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1

My pointy feet, my sweaty sts, my quirky nose,
higher than a mountain.

Regarding the precepts, I behave like some kind of
trained animal.

Now, even though | wear Shakyamuni s robe,
everyone laughs and calls me old rice bag.

So be it! Grass-being and form-being both reside in
the jeweled palace.
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Were his crows faithful? 1 ask this, hearing one caw.
Its voice is young, high-pitched, na ve.

Leaning on my oar, coracle adrift, | doze as villagers
chew rice.

One thin crane slurps a bit of water.
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3
The smell of dawn pulls me toward its shadow.
Yesterday s ower, missing two petals | see.

A ower falls from the wheel of life, Mahakala, from
the ocean of purity.

Yet the blue-black sky, electric (shocking), roars at
the cliff s edge.
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4
Rain carves a path where cicadas have yet to keen.
Lunar light seeps through stone.

The creek is packed with birds. They re lined along
the bank.

Even now the branches and peaks of Phula Hari tilt
toward the north.
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5
On serried steppes, trees arch awkwardly.
Too many springs of salt-sea wind.

Or so people say. | myself, a crotchety old man, nd
comfort in their crookedness.

In melon dawn they ower. Their sweetness freshens
the altar.
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6
One lily by my gate, through the frost, upright.
From my door, limpid valley sounds.

Pine tree paths, washed out by rain, riddled with
mud and decay,

make me mindful as | gingerly, step by step (do 1?)
avoid its worms.
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| stand on a knoll, the sky just now cyan-colored.

Was it lethargy in a previous life ... but my
thoughts peter out.

New springs, softly softly, are you sprouting in the
willows?

One scraggly branch carves in my mind a very deep
impression.
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Wild geese in wild grass swarm the day s near end.

Waddling, chewing, ocking, long green necks of
light.

Fish nibble shadows. A few grouse rustle brush.

At dusk, they simply enter the earth naturally.

10
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9
A common day. My hill supine and blue
At a pheasant s cry, old memories arise.

Plum trees drop fruit. Sweet juice down my chin as |
kneel, gazing at the nubile dirt.

Their plot of earth, like a waiting boat.

1
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Sparrows under fen, it it.
Dark dawn becomes a sound.

A circle moon, a solitary star, linger still from last
nights sky.

In their mouths, deer carry owers.

12
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11
Layers of dawn peel from the hill.

White clouds return, illuminating herbs that
ourish year after year.

Pine winds no longer stir the mud, sodden, creviced,
bare.

Yet they break the currents route, slowing the shes.

13
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Is that rain? The daisies look cold.
Sun (dawn's peak) crawls across the hill.

Flaccid petals greet the sky (though the day is not
pretty).

They re babies! I exclaim, suddenly surprised that
owers have babies.

14
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Fine spring rains! | try moving my candle.

From a stand of elm, wild turkeys (like wind-tossed
leaves).

Hoping to draw fresh water, I climb the blue-green
slopes.

Tides rise, level with the bank, as sun and shing
boats gather.

15
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Clear light. The daisy hill awake.
Hello hill. (I m thinking its my lama.)

Sparrows chortle. Crows caw. A warbler sings
through fragrant r.

I close my eyes. Their piercing notes glide in.

16
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Today is glorious! The sky clear.

Tara land. (Cupped land.) Weeds rear their cocky
necks.

At the southern porch, with sunlight on my back,
like some crazy ower | nod.

May the thunder of the tantras shake earth and sky
and trees, | mumble (a bit delirious).

17
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By the water s mouth | wander.

Shadows sink in far-off mist, spread their ocean net.

A thin drizzle appears, disappears. As it passes it
turns gray.

My eye falls on an orchid, blowing in a breeze along
the swaggering bank.

18
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I walk to a place where owers are effulgent.

When the Buddha tosses his toothbrush to the
earth, it instantly becomes a wish-ful 1ling tree, 1
read.

To the west graze numerous gentle animals.

A tip of rye sings to itself.

19
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At dusk I climb the greening steppes, the road in
settling mist.

Crossing a bridge, its webs a whirl of drift.

Birds birds birds, their hour of grass (of wallowing).

Truculent (dancey) in a hollow by the river.

20
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Gently honking, the wandering geese.
Beaks to grass, a pack of them at day s end.

The lapels of my robe utter as I, slowly, reluctantly,
turn home.

When spring winds wake, the dead tree roars.

21
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To all my mothers and all my fathers whose tree-
house rooms will last unto antiquity.

The tales of your deeds place a person on the Path.

In beds of bog, ganders scavenge for grubs.

Above, neath a strange moon, aming clouds
spasm.

22
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Windblown rain darkens dusk.
Tills its edges, smudged by dew left behind to melt.

Green mountain, warbling nch, mind too clari ed
for sleep.

I [l wait for dawn, 1 think as I kneel, scrubbing my
feet on the streams icy rocks.

23
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With the long rains | stay home.

My window-shade aps softly.

I put on my clogs, go out to check the radishes.

Hey Molly! a woman shouts (somehow damaging
the auspicious circumstance).

24
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Handsome day! The lady wears socks.

She pauses, pulls something from her cart, then
continues pushing.

I know her, 1 think. I struggle in my mind to place
her coltish gestures.

Can | buy that doll? (Her child points to a gorilla.)
Its eyes are soft.

25
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Itsspring! Wild owers purple, violet, blue.

Through the canyons clouds, a ock of blackbirds
wash.

Though listening, | look away. My lama is near and |
am aroused.

Bracelets and rings wrap his forearms and ngers.

26
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Sweet One, are you calling?
Frogs sound from deep within the fall.

Alone | walk the creek, watch clusters of clouds
gather.

Pillows for the wings of birds?

27
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Sea-blue like a witch stirs the bubbling cauldron.

Imprints from my feet, swept clean by the tide,
star sh, shells, sea-grapes, crabs, cover of the hard-
packed sand.

Wandering here and there, | gaily pass the time.

Wild animals amble, utterly at ease, singing,

dancing, carousing, while I sleep in the tufted grass.

28
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The gist of blue. Is that the Pure Land of Ogmin?

Black of night, pink of day blue makes them
possible.

I WANT blue (crave it) imbibe it with water, though
I m not really thirsty.

Drinking blue I become myself.

29
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Dark sun shortly to be replaced by moon.
Later I Il rest in a meadow full of owers, | think.

This old body, once immune to wind and cold, looks
forward to the comforts of day s end.

Have you come from Tashi Lhunpo to take me
home? | ask a group of monkeys.

30

8/28/08 5:14:19 PM



WatchingSlow_text.indd 31

29
My hoya’s limbs like an arrow pierce the dark.

Straight to the sky the hawk ne er makes a steadier
path.

A windbell chimes, ting-ting, ting-ting, casting
emptiness to the hills.

My mind snaps it up.

31
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Clouds gather. The Dharma Hall is wet.
One sprig utters despite a lack of breeze.

In the mountains dawning mist, | ip impatiently
through a text.

Every day it s the same.

32
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Moss darkens as it rains.

Trees drip on slippery, turquoise rocks.

Naked in the stream, | wade out past the reeds.

Later 1 walk the hill. A circle of mares rests calmly in
the grass while a strong brown beauty swathes their
anks with cool, clear water.

33
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The gate shuts. Click!

Hallowed aloneness, sanctioned by dazzling stars.

I sit by my window, loath to move . . . to breathe
even . .. lest the pleasure distill.

Tonight I will not read.

34
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Look! The sun! It hits a white camellia.

Cook-smoke glazes early morning light.

A gentle breeze stirs. A ferry departs.

Strange birds call as I walk north.

35
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In and out, the scalloped pools, a light breeze leaves
scattered petals.

Their pink, rose, yellow, brighten the mountain
wood.

Look at the sky! someone says pointing to its
eastern corridor.

| am a tuna. Devolved from the three elds. Now,
near death, my dry ns ail. (My thoughts become
nonsensical.)

36
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Sitting on a hill I watch the embers fade. (Stumps
that remain, mere charcoal silhouettes.)

A creek gurgles loudly. As it carries off ash, I nd its
chatter soothing.

A crow its about before drifting through debris.

Its reddish tail disappears leaving the landscape
unchanged.

37
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Vast time descends across the ridge.
Vast wind, the plateau covered with cinder.

Tiny birds drift in and out. Their drab feathers fade
in the chilly air.

Neither swishing willows nor sparkling streams dash
through elds of mustard and peas, as they did in
Tibet ... or do.

38
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Sing owl. With your hum sounds the Pure Lands.

Sleep animals. The fat of the summer will hold you.

I sit in cool shade. Admire their delicate fur.

Please take care of yourself, I think.

39
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Ten thousand gullies, invisible.
A dark moon rises in seasonal white dew.

Thunder, then wind, though the latter comforts with
its fresh, eucalyptus fragrance.

By a bog, swamped in ominous murmurings, | pass
the smolderings of a farmers re.

40
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Home again, I wash my legs and hands.
Chortling sparrows swarm the silver bush.

Dusk creeps in. Tomorrow I Il mend my sandals,
I think, noticing my cloak streaked with mountain
shadows.

That a full view of sun is blocked by the hill makes
its radiance even more marvelous.

41
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Cutting my toenails by a sunny window  Magic
sun, | think, are you paying attention?

(My tomato vine dangles over parched scratched
mud.)

Like a passion- ower it blooms, providing lion-
thrones for kings.

A swastika, some kusha grass, diamond and moon,
for my dorje cushion.

42
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Weeds clog the gate. Ground Ils with trailing
gourds.

| hate gourds, their owner used to say, so villagers
came to gather them.

A girl from the bridge (her gaze is intent). Gritty
sunglasses sag.

One dove coos. Coo coo coo. Its imago in the
deafening moon.

43
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West of the bridge, east of the willows, heat, ies,
what compels me to return?

Late-summer night, its fathomless pink.

China is hot. You are old. In your own country the
water agrees with you, | muse.

Teacher, protector, kind dharma lord, may your
radiant qualities instill in me this lineage of the
wordless.

44
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