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FROM THE Qingcheng Poems

“If you quail before your master
do not be afraid to seek wisdom in nature!”
—Holderlin

Entering the Hills

Please believe that the rays of light at nightfall have damp

antennae. Carrying ancient books  in both armslike oars

I walked out from beneath miles of forest shade

past the distant indifferent voices of the Mass: A tuft of wild grass
turned gold in the gradually deepening dusk,

durable twinkling  of immeasurable potential.

And the light wind caressing the cheek brings the gem clatter

of spring water, shrinking scent of flowers some vast heavenly dome
of dust. It is so good to stay in this empty valley!

A curlew alights on a ball-round stone before me

silent, secret heat wound around its breast

like a thick, bent compass needle. I stop

to watch branches stretch freely among the earth’s dusky corners —

the flame, so precise ~ paints the old, misty mirror of the wedding night.
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Full Moon Night

Currently I cannot say that I understand the valley

understand the petal-like, windborne unfolding of her confession

full moon night  in the underbrush, ladybugs flutter

like the grains of stars  falling into the valleys wet creases

someone says: “the full moon can trigger a kind of savage snow . ..”
[think  thisis a simple truth: this night

this moment that the biting cold of silence crushes my stone house.
And shadows of branches steal in through the window - the oak desk
that’s so fragile I am forced to love it has exploded just a bit

(from the glossy maroon nub of the elbow off to coarse distance)

once Laireditout  under the overfilled moon

hoping it would gestate with deep and ripple-churned

blood  like how my flesh, awoken by the vast sky

wandered an empty valley  listening to mountains’ secret, copious spill
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Dawn

No need to depend on the isolate self undergoing more
contemplation ~ no need to watch the aging face in the mirror
really the mirror and dawn in the valley

are equally misty. Today’s dawn is

all dawns. Dew, frost on plants, peaceful hill stones
sometimes leaking a dark heartbeat of ore.

Before you came it happened just like this.

Now  you are a mote of dust dissolved in the light of daybreak
to build a stone house  is only to more fully

experience the withering of the flesh experience the aftermath
when the spirit is transformed into a space open on all sides:

the insects, the trees gather here and murmur

discuss welcoming the new arrivals who come bathed in wind
like the mirror welcomes that glittering radiant face.
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