacking disruptions 

were nothing more and nothing less than 

patterns of his own awareness. 

 

The Tibetans call these attackers 

by the name Maras. 

The old man hoped that attaching a name 

to the patterns would be helpful, 

but as the violence of the ambush settled 

he felt a pang of empathy 

for George Armstrong Custer 

at the Little Big Horn. 

 

Mountain Drum 

1 November 2020 
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Poem 6 

The old man keeps trying 

to get somewhere, 

but there is nowhere else 

to go. 

 

Restless mind insists on having 

a project, 

so he allows it to 

create images, 

say words 

and perform rituals 

that give it a sense of purpose, 

while, at the same time, subtly undermining 

the project mentality. 

 

The old man keeps trying 

to get somewhere, 

but there is nowhere else to go. 

 

Mountain Drum 

3 November 2020 

 

 

 

 


