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If only I could walk here by this lake, 

If only I could walk here by this lake, 

with your hand round my arm,

listen to the cricket sing, 

and see butterflies flutter their wings,

weeds of various kinds hang

by the water to look at their faces.

If only I could sit on this stone chair with you

and watch an elder practice Taiji 

on the opposite shore in containment,

and a fisherman hold his fish pole 

in utter concentration,

and ants line up to work for their queen.

If only I could live among trees

with a hut built just for you and me,

I would grow vegetables

and cultivate millet and rice for food,

I would pick up wildflowers to please your eyes 

and your face would mirror a radiant smile.

If only I could ponder with you,

we would lose ourselves in an ineffable state 

where you and I mingled in one 

and everything existed formless,

and when a swimmer intruded into our solitude, 

we would open our eyes and smile

and see a white egret spread its wings under the azure sky.
Morning, October 2, 2010, by the lake.

I dreamed about the ancient land

I dreamed about the ancient land

where kingdoms vied for dominance.

An image developed in a grassy slope

which makes every heart ache for love. 
She held her skirt and ran wild

and threw herself down under a maple tree.

In her hand were some bamboo slips;

she read them and was possessed by ecstasy.
She rolled around, propped up her head
and pondered with mysterious smile. 
Her waist was tender,

her upper part bore ripen fruits,

her hip lay like a hill’s graceful curve.

It was said when she glanced,

a city would fall;

a kingdom would be brought low

when she glanced again.
She enamored an arrogant king; 

a nation of wealth was for her to squander,

yet, her heart was never tamed.

Who knew what was written on the slips?
When the city was in flame  
and the king’s head was hung in the marketplace,

was she killed by an arrow piercing her chest

or, attaining immortality as her beauty does,

she still rides on a boat in a mystical lake with her love?
Morning, October 4, 2010

I have finally found a place to pine and die 

I have finally found a place to pine and die, 

to pine with love, to die in peace, 

to sit still in a cave 

and let ivies climb my torso and limbs. 

I am the ancient Indian prince.

A bonfire burns like amber in my consciousness,

waves lap the shore sounding like a mantra,

expending further and further,

close your eyes with me 

we are roaming in a wider and wider sea.

I fetch the water from the lake by day

and see the wild chrysanthemums’ yellow smiles 

hibiscuses in blossom, graceful women. 

I am not ready to extinguish my fire,
nature and you have stoked me with abundant fuel.

Come tomorrow, my shepherdess, 

to graze your sheep in this lake valley

and prepare for me a bowl of milk porridge.

I will have a bath in the water springing deep underneath,
my Ganges pouring to me from a nameless shore.

Hover with me, the spirit of my passion,

my last obstacle entangled me in this wonder.

Don’t you see, my boat is lying for you,

the cave is our cave, the lake is our lake,

from now and here on, we are one and one with all.
       Morning, October 5, 2010

In the enchanting summer night

In the enchanting summer night

when wind is mild and stars are high

and sweet air makes you too drunk to stand,  

then set up and stoke a fire by the beach, my friends, 

dance around and burn with the flame.
Invite Dionysus to your camp, 

distil wine from plump fruit

pleasant to eyes, difficult to keep.

Late in life, dreams will fly in your doting minds. 
In the long pitch-dark winter night

when you are encompassed by lonesome sights 

your loudest scream from your deepest throat cannot penetrate,

then set up and stoke a fire in the forest, my friends,

huddle around it and invent stories,

scare the ghosts away from the haunted place.

Let the bonfire shine on the deepest grove 

lurking with beasts, sizzling with snakes,

until the spring rewards your endurance with a wreathe.
Afternoon, November 13, 2010 

The water of a spring is pent up

The water of a spring is pent up

by the wall of the well.

Touch it, it is so pure.

Drink it, it is so sweet.
So still, it cannot flow.

It doesn’t gush.

It has no pulses. 

No, all those are wrong. 

It is the same water everywhere.
Only,

it is sinking into the longest and the most violent dream

in which the thickest wall is breached.  

Evening, November 21, 2010

Sometimes, it seems

Sometimes, it seems

there were no blood coursing your veins,

no birds’ chant could remind you

of the joy and surprise of being alive.

The lake water was deadly still;

the sun wore a forced smile

and its light had no heat,

numbing you into a deeper and deeper mist.

Surrounded by the green hills,

you mock their showiness.

Are you blue,

or brewing blues out of the blue?

The sea is ebbing to the lowest,

you have no choice.

Don’t try to reason,

just remain there

and cherish the moment of your lifelessness.

Let the summer to the winter sink;

Its bareness is the herald of the spring.
           Afternoon, November 24, 2010

In the distant end of the phone line

In the distant end of the phone line

came a voice that would send 
a thrill down your spine. 

She was a melancholy girl

living in a city, a sea of neon light.

She had to appear to be bright

among the cool and calculated minds. 

At times she fooled around with friends 

in busy streets and carousing bars. 

She would rather lock herself home

with Buddhist chanting on.

Both innocent and experienced,
no snapshots could capture

her moments of various blossoms. 

She had suitors with fortunes

lining up for her in patience. 

Yet, her mind seemed 

hovering over the moonlit water,

searching for a nameless sailor 

bewildered on the chilly sea,

yearning to grow a seagull’s wings. 

Years roll on and on 

until you have only the phantom of her youth.

She may vanquish or grow old in an alien land.

She is Wordsworth’s Lucy 

and Yeats’ Maud Gonne.
           Evening, December 2, 2010

All fell silent

All fell silent,

only the chanting,
or rather, the vapor of tears

still wafting down the tunnel

to a maze of a deep forest.

A flock of bats flew in darkness

where all converged,

all impulses, yearnings and despairs.

A thick layer of leaves

decayed in dense moisture.

There were so many signs of lives,

so many longings for rebirth.

The damp air was the fluid in a pregnant womb 

mingling with the endless prayers,

the very chanting that melted and regenerated.

Drowned in the music,

her eyes closed,

her mind was drawn to a vista

where a new life was being fermented.
          Night, December 10, 2010

Under the cotton trees 

Under the cotton trees, 

the carpet lawn is strewn
with their scarlet flowers.

Up over their leafless canopies, 

crimson buds and blossoms 

are burning flames.

Where is there so much blood

bursting out of their veins?

How can their barren branches, 

without a single leaf,

sprout coral longings out of nowhere? 

Even the pale twigs taking their backseats

are dyed in red.

If you pace underneath,

can you bear 

the red on the ground against the green

the red above, violent and wild?  

You’d better quicken your steps, 

or you would be lured to linger on and on

until your heart were set on fire.

          Night, December 10, 2010

A heart can be light as a cloud 

A heart can be light as a cloud 

or laden with trash, 

smelling, disorganized

in a dumping ground.

Is a sentient being born with privileges 

or a speck blown by a whirlwind into existence? 
A hermit drank the water of the melting snow

at a peak he had trekked a thousand miles to.

Is his a lonely heart

that has tasted the bitterness of humanity,

that has bowed off the stage

through an exit of obscurity, 

or a shining jewel, polished off the dirt, 

that answers his every whim,

quenches his every thirst, 

and illuminates his dark and solitary path?
Could he in his state of bliss 

tell me why I set foot on this earth in the first place, 

why my heart sometime blows up a hot air bloom, 

sometimes bursts like the Shuttle burning out in the sky? 

His light steps come in tandem with his telling beads.  

Are they the echoes of the celestial dance,

or an anesthesia to the anguish that has bothered him much?
           Afternoon, December 30, 2010
Could I bear the tyranny of Time
Could I bear the tyranny of Time 

when I would see it carve the bark of a limetree 

on her face of an autumn full moon

that once had been mirrored in all rivers and eyes? 

Could I swallow the jeer and insult, 

when I would see her walk stoopingly 

in the wood that used to be the haunt of our youth?

She once stood in a boat on the lake 

created by a waterfall, with her body in bikini,
smooth as a mermaid glittering in the sun.

Could I surmise my own demise, 

when these very hands emanated musk 

by touching that very skin of hers

which was the temple of all loves

that sheltered one from all searing heats?

How could I let age spots encroach on
my own hands sanctified by the only divine?

Before they grow unsteady, they should gild

on the flying wheels of Time, with my craft,   

the enchanting image that thrills all the stars. 
               Morning and noon, January 2, 2011

A Vision 

I will surely meet you there, so immense and boundless.

We are intimate, though we have no forms to kiss and embrace.

Nothing can ever be lost or need to be completed.

There is only light. I find no image of my Lord, 

no smiling faces I visualized through the veil of my tears,

no silhouette of the white Himalayas against the blue sky,

no prayer flags flying in the cool high-altitude wind,

no army of working ants dismantling a colossal deserted ship,

no sophisticated calculations in a marketplace or a show-off in a palace.

There is only a feeling of putting my way-worn feet in a stream,

a moment of the high plateau’s serenity flashing in my brain,

a pressing on my palm of a woman’s soft hand while we dance,

or a voice of a native minstrel vibrating my heart strings.

I forget about my Lord, unaware of his boat lying empty at a ferry on a rainy day.

I forget about you, unconscious of your gloomy face facing a lake on a dark night,

yet, in this awesome immensity, all is in one and a whole,

in absence of my eyes, ears, nose, mouth and hands. 

                   Autumn, 2006

Poems 2014

It seems to be 

It seems to be 

a quarry of broken concrete

crooked steel beards 

pointing out in disorder.

You will live in time

in it, a mansion

echoing your soft whispers

and your gait in every mirror. 
A shadow

A shadow

of a bamboo grove 

on a wall,

a Jackson Pollock masterpiece.

The moonlight paints without hands 

while Jackson dances a monkey dance.
             2014/2/18

If I could distill 

If I could distill 

every whim and glint

from my mind 

and install them in a robot,

I would welcome euthanasia 

and wake up a thinking machine

and happily discard the corpse

as a defunct organ

after a transplant.

Then write, my friends, 

and reassemble yourself in letters.

You will pace out of your dead body alive

as the moon walks in every river and lake.
                 2014/2/20

A lakeside banyan 

A lakeside banyan,

with its aerial root dangling,

is a guardian 

to the retreat I frequented.

Eager to see it take root,

I picked up a rock

and pressed its beard

on the glassy ground.

But every time

a visitor or a stroller 

held and swayed the root for fun.

They took it from the soil,

while I wanted them kiss.

This game seemed going on for good. 
One day I saw it hold at last. 

And now it has grown

to be a supporting trunk

as big as my arm. 
          2014/3/5

Reading The Classic of Poetry
My new round of a ten-year 

self-imposed moratorium

on reading in Chinese has begun,

but I allow a minor exception

by placing the Confucius-edited 
Classic of Poetry within my reach. 
Words thousands years old

are still fresh and in use today. 

Moments of joy then,
hearts pressed by human cruelty,

seem to be portions of life now. 
I see mulberry leaf-picking girls

work and sing, giggling their way home. 

A maiden urges her love not to climb her wall

for fear of her parents and brother’s eyes.

A man meets a woman in the wild,

has sex and feels contented. 
A wife kicks her husband out of bed 
lest he may be late in court service.

An abandoned woman narrates
her lament in plain words.

Youth gather by a riverbank, maybe, 

an encouragement for sex to boost birth. 
A petty servant burdened by office

utters his helplessness.

A soldier marched to war in spring

when willows were swaying in the breeze, 

only to return in winter

when rain mixed with snowflakes falls.
An aristocrats complains the chaotic time 

while hymns are sung to the royal forebears.
I love the book so very much,

a time tunnel for me to go three millenniums back,

experience the ancient’s sorrows and romance,

and return with a sharp awareness

that we have lost our innocence

and created a much worse incurable mess. 

                   2014/3/8

Metamorphoses of Poetry

The airs from fifteen kingdoms, 

mild and sweet,

blew to the South a cloud of tears. 

Qu Yuan drowned himself in the rain. 

Tao Qian brewed his wine

and drank in his hermit hut.

Li Bai rode on his eagle

flying by mountainsides.

Du Fu, a refugee with a lute,  

sang for his fellows displaced.

Li Shangyin walked under

cherry blossoms in morning dews. 

Rumi whirled in trance

and ignited his longing into flames.

Shakespeare housed his love

in a crystal time capsule.

Keats wandered in poppy land

listening to his nightingale 

sing peace his pain.

Baudelaire kept a garden

of wicked fleurs

guarded by toads wet and cold.

Eliot produced walnuts hard to crush

while Pound, a Medusa,

turned whatever he spotted into rock.

And now mushrooms pop up everywhere,

grow fast, die quick,

infiltrating slimy murky fluid into earth.
I’d rather see in my dream, 

out of the desolate scene,  

a veiled woman walk in a sea of sands,

or Aragorn’s Queen of Gondor 
pine away in the woods of Lothlorien. 
               2014/3/9

Pomegranate fruits 

Pomegranate fruits

on an obscured tree,

as red and ripe as women.

One bursts open

and exposes its seeds

in a crevice.

It dawns on me 

all of a sudden

why Solomon’s poems 

to Sheba 

have such a power

to enchant and ensnare.

Paolo and Francesca

Paolo and Francesca

are seen in 

Blake’s whirlwind, 

Rodin’s Kiss,

and Rossetti’s dreamy hues.

Thousands have joined them 

to moan their fate,

in social media and on stage.

Dante in exile heard their story

and put down just a few lines in his books.

Why is there such an endless repercussion?

Maybe due to their innocent love

facilitated by a romantic book

and a passion ended in 

their unnatural deaths.

Maybe, in every moaner’s heart,

there is a hidden impulse,

just like theirs,

ready to explode out of control.
               2014/3/17 

The music flowed

The music flowed

and your tears sprang.

Mountains within me

have since echoed it around

for years on end.
Nothing makes me

at this moment aware more

of the paralysis of my words,

only the sound has power

to scatter me into the air. 
There may be sorrows in it

that flows a Ganges of tears,

but more the forest of mercy

where unworthy souls seek refuge,

or a vision of your sweet chamber

which seals off all my senses

with fragrances of a happy death. 
I felt like kneeling down

and putting my head on your lap then.

I long now for your spring rain

to soak all over me again.

The incantation still has magic

to put me in your garden of tulips.
It always seems a soft spot

inside me is intruded

when the ritual I perform 

is witnessed and overheard. 
             2104/3/24/01:51

A ram went off his herd

A ram went off his herd

wandering in a lush valley.

He is an envy of his peers,

a headache for the shepherd.

Better he is dead

than his making our docility

more like timidity and ordinariness,

most blames him this way in secret. 

A few ewes may praise him

for his guts and Odysseus’s wild spirit.

They bleat loud toward him,

trying to call it back,

or even show their love.

The solitary sheep does want a company,

but he insists on a condition

that a caller should split from the frock

and become a roaming ewe.

Their mutual bleats go nowhere,

’cause that for ewes is too much, 

and the herder perceives a threat

and harbours a heinous design

that he is better completely lost

or be sacrificed right at the spot. 

                2014/3/27  

Nietzsche

You can never feel ease 

and in peace with Nietzsche. 

He is a storm, 

laughing at your stagnant water. 

His is not a place to take shelter,

but a place to face nature’s full force,

a volcano,

a pounding of hailstones of unusual sizes.

Seek not to be comforted,

seek to be purged yourself off trash

that has been stuck to you 

without your knowledge. 

He is your ship on a tumultuous sea,

heading nowhere in the whirlwind,

but if you are lucky enough

to get off board in one piece, 

You’ll feel refreshed, 

inspired, full of surprises,

after the rocky and bumpy ride. 

             2014/5/9

Poems 2015

A deceased person,

A deceased person,

or a historical figure,

when being mentioned,

is usually followed by

a pair of brackets indicating

his year of birth and death

with a hyphen in between. 

A person alive

has only his birth year

followed by a hyphen

with an open end.

The short line seems 

waiting for the missing number

to be filled in. 

Once you were born,

you were given

a number, a hyphen 

with its quiet longing

for a conclusion,

sometimes with patience,

sometimes without. 
       2015/5/23

A snare
A snare,

your heart is a hare,

wherever it ends up in,

there is a snare. 

Or it’s a deer 

enmeshed in a huge net.

When you feel most free,

the net is being gathered.
             2015/5/15 

All flowers are sexy 
All flowers are sexy 

and yet innocent. 

They are plants’ sex organs.

Like butterflies out of their cocoons,

they enter into a frenzy of mating

and die shortly in content. 
A rose bears her heart

with her juicy redness,

and her obvious intention 

to love or to be loved.
A chrysanthemum, a plain lady
with common senses, wears a smile,

and nods in the wind,
an invitation to befriend.
A lotus stands in aloofness

with an air of being a high-born, 

but she seems smiling in secret

if you pay homage

to her in worship.   
A rhododendron blossom

is most guileless and direct. 

She simply reveals her loneliness

and a need to be accompanied. 
Most of them laugh and scream

like cats’ cries in spring. 

But they are most lovely

with purposes of their own.

They live like us, especially poets.

A drive to self-preserve for eternity 

prompts a flower to bloom. 
2015/3/29

An Ode to Chinese,

The only language river flows nonstop from extreme antiquity to modern days.

To translate 

a traditional Chinese poem

into any other language 

is to smear it,

to reshape a swan into a duck.
If you care about

how my ancients did

their language acrobats, 

come, 

I will show you

how each character

find its way from the wild 

to a turtle or a bison bone,

to a cast bronze,

to a bamboo or a wooden slip

to a piece of silk or paper,

its forms, from crude cuts

traced back four millennia plus,

to the script of Chin

with smooth lines

dancing like court girls

unfurling their long sleeves,

to Han’s official style

of willowy charm, 

not to mention the regular script

with strength and pride

on which modern print Chinese bases,

and the cursive style,

to give you a hint of its power,

Jackson Pollack may know a little. 
With image characters 

combined with vivid verbs

without much use of pronouns,

with prepositions out the picture,

adverbs and adjectives’ functions

derived from picturesque nouns,

never with such things as

definite and indefinite articles,  

singular, plural and tenses, 

a cluster of a few lines

will give you the wonder 

of Milton’s lofty mind, 

Shakespeare’s skill to enslave words,

and a Romanticist being tortured 

by the Beauty and his mental storms.
In Li Bai, 

you will experience

the sky and earth linked 

via the mountains he trekked. 

you will see flowers, birds, 

clouds, rivers, the sun and moon…

explode into wonders and his lament,

and his voice can be so fine tuned,

his negative capacity is such

he imagines himself

to be his wife answering his own letter,

which makes you swoon by the tender love,     
and his sympathy to a court beauty’s 

marriage to a nomadic tribal head

perpetuates her sorrow 

that still cuts and bites deep into your flesh.
And his is only the extreme tip of an iceberg,

literally, of the whole body of Chinese verses. 
Don’t expect narrative scenes 

similar to Homeric war,

or a long discursive rendering,

for how you can

set your wildest horse run

forever on earth and in the sky

without its slacking or dropping dead. 

To Chinese eyes,

lines without imagery are unpoetic. 

We have only lyrics 

that make your heart strings coil and loose,

and you are forced to bounce,

and find it hard to keep your hands still.
                2015/5/19  

Crawling on a page of my book,

Crawling on a page of my book,

an insect was so tiny, 

tinier than a pinpoint 

or a needle hole,

I couldn’t make out

its eyes, ears, nose or mouth.

Its moving body must have been

supported by its busy running legs.
Why it existed and came here,

I wasn’t sure.

I guessed it would die soon in hours. 

Sometimes, I had patience 

to let one go. 

Sometimes not, 

I dusted the page with my hand

and a trace of a thin yellow line

of its crushed body 

dashed on the page. 
I wondered whether some Force 

must have been observing me

reading in Its wood

and being puzzled in the same way 
I had been puzzled by the insect.

                  2015/4/19
From an opening 

A translation from one of my poems in Chinese. 

From an opening 

I saw the plants in your garden,

mandragoras, mandrakes,

henbanes and poppies.

A puff of fragrance 

carried by a breeze

lured me to roam in it. 

You shut me out in time

out of compassion 

to save me from being perplexed, 

but my soul had condensed into the night dews,

dropping lightly on your leaves and petals.

They would smile for a moment  

in the morning sun

and then blend themselves 

into your sweet scents.

I had discarded my body 

to trace your essence

which put me into such a frenzied trance.
       Written Feb. 21-23, 2009, 

Translated, 2015/4/24

Hallucination,

Hallucination,

a pond for human fishes,

without it,

we would belly up on a parched land.
We were born for addiction,

to wine, to drug, to sex,

to power and money,

to all sorts of collections,

to arts of all forms,

about all, to gods of all imaginations.
One thing is sure, we cannot survive

facing the grim reality of endless toil.

We need dreams to restore our minds

burdened by daily calculations.

We need to go beyond

the two ends of a tight rope of life.
Cities glittering at night are dreams,

and it’s now clear

rocks and mountains are dreams,

countless balls hanging in the sky are dreams. 

All plants, crawling insects 

and us, a paragon of all, are dreams

and the human history is

a long dream made of billions of dreams.
For all who are dreaming and addicted,

may you avoid a way of self-infliction, 
may you not be overwhelmed by your dreams,

which may transform you to be a monster

shattering and dismantling others’ dreams. 
You may make a castle perch on a mountaintop 

and decorate it with all your whims,

but do it without shedding any tear and blood,

do it with a sheer power of wonder within yourself.
                  2015/5/13 
If my poems had wings 

If my poems had wings of your music,

yours and mine would intertwine

and echo around the mountains

a story that were ours, 

a longing that would flow 

a ribbon of a river or clouds.

Scatter me into the air

I don’t want a body 

and a tongue of words.

I want your invisible notes 

carrying my dusts 

to the deepest chamber of your heart.

Oh, no, dusts are too heavy

I want to be light reaching

wherever your songs flies.

I want to be with you

to fill the morning woods

with the sorrow and ecstasy 

from a wanderer’s strings.
            2015/4/25 

In a long gingham coat

In a long gingham coat

soft in texture, rich in colours,

she was a spirit of spring. 
Dark hair, straightly-snipped 

around her shoulders,

she adjusted it for a selfy

against her mobile screen.
Delicately made up, 

camellia smile,

her perfect face 

absorbed in her sweet dream.
With mild paces, 

her high-heeled feet

stepping on a paved street,
while cotton trees were in blossom,  

she snapped countless self-portraits.
The innocent breeze   

swelled up and swayed

her robe-like heavenly coat.
A passerby could not help 

but stand and observe  
such a pluming in spring. 
A long-tail bird flew off a tree

circling around her in a ring,

He seemed curious about 

her origin, her next sojourn 

and to her what Time may bring. 
2015/3/23

In the gathering darkness

In the gathering darkness,

a middle aged woman 

rummaged a garbage bin

by a lake mirroring 
night lights and moonshine 

for discarded plastic bottles

she pressed flat to save space 

and put them into 

a big black plastic bag

she carried on her back. 

She then walked down 

a neatly-made ring road

through a little round square,

where tourists watched

swans and played by day,

toward next garbage bin

in the evening breeze,

with only her obscure shadow

following her to search

for her daily bread.
2015/4/24

In the Maya of Time and Space

In the Maya of Time and Space,

we are karma dust blown into shapes,

and each speck of our flesh

is proven to be a tiny spark.

Time’s arrow eternally flies;

Space’s balloon infinitely swells.
I have been bothered by “I”

which Buddha counsels me

to be just a Mirror blurred

by too many images it keeps within, 

and the objects it reflects

are waves or bubbles while they break. 
Einstein reached the ultimate;

he saw nothing but light in light. 

Fear of my demise and horrors 

in what is so real as our world

drove me away from the ant cave 

to speculate in a glade.
Now day is dawning and stars fade.

In a dream within dreams,

you and I are in fact linked to

the same Source beyond words, 

yet It permeates and underlies everything. 
A drop of dew may disappear

but its content never ceases to exist.

A fish may pop up and dart under 

but it must be somewhere in the sea. 

By the shore, the setting sun glows

amid rosy clouds and seagull wings.
2015/3/25

May it be a Voice

May it be a Voice

sings all hearts to peace,

brings the wicked to innocence,

mends the earth and heals the wounded.

One step departure from where you should be,

you try to unfurl a standard on the hilltop of your own,

you create a discord that brings your downfall into an abyss.

A blind man can’t lead,

a turmoil of desires seethe,

a cacophony drowns birds’ songs,

too many wanderers lose their ways home.

May a thread of light pierce into your cave’s opening,

may the light dance bring a revelry to the dismal place,
may a chorus in tune with all instruments bring tears to your eyes.

A slave enthralled 

with an invisible bondage

fights like a free man in a sea of pains

while Sirens’ voices lurk in a distant reef.

May it dawn on you that you are your own enslaver

and all you’ve encountered is your enmeshed self in a dream.

May it be a Song drowns your cry of fear in a calm morning sea. 
                       2015/3/28 
The greatest sin 

The greatest sin 

is to have made Eve eat the Apple.

The greatest love 

is to urge Eve put an apple back.

But to achieve the later, 

a threat of the fire of hell 

and a sword barring an access to 

the Tree of Life simply don't work.

An ocean of compassion,

most subtle, tireless persuasions

like a breeze’s talks to a tree

have been tried, 

without much guarantee of success. 

                  2015/4/27

Moon waxes and wanes

Moon waxes and wanes

veiled and unveiled by clouds.

Surfaces of the Earth shift around,

which in a Chinese idiom:

The sea may turn into mulberry fields.
An insect born in the morning

may die in the evening.

The polar star may move

and constellations turn.

Change, change, 

to everything seemingly fixed

to things there for you to grasp

to things already “yours”.
A movie ends with a city

shaking on the horizon of the sea,

like a mirage in the Taklimakan,

while on it a little urn of human ash
drifts up and down.
You may have your fair share

of impermanence,

yet you tend to suppress it 

as a hidden skeleton, the Death,

in your closet,

but you often hear 

its dangling in your dreams,

or even in your moment of ecstasy,

which you fans away like a gadfly. 
How about be plain with it,

open your senses

to the autumn leaves 

yellowing and falling,

to lava spewed up by a volcano, 

to buildings bulldozed down and rebuilt,

to tides flux and ebb,

to winds move around you,

to the furniture and books

and your cozy nest, 

which you take for real,

but their every elements 

like those in your body 

are getting older every second

towards their final falling apart,

and to your old photos,

to people around you,

how a friend’s face changes 

in a space of a few years,

how many go, how many come.
To hold and look at the face 

of Impermanence, 

to be aware of Time and Death, 

is not a joy-killer, 

it is a dance with changes

you need to learn, 

is a mindset of letting-go,
a process of dissolution
to be in tune with everything,

so that Time and Death 

will have nothing to do 

when they find out 

you have already danced,

as they come to force you to learn, 
out of a tough love of caring ones.

  2015/5/21

Reading Baudelaire

Reading Baudelaire 

even in English, 
I feel like I’m walking on 
a street of perfumes,

neon lights of all sorts 

beaming to my eyes. 

Like a destitute rural child

with a candy in his hand,

he doesn’t want to finish it fast. 

I never jump over a page,

or count how many pages left. 

When I put it away, 

I save it for the time I need it most. 

Out of dumping ground

of filth from human hearts,

he was an artist making collages

of masterpieces out of his picks. 

Don’t think he is one of you

brewing toxic drinks.

Don’t think he smears you

by exposing a corner of your heart 

crawling with worms. 

It is sweet to listen to

songs sung with a dreamy face,

but I prefer to be rocked and torn

by a tumultuous voice 

uttered with a face dead serious. 

Sometimes it is cold and lifeless

as if you were with a loved one 

with a terminal disease. 

Sometimes you have the Beauty of Ice

beckoning you to your total destruction.

Going over the carefully-chosen words

laden with shared symbols,

and the cadence of mesmerizing lines,

you feel the giant woman, the cat,

the hair, the stone, the moon, the swan…

are all transformed into stars 

in the blue night sky over Paris.

The beauty of despair may be yours, 

but never Baudelaire’s,

his, a heart of reverie,

a shining star of eternal smile. 

                2015/5/16 
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