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Croés River . Pick Lotus

1

That even in this unfrequented garden, a single path is
Beaten down by habit. Is pitiful.

As is walking by this table where divinities concentrate
On a game of chess, pressing down on thinking

As if pressing on a timer. The fountain sleeping in this morning’s light:
Last night’s leaves, sludge, garbage. A

The performer doesn’t show; imagination hatches a plot—
Spectator, thief. A second.

Sidewalk vendor begins tb display the naked head:
What matches the chain of colored stones?

Mountains and Rivers, Flowers and Birds, delights various as they are easy.
Are you delighted? She doesn’t know.

Further examination changes the mind.
It only takes time, the least we have.

Slender face of fountain goddess erodes and
Darkens. Her grape locks turn from green to red

In just three months. Your selection already limited,
Includes the lotus petal refused

Another is suspended below the neck, memory on your chest
Hard decision whether to pick, slight fragrance in choice.
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Joggers pass. Generally content
In the face, even happy

Various in body, not the image of the ideal sought
In the heart of our mind.

Is writing poetry like jogging in the morning?
Clumsy. Ungracefully huffing and puffing

Embark along a road without glancing back
Cross line after incomprehensible line—before onlookers.

Reach into the constant goal ahead
Arrival of another day, another exercise.

She walks by quickly, clutching a yoga roll
That is sky blue, the rebellion suppressed

Top to bottom, prostrate to the sun
Needing elastic waist and

Solid desire. Facing the wall for eons fashions
Belly and buttocks protruding, knees bent before the mirror

Defended by shells-on four sides. From grace estranged
The entire year’s work

And your outing todayj.
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Sit and eat something in the vineyard.
Wait for the sun to warm you.

Watching the dishes and bowls, cut fruit,
Vegetables, fried potatoes, eggs, juice, coffee and cake

Orchid patches, fragrant grasses, dense forest
Clouds, sleet—the Olympians quarreling

Laid out in perfection, removed by messy defeat.
Wondering whether all of it is necessary?

Capable as we are of turning beauty ugly,
Going to the toilet to do another thing.

Like them, I drink tea, unexceptionally—
Eat cake, then order another coffee.

And ask if the overhead vines are real and
How much for the breakfast?

Bloody, having just been plucked from his chest.
Want a taste? My god, bloody

Where are you going? Drunk and head lowered
Be careful. Don't fall.
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Taking off a splendid costume while rain drizzles down.

Ferns on the windowsill dripping with sun—
You say, 'It's really warmed up now,’'

Not particularly to the lover in your arms. A mere
Indulgence, on the meadow sparkly with flowers

Drifting down the river. Pick, pick to your heart's content
This offer of mid-summer after peach and plum, a domesticated lotus

Sits still. In one position
That symbolizes thousands.

You tell me to wait. Answers lie
In waiting. Cross the legs like this—

Drop by drop, dew on flowers imprints the idea of water
Flowing onto sheets. Pick up lotus, smile

With a sense of Sukhavat, you fall into my momentary
Dream, grasp my hands.

The butterfly that suddenly arrives, suddenly departs
Offering a tender love for only a brief season.

That is the work. Rodin said toujours travailler
Desire never satisfied.

Undulating rain which echoes it, rises, falls
Alongside the sadness of time passing

Sacrificial, yet dignified, throws itself down the river.
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Full moon. The composition of a happy family on a weekend.
Where to put the child?

In the east, the moon rises without solution.
Honest thoughts become mere pillows

For tossing and turning, before writing down
A few honest sentences. Tonight

Reading only Lu De-an and Rilke. Therefore thinking
About god, absolute ideals and the present order of things.

HTIBHART

The unseen world vibrant under moonlight:
Endings are always sad. ’

Bodies together and hearts apart or vice versa
Snow, mountain peak, a deep forest, lavender and lemon grass

That the cradle of moving waters underneath—would eternally
Hold the night, you and you and the cloud leopard

Where then, to put the child?

Besides close to my chest
Up and down wrapped in my smell.
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It’s better to imagine him crossing the river to pick lotus.
Slippery scene: the moon’s sudden disappearance, Madame Xiang

Rolling into a dark mass of clouds. How can you blame me
Half decomposcd, half wistful and desperate for more?

No matter who it’s given to, you and you and her,
Thinking of it or not—is it living?

He must be singing, the river wind caresses a
" Scent of wild fruit and flowers between his legs

Under the river light. Finally, it’s love. A beauty. One person exits
Or collectively dies for the integrity. It’s love.

Mute song in the heart. An exit from the garden
Sagging with grapes, because of it. A raging fire.

A nice day, late summer evening
Watching the world as its misery approaches

A last intact stone
Stands still, as the high moon,

Casts an illuminated self. Pick up a lotus, smile
At the distinguished face, fine coat, top hat, iridescent pearl...

Heaven sent flowers fall like rain, like rain.
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At the moment he died, I was far [
Couldn’t be farther.

It's the topic I try to avoid. Someone dear
Dies. Vividly, with smoke, broken bones, ashes.

Breath slows and becomes shallow, a tide, a wave
Stretches, turns the wrinkles on his forehead moist

And washes clean the dusty memory
You, saying, I'm sorry . . .

Thinking only of a brief separation
Sail set, cast away, a salt crystal dissolved by the sea

Then is everywhere. As last night’s dream
Lights this song with meaning:

Far, I change, from skirt into
Hiking boots, preparing for another journey.

Thinking of you, mv blood, reading the book you gave me
Yet unable to get close to you. I'm sorry.

The mountains fall! The earth cracks! Ah, glory
The god on his alter sees nothing,
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I've never met you, so
Imaginc you lost in love.

Adorc me like now, embrace me with a big towel—
Pool of spring water. Absolutely, in your arms.

Drink, kiss me dry, before you break my heart. Go then, sail your
Next boat, ride a new set of peddles

To a far away place. Ninety-nine
And blinded by knowing too much.

For example, this secret of man and woman,
The secrets of gods, the future.

Is it why you sent the ancient collection?
Poetry, my future, the blurred future of you and me

Pitch black. You already can’t see the hand in front of your face.
At daybreak, you catch up with you

Swim downstream, the same color
Your water wraps you up

In laughter, the two of you merge. High tide climaxes
A wave over the eyebrows, the sand flattened underneath.



YEZL
1 — AW RAL B A7

FIATAY, BEE B
A BN L BRaL AT A,

BRGRE—BFH], KRR
BEHBRME, AXLELH®

HIFHRE, P ANEF
B R A EE, &ﬁzﬂ%ﬁ##?

e 3 (ﬂzf\i}g&fg
AR RGTREZR, #R

ARFHEL, wEREMNARR
#EGHTEaQREBNRE

A TFEEGRA, TEHBEYR
BB H RSB,

Wi, BASKGEE
FHRA WREGE.

RN, FRRERMS A
Ao S BATHEN K,



9

How to describe sea
To someone who'’s never seen it?

He lives to ninety-nine, he wants it, to see it
To walk on its glass surface, to blow the seven trumpets.

At this joyous moment gigantic angel wings
Write prophesy all over the sky. How can I tell him

About sea storms, the choking waves
These things, right and wrong, that happen between us?

The prophesy he can’t read is the world, tears
That become sea, sea that dries to salt.

On the brink of imagination, he’s walking
Faster than us, a shadow white as our rumpled sheets.

Lick clean the moist forehead, the indescribable saltiness of the body
Building exercises that take the whole afternoon.

Resist the current, the waist laden with water sustains
A thousand years of sediment. Love that can’t be contained.

He drifts downstream, pursues
Nothing. He enters the sea before us.
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Enter the underworld.

This room.
No wind, nor light.

Because you've already walked very far or
Stayed too long.

We are at the bottom. And can’t sense
The thought walking back and forth. Your steps

Dong-Dong, striking above our head
The morning bell of another world

You say, there are lotus everywhere, always moist
You moan in my imagination, comfortable and free

To embrace in the open garden.
Is that the secret he holds?

Sleep away. Sunlight in the dream flashes on and off
There will be white egrets and woodpeckers. Wind

Further down. Wisdom in the form of soil
Digs you a cave fitting

And sturdy, suitable, not squeaky
When you make love

At this lightless depth, a spring—a well?
A well: the secret meticulously buries you.
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Cherries ripe. The end of summer. -
Two fall upon the flowered tiles under my feet

Bruised and lacerated, their sweet, fragrant end. The shadow of leaves
Allowing these brutal things to occur quietly.

While on the branches not so attractive, in their destruction turn
Splendid: shining with the light and color of spring.

Wish there were only spring flowers and summer leaves.
Wish you were a god.

Sigh, pick them up, reuse them
Squeezing juice or boiling jam, to put on your alter.

I am the witness. Sitting, watching their last
And only flight, the seeds invisible.

Or only for the flight, leaving the rooted tree
Even for just a moment. Leap from the cliff.

Remove the tiles, spread the soil, watch them
Gently, gently landing in their soft death bed.

Breaking the three thousand mile wave. Cast off, set sail
His sea hand.
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Church doors open.
Priests standing on the steps up, smiling.

This cup of clcan watér to quench the thirst of travelers
On a hurricd journey home. Where their souls may be frec.

Lit candles float on water, become a river.
Welcome, welcome, today is my birthday.

My writing day as well. A good day although
I cannot enter the church--since you held my hand.

Lots of things have happened:
Picking lotus under this warm and tempting sun

And falling cherries, grapes dripping blood-like,
The unrecognizable land littered by

Tomb stones, old and new. First she is gone
Then he, they, you.

Preparing, we do morning exercise day after day
Prepare our body and soul,

Undoubtedly we’ll receive the last secret. Please guide me—
These birthday candles lit by the dead souls

Downstream boats
Can I catch up with vou at the edge of the sea?
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A returned letter.
There is an address, and photographs of tidy clothes

Even the hair combed meticulously
Once there was a splendid world—

We hoped, we were young. Now we
Simplify, returning what this world has presented us

Everything. Iﬁclﬁding each morning and each moon.
Isn't it a good thing? You ask.

How about these dreams. Hand holding hand
On a sandy beach writes white gulls as line after line

Out to sea, chasing his sail. The river runs to sea
Wearing an ultimate lotus crown of foam

Sweet and fish-flavored, a few naked pebbles roll down from
Pre-historical snowcaps into the spread palm.

Pick up a lotus and smile. His death bed
Warm and quietly dark, very attractive for the moment:

Then we realize we are actually far from the sea, from him
Separated further by the undeliverable desire.

A sea blue dream: dolphins, with abandon, chase each other in the sky.
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A tige’r pounces on a city street
Striking down two beauties and a child.

Paésersby stop, and then walk again in a continuous stream
How can such a thing happen?

It is still summer. Lotus blossoms. )
Life has just begun, the light of a dream-walker in puberty

Carelessly burning abundant joyful candles
In a split moment, 1 see it all

Stirring up in our collective memory
The sealed secret: cross river, pick lotus.

The doctor says, do not drink or smoke.
I dutifully fill in the form,

Don’t drink or smoke.
Don’t threaten the child; don’t pick grapes.

At the peak of rush hour. On the side of the street
Shops that satisfy carnal desires yet to raise their iron gates.

" Sunlight, sunlight, sunlight—

They say no rain will come.

9/01)
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