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LETTER FROM BEIJING 


Tonight the sky is black, 
The moon won't rise till morning. 
From this distant balcony then 
I will see the wall around the emperor's city, 
Bicycles swarming like schools of fish, 
Smoke rising from breakfast fires. 
Now in your morning you are awake 
And the sky is orange with maple. 
We face the autumn together, 
Me in the land of jade, you at Gold Mountain. 
Everywhere chrysanthemums are in bloom. 
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MANCHURIA 


In Nanhu Park 

The red and green pavillion. 

A scholar walks 

One hand behind. 

He reads aloud 

In the willows 

By the cypress bending, 

Water, reed and revolution. 
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CHANGCHUN 


Behind me the long blue lake, 

Autumn hills rising red from the water. 

Workers lean lightly on their shovels 

And the breath of their chestnut ponies 

Mists in the cool still air. 

In the mountains a train steams slowly 

West from the factory city and jade. 
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ON THE REVOLUTION'S ANNIVERSARY 


Larch and willow 

Ring blue South Lake. 

In the weeds by the shore 

A fisherman with his long bamboo pole. 

This poem is a thousand years old. 

But the banner flying red over the macadam road, 

The martial music playing over the megaphone, 

The guard with his rifle over his shoulder. 

When will it end, this loud tragic music? 

Tu Fu asked and I answer: 

In another poem a thousand years hence. 
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THE GREAT WALL 


Stallions and warriors strode 

Once on the great gray wall, 

Guardians of the earth's central flower, 

Yellow seas and silk. 

The wind of two thousand years 

Rushes down the stone mountain side, 

The sun of seven dynasties lights 

The orange autumn trees. 

Ten thousand Ii is this dragon's tail, 

The winding wall of emperor's dreams. 

I sit on the ledge of the watchtower 

And sail like a swallow on the wind. 
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KYOTO 


A garden 
A well 
The autumn moon 
All this 
Even here 
Half a circle 
Away 
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TEA 


China's long valleys, 

The fields of Assam and Darjeeling, 

Green Africa's misty hills 

Fill the shelf beside my kitchen table. 

Boiling water calms into liquid rubies, 

My cup a goblet of garnets and rubies 

And I sip the queen of camelias, 

Wine ofthe poor. 
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KISMET NUDE 


Early in the morning 

The house by the sea and mirror. 

We walk to the swale 

Where beach grass and bayberry 

Lay low on a hidden slope 

And look at ourselves from the outside in. 


No emptiness but the sky fastened 

There at Manhattan and Montauk in mist, 

Herring gulls above and we walk alone 

Place ourselves like chalk, 

Later find a nearer place 

Where a bather is closer by. 


We gather our inhibitions 

And spread them across the sand. 

Everything breathes green and still 

As our winter dreams are put by. 

We look at ourselves from the inside out, 

Walk to the water soft and free. 


When we look back 

With clear and innocent eyes: 

Joy in our passion, drunk upon the water, 

Little smiles and midday sleep. 

In those moments a garland of smail pleasures. 

Without measure, that was the place to be. 
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NEXT DOOR 


Our neighbor plants the earth 

As if this were Iowa. 

Her husband for nearly fifty years 

Grumbles about his receding lawn 

Being gobbled by tomatoes and autumn flowers. 

They eat their food that tastes of soil, 

Look at each other with dimming, softer eyes. 

And their hands warm for they are fire 

And they are music and their house overflows 

Like an apple tree in autumn. 
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DEAF BY CHOICE 


She lives in a house like mine 
But bent under shadows of her redhead son 
In love with metal and shine 
And her husband yellow with hay. 
She keeps the television up, 
Deaf by choice, chases my cat, 
Sings to birds and roses. 
At night in blue light 
She waltzes by herself. 
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WESTBURY 


No trace of Indian lives 
Can be found here among the houses. 
Not an arrow has been uncovered 
Even while digging for suburbia. 
Of course there are no headstones 
But neither are there tools or bones 
Worthy of consideration. 
Many crossed the Sound, 
Fished the waters, 
Trapped small game in the woods 
North of here. 
At this spot, 
All trees are developers' creations. 
What did the Indians know about 
The greatest plains east of Mississippi? 
If they crossed this country, 
They took their traces with them, 
Holding their lives in their quivers, 
Packing their shadows as they went. 
On this earth we grow berries and asparagus; 
Now beans and grapes grow full. 
Massapequa, look for me in my dreams. 
Tell me the secret of this forbidden place. 
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WAKING EARLY TO WALK DOWNSTAIRS 


Waking early to walk downstairs 

I hear the cellist on the wall 

And voices singing to her bow. 

~hen I neared adolescence on the city street, 

This house was born on a blacksmith's shed 

And potatoes grew on the nearby plains. 


Waking early to walk downstairs 

When my family is still asleep. 

I listen to the chorus of those 

I've never met, the neighbors from before. 

I touch the walls they once touched, 

Walk the floor they walked before. 

As for me, what will I leave and who will hear 

My voice upon the wall? 


I've often thought of homesteads, 
A house of many generations, 
Gravestones near a maple tree. 
It's not possible to be buried in my garden. 
Someone will have to pack my bones 
To take them as they go. 
We are the ones who won't stay still, 
The epoch without memory or guilt. 

I wonder which is the greater burden: 
To live in a land of ancestors 
In time counted by trees 
Or live in a house where 
Waking early to walk downstairs 
The voices are all unknown. 
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GRAVITY AND RIBS 

I swear you ask for this; 

A fastened heart upon the sheet 

Anointing the night with blood drops. 

But listen to my secret now: 

I want to suck your weight down 

And be bound by your gravity and ribs. 

Seize me and anoint me 

In the aroma of hair and warm honey. 

Held between you and the earth 

I hear the thunder of wild hooves, 

Gather flowers in a thousand streets, 

And one sunrise dissolves my prison wall. 
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MIRACLES 


Sparrows and moths 
Are the world's true angels. 
Our thoughts are stitched with dust, 
My breath I give to you. 
These are the giant wonders, 
All the miracles we need. 
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