
Poems April 2021 

In Conclusion 
 
In conclusion 
I would like to thank 
all my loved ones, 
my family, friends 
and fellow warriors 
on the path of awakening. 
Please forgive my confusion, 
and the harm I have done, 
if you can. 
If not, no problem, 
 
In my experience, 
awakening is a bumpy road. 
My understanding is 
that it is a road 
without end. 
It is said that the urge to awake 
is built right into 
awareness itself. 
It seems that 
what we are awakening to 
is what is awakening. 
 
In any case, 
that is the conclusion 
that I have come to 
at this point in the journey, 
this point at which 
the possibility of being at the end 
of this particular lifetime 
seems to be looming large 
like a big roadside billboard 
that says: 
In Conclusion. 
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The poem 

 

He asked me 

why I keep 

writing the same poem. 

 

I asked him 

why he keeps breathing. 

 

He asked me 

if I had seen enough of life. 

 

I asked him 

if he had seen enough 

of the universe. 

 

That night 

I walked endlessly, 

with my wife, 

up and down 

stairs covered in snow, 

frequently asking her 

to slow down 

and wait for me. 

 

In the morning 

I thought about 

staying in bed, 

but family duty called 

and the poem 

continued 

to write itself. 
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Complaint 

 

To: Design Department 

       Human Evolution Agency 

 

To whom it may concern; 

 

I wish to bring to your attention a design flaw in the Human Being model that I have inhabited for the 

last 79 years. 

 

This model has the annoying tendency to conjure up catastrophic scenarios for the future, usually 

involving tragedies befalling myself, my loved ones and friends. This model also tends to ruminate on 

these imagined future tragedies. 

 

Perhaps this feature had some evolutionary advantage in the past, but under current conditions it is 

clearly problematic. I trust you will make appropriate modifications in future models. 

 

Thank you for your attention to this matter. 
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Still Holding 
 

1 
She said it all: 
This practice is the ground 
that we return to, 
again and again, 
for inspiration and direction. 
 
2 
Conceptual mind 
is always looking for answers. 
When there are only 
clues and speculation to hang onto 
it is difficult to simply 
hold the entire space. 
Yet that seems to be 
what is called for. 
 
3 
When the other shoe hits the fan, 
again, as it inevitably will, 
there will no doubt 
be eruptions of emotion 
and clouds of shaming and blaming. 
At that point it may be wise 
to evacuate the judgmental island 
and observe the fallout 
from a safe distance 
in the company of warriors 
wearing khaki. 
 
Whitehorn Rupon 

12 April 2021. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chanting 
 
The old man sits on a bench 
facing east. 
The bench is on a rocky point of land 
nearly surrounded by the sea 
 
The brisk wind from the east is chanting: 
 
Ki 
 
Ki 
 
Ki 
 
The rocks and the ocean reply: 
 
So 
 
So 
 
So 
 
The old man experiences 
profound sadness 
and profound joy. 
 
Ki 
So 
May all beings be at ease. 
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Benevolent 
 
1 

If you stand beside a waterfall 
and simply listen, 
it may be shocking, 
as if mind has been swept away 
by the unending, thundering 
wall of water, 
leaving a space as vast 
as the sky 
in the mountains 
on a cloudless, moonless 
night. 
 
2 

When a lawyer 
takes up contemplation, 
the razor’s edge 
of intellect 
can play in the clear space 
of wisdom, 
resulting in benefit 
for all beings. 
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Two thoughts 
 

1 

Someone in our neighbourhood 
thinks they are being ecologically 
hip by installing a wood stove 
and as a result the air 
in our neighbourhood 
is polluted with wood smoke 
which we can smell 
in our apartment. 
 
2 
Don’t try to tell an astronaut 
on the space station 
which way is upside down. 
Don’t try to tell a baby 
about the importance 
of sitting quietly 
with hands folded. 
Don’t try to tell a virus 
that you have been successful 
in business. 
Don’t try to tell the Buddha 
that you’ve got it 
all figured out. 
Don’t try to tell the poet 
that everything 
has to make sense. 
Don’t try to tell yourself 
that you are unworthy 
of being loved. 
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