
5 Poems to the Desung 
 

Rear Guard  1 (June 2020) 

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out of date.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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 Poems to the Desung 
 

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. 

 

Whitehorn Rupon 

8Oct2020 
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Rear Guard 2   (Dec 2020) 

 

The messenger arrived at dawn 

and parked her motorcycle just off the road. 

She found the rear guard 

gathered around a camp fire. 

After accepting a cup of hot broth 

she took an envelope from her pouch 

and handed it to the commander. 

 

The commander paused 

and took a moment to look around the circle 

at the veterans of the campaign. 

It had been six months 

since they had been ordered 

to stand firm in the midst of the materialism 

and hold the profound view. 

 

Opening the envelope, 

the commander read out 

the new orders: 

 

The conflict with materialism 

continues but the defence 

of the view has been stabilized 

to the extent that your 

rear guard action is no longer 

necessary. You may now 

return to the Kingdom 

and join the main force 

that has gathered around 

the lineage. 

 

There was no celebration 

around the campfire, 

only handshakes, salutes, 

smiles and a sense of renewed determination. 

.In the light of day attention turned 

to packing and planning for the next phase 

of the campaign. 

 

Whitehorn Rupon 

1 December 2020 
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Fluid 

 

The phenomenal world is fluid, 

in constant change and movement. 

Our conceptual mind 

imposes fixed explanations and expectations 

onto the phenomenal world. 

When the inevitable mismatch occurs, 

we become anxious and irritated. 

The foundation of our practice 

is to surrender to the fluidity. 

 

Mountain Drum (Whitehorn Rupon) 

23 December 2020 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 Poems to the Desung 
 

Message 

 

1. 

The officer had spent decades 

leading search and recovery missions 

with confidence and compassion, 

coming to the aid of those in distress. 

 

Now he found himself cast away 

alone on a barren island, seemingly 

with no chance of rescue. 

In desperation he wrote a note, 

sealed it in a bottle 

and set it adrift 

on the vast ocean. 

The note simply said 

Help. 

 

2. 

The officer had spent decades 

coming to the aid, 

with confidence and compassion, 

of those in physical and emotion distress. 

 

Now he found himself cast away 

alone on the barren island 

of his own conceptual mind, 

racked with anxiety and fear, 

seemingly without hope of rescue. 

In desperation he wrote this poem 

and set it adrift 

on the vast ocean of cyberspace. 

The poem simply said 

Help. 

 

Mountain Drum (Whitehorn Rupon) 

26 December 2020 

 
 


