
Arkansas Traveler 

There is an old folk song 
about a traveler 
walking through the back country 
of Arkansas. 
 
It’s a beautiful sunny morning. 
The traveler comes upon 
an old man 
who is sitting on the 
front porch 
of a ramshackle cabin. 
 
The traveler notices 
a large hole in the roof. 
He says to the old man, 
“looks like rain can 
leak into your house 
through that hole. 
Why don’t you 
get up there and patch it 
today?” 
 
The old man looks up, 
smiles and says, 
“the cabin never leaks a drop 
when the day is bright and fair”. 
 
It seems that sometimes 
we have to repair 
our situation, 
even when, 
right now, 
it is not 
causing us 
a big problem. 
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Closing up the cottage 

The weather has changed. 
The heat and humidity 
have faded. 
The lazy days on the deck, 
looking out at the lake, 
are coming to an end. 
It is time to drain the water pipes, 
put away the lawn furniture, 
close the windows 
and lock the doors. 
 
There is an air of sadness 
and yet a certain anticipation 
of what is inevitably to come. 
The seasons change. 
The world of phenomena 
unfolds. 
Such is the nature 
of the Universe. 
 
It is time to appreciate 
the joy of simply 
being a part of that 
vast reality. 
 
Mountain Drum 
4Sept2021 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Can’t keep up 

 

When the old man 

Realizes that 

he can’t keep up 

With the unfolding 

World of phenomena 

He has two choices. 

 

Sometimes he chooses 

to take it personally 

and feel inadequate, 

at which point 

he doubts the worthiness 

of his own nature, 

depression sets in 

and the coward 

takes Center stage. 

 

Other times he chooses 

to see himself as 

an integrated part 

of a vast wholeness 

at which point 

a sense of trust 

in his own worthiness 

arises 

along with an unconditional 

sense of harmony 

and the warrior 

manifests 

holding the all-victorious 

banner. 

 

With old age 

the opportunity 

to make the choice 

had become all the more 

precious. 
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Disguise 

Disguised as a Tibetan warrior 
riding a sturdy horse, 
wearing armor of fiber and lacquered wood, 
holding a sword in one hand 
and a victory banner in the other, 
with a silver hammered helmet, 
and an attitude of joy and harmony, 
I plan to slip through 
the chaotic battle in the bardo 
and head straight for 
Shambhala. 
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