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Mountain colours are grand in
the evening,

When flocks of birds enjoy their
homebound flight.
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mountain poems

THAT LEAF

Another leaf softly falls

At an instant unattended.

Fix eyes upon the big tree to

Witness the grace of down whirling.

But no leaf will fall unless the moment comes,
And who is going to decide this moment?
Now guess which leaf

Will come down the next time.
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mountain verses

EVENING BREEZE

Evening breeze gently

Strips off the leisurely black

And for a moment steals into

A worn-out red. Then it summons

The soft moon to send down its light slanting,
With willow branches fluttering and glittering.
The goddess has always loved

To bless the vivacious night,

Revolting against Heaven in dark.
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DENSE FOG

After the winter solstice

The sun is too frail

To drive away

Dense melancholic fog.

The little island is left with only
A blurred solitary mountain line,
Hiding up completely

The ugly three columns.
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mountain verses

HILLSIDE

Usually at this hour of the morning
On this hillside with no one around
That man will appear, but today
Another man turns up.

Only azalea flowers survive, shivering
In the bitter cold of early January,
Boldly tangling with doom, crossing
Over New Year eve safe and sound.
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THE STONE BENCH

Even though the grey sky

Has unfolded the morning rays of winter
All over the little garden,

The stone bench is still bitterly cold.

Warm blood soon yields over to the stone’s
Frosty cold, amassed through the years;

A stream of chill then

Flows up the spine.
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mountain verses

WEST WIND

A pair of white butterflies

Meet in colourless space,
Hugging and kissing over

A ten seconds’ surge,
Announcing mutual possession,
Enchanted by deep affection.
Suddenly, not knowing why,
One flies east, one west,
Without bidding farewell.

Oh, how crisp is the west wind!
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EVERLASTING LIFE

Who has asked the leaves to sway?
Who has asked the birds to sing?
Allowing me to live life to the fullest,
Drifting around with no end.

If there were no wind,

No sound wave,

Neither motion nor calm,

Could I then gain life everlasting?
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mountain verses

THE ACACIA

Here is an acacia tree,

Struggling in north wind.

Now what, in fact, is the “tree”?

Its majestic look?

Its twigs? Its roots?

Or just one of the tender young leaves?
See, a bough snaps off!

When the wild winds subside,

The acacia tree

Remains strong.
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RESPONSE

The holy apostle smothers the sparks of fire
With wine, and the whole path is filled with
Camellia flowers caught unprepared,

So lonely, not knowing what to cling to.
Two birds, with nothing to do,

Meet on the acacia tree;

One sings, the other responds, and then

He flies from this tree to that.

Instantly, she also

Flies from this tree to that.
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mountain verses

TREES AND BIRDS

Trees without birds,
Is wordless solitude;
Birds without trees,
Is profound absurdity.
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DISPLAY

For no reason a few butterflies

Lie lazily naked on the mountain path

In this gloomy warm winter of the South
To show off bright yellow and orange.
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mountain verses

AT EASE

Back to hustle and bustle,
Farewelling the beauty of plain white,
At once suffocated by

The rights and wrongs of humans.
Profound love

Survives only in faraway forests;
Only when the mind is tired out,
Could one find oneself liberated.
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WAITING

Even the black butterfly has left,
Probably love is no longer there,
Yet the white camellia on the tree
Is still earnestly waiting.
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mountain verses

WILDERNESS

In the vast world,

Is there anybody who knows,
Whether the heart of the ape,
Or the mind of the horse

Is the same as

those of an oak leaf?

If they are different,

How should we conduct ourselves?
To imitate the ape or the horse,
Always in excitement;

Or to side with the oak leaf,
Meditating in silence?

Both are zealous followers

Of wilderness’ fundamentalism.
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WIND AND RAIN

In the evening the maple leaves
Take on myriads of colours:-
Luring greens,

Intoxicating reds.

A night of wind and rain

Tone them all to brown.
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mountain verses

BOUGAINVILLEA

The bougainvillea has

Thin stem but dense crown dropping
Deep into the green of the valley below.
Glorious and glaring purplish flowers
Bloom all the year,

Bloom all the year to cover up the sky,
Without noticing the nearby petals

Just faded yesterday in dismay,
Without considering whether

Its short life has been overdrawn.
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BLACK AND WHITE

Red, yellow, green and blue have all shied away,
Who will lead in the flow of Time?

White or black?

In the remaining journey,

Colours fusing together will bring about

Black sweeping in all directions,

Or white dominating the universe, dependng on
Whether they are light wave or colour pigment.
There are five kinds of light and ten of colour;
As everybody lingers on the long, long road,
Black and white have never been distinct, and
It is the voyager’s joy to be sometimes confused.
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mountain verses

THE WEATHER

Not yet March,

The azaleas in the secluded valley
Are already in full bloom, accepting
The rumour that spring has come;
And yet people still say,

The weather has not turned warmer.
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mountain verses

CANDID PEOPLE

Uphill in early spring

I meet a candid man in his khaki dress,
Carrying on his shoulder a spade,
Who sincerely

Reminds me to take heed,

For the mountain path is rough.

But surely it is a wide paved one,

On this beautiful spring morning.
Perhaps I too look like a candid man,
Meet him in the forest by chance,
And appear to be an old man,

And maybe a little out of breath.
Certainly I shall not forget

His thoughtful kindness.

I can still remember in early spring last year,
That worker in a funeral home,

Also at the same spot,

Made up his mind to break taboo
And coyly reveal

His so far undisclosed job.

All are candid people who love

The fragrance of grass and trees.
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mountain verses

THE WHEEL OF DESTINY

The wheel of destiny ever returns,

As you keep loitering in this space

In the hope of finding Shangri-la;

As you keep lingering in this era

All along meticulous about using

Modern or post-modern language;

As you wish to delve into an unknown world,
Attracted by fruits on the wisdom tree;

As you look into the next space to hunt for
The water-curtain cave on Mount Sumeru;

As you are undecided in the next era to stay
In which heavenly palace of fin-de-siecle.
Pushing left or right you are still unable

To leave the self-imposed space-time cage;

As yet you believe this life has been fully lived
For you witness all rainbows above and below.
But the grand spectacle of glass beads is in reality
Fictitious; fantastic kaleidoscopes just lead you
Astray, not till one day you are able to deconstruct
The bondage of the stunning, dazzling cage.
You will then start to gain

The freedom of non-attachment;

You will say good-bye to space,

You will detach from your era,

You will have broken the tight-fillet-spell

Of the ever-returning wheel of destiny.
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LOOKING NORTH

No touch of spring from the Wutong Mountain,
The white egrets still dwelling on the old trees.
Forest is quiet, flute chilly, I think of my native land;
Suddenly I hear two or three cries of evening crows.
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mountain verses

LEFT OR RIGHT

The bamboo grove on the right is dense,
While the one on the left is thin;

The dense stretch allows not even air,
The thin stretch has extensive space.

If bamboos so love sunlight,

Why not migrate to the left?
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ALL OVER

Withered branches cover the quiet path,

Fallen leaves scatter everywhere.

The expansive deep valley is sadly filled

With gravestones all over.

Blame neither Heaven nor Earth -

For life naturally begets death,

Man lives and dies without a purpose,

From days of old it has been going on this way.
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mountain verses

YELLOW BUTTERFLY

Flowers fragrant,

Forest green,

A butterfly with ochre wings

Insists to join me for a while.

In front of me, she leads the way;

Even as she encounters her mate,

She will only offer her greeting.

Surging together swiftly up and down,

But descends in seconds back to the path.
Gazing at me in silence,

Just a foot in front of me she stands

Gracefully on a heap of fallen leaves.

Readily she opens her wings,

Enchanting me with her beauty and charm,
Suddenly closes up as if abashed,

Displaying rhythm like a ballet show.

As she keeps on opening and closing her wings
With deep affection, no need to know who she is.
But let us eye each other in obsession

To exchange wondrous sentiments in our hearts.
The mountain path is long,

The little butterfly tired,

And so she beckons her spirit

To reproduce a multitude of herself.

Hence one butterfly after another

Form themselves into an enchanting regiment,
Ochre followed by ochre,

To lead my way into the mountains.

We must make good use of the remaining light -
Do not indulge in sleep and dreams;

Draw in as much energy as you can to keep flying,
I shall be your shadow following you step by step.
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WORDS OF ZEN

Light wind gently breezes, time to trace

The chirping of the early summer cicada.

An unknown bird hidden in the trees

Happily echoes

“So quiet and peaceful”,

“A scene of intense wonder”,

Just like words of Zen from above,

Inviting the unaware to listen carefully.

Over the other side the high-speed vehicles
Are rushing to exploit their engines, roaring like
Torrential waves trespassing heaven and earth,
Putting off the birds and insects in silence.
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mountain verses

THE PEBBLED PATH

Do not know how I came to love

This pebbled path through the mountains.

Here are bamboo groves shielding the hot sun,

Here are concerted chirps of cicada,

Here are friendly orchids smiling,

Here are unending murmurs of the ochre butterflies,
Beyond the pebbled path would all these cease:
Bamboo shades, cicada chirps, butterfly murmurs,
Orchid smiles? Or the bamboo, cicada, orchid, butterfly
Still prefer to weave the romantic, cozy,

Ridiculous life, which has been there without cause
Since the beginning. Perhaps

The bamboo, cicada, orchid, butterfly have already
Secretly enjoyed the world of Man.

57



mountain verses

58

THE WILD BEE

A wild bee stands quietly

On a leaf on top a bush,

Looking fixedly

With a pair of piercing eyes,
Urgently wishing to relate
Seemingly thousands of sensations.
Suddenly spinning above my head are
Vulgar sounds of another bee -
Must be signhals of combat!

Must be the most serious warning!
Have I intruded into

The most secret prohibited land?
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mountain verses

FOUND

The butterfly fairy seen once last week

Is found again at last.

She still opens and closes her wings,

But appears to assume less comfort and ease.
Flies away while I am not paying attention,
Without bidding me farewell.
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mountain verses

The Dream Abode

The level path to the Horse-head Guanyin

Is secluded and nourishes the spirit;

Faraway mountains are barely visible

In illusory bluish-gray;

Tall trees abide in all directions, with

Light and shadow interact to enhance serenity.
Beyond the Horse-head Guanyin

The path winds amid clusters of rocks,

Difficult but should lead to

The deep-seated temple inhabited by the gods.

It is only an hour’s walk from the dream abode;

As the Soul Mountain is not so far away,

May my stay be longer in late spring?

So sad the abode dream shatters,

But who is able to foretell the future?

I have been long seeking in vain the Soul Mountain,
The gods must be laughing at my inability.

This place, in fact, might not be a good choice:

As the shabby altar has already indicated.

The Horse-head Guanyin must have lent me a hand,
Keeping me away from unsafe rocks and remote paths;
Or perhaps Guanyin also wants to be left alone,

Not to be disturbed by outsiders.
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mountain verses

ENCOUNTER

Encounter, by the mountainside,

Fallen petals all over the narrow path;
No dialogue so far,

For wavelength has yet to be tuned.
Before long it stirs up

A vigorous resonance.

After the upheaval,

Rebirth slowly comes by,

To be fired into a snow-white spot,
Just like a speck of dust.

It chooses not to return with the wind,
But to spin about in air.

Has it already taken up life,

To display such rhythm of perpetual motion?
Time to say goodbye:
When will be the next encounter?
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EMPTY WHITE

Out from the car and see at once

White silver floating everywhere on the ground,
In this season,

On this mountain morning.

Tree crowns are graceful like mountain cherries,
Yielding to the enticing north wind.

Apart from a few bulky boughs,

All reflect the omnipresent white.

On the ground long grass and withered branches
Zigzag in all directions,

Without exception are coated with

A stylish thin make-up of titanium white.

Even the barbed wires on the hedge

Stick out hundreds of

Disorderly white pins

To compose old primitive pictographs.

It did not snow last night,

Yet so clear and refreshing is this empty white.
Everything has recovered its inmost essence,
Surpassing a thousand years of innocence.
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mountain verses

A PILGRIM

You are painstakingly after

A cold forlorn world,

When the birds are afraid of the cold spell

To seek shelter in the wind-sheltered forest.
You willingly throw yourself into frosty cold

In order to see the true picture of everything,
When all creatures find comfort

In camouflaged, disguised hibernation.
Wherever you go,

Even if the fleeting light so very much wishes,
The dim, gloomy masks

Cannot be taken off.

At seven below freezing, energy flees.

Raisin buns are tasty, but have to be eaten
While walking; do not sit down,

Lest bitter cold will permeate the spine.

The shoulders bear the weight of the heavy knapsack,
The heart embraces a pilgrim’s passion,

Know not where the journey will end,

Know not when the Son of Man will come again.
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LONG-WINDED

Dazzling colours fill the eye,

Silent night reigns over the bustling road.

Already two thousand years since

The Son of Man drafted the proclamation of love.
Founded not more than a thousand years

Is the majestic castle on top of the mountain.
Man now madly adores wealth,

Would not lend ears to the long-winded carpenter.
The few meticulously scrubbed guns are still
Aiming at the little sleeping island across the sea.
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mountain verses

THE CHARMING MUSHROOM

A cup of charming orange mushroom
Reclines lovingly by the side of the path,
Entices you to drink in one shot

What looks like fragrant orange sherbet.
Either you cheerfully fly high above,

Or you will merit a taste of death.
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WILLOW CATKINS

Willow catkins float everywhere; when

Bleak moments are blown in by the east wind,
Forming a thick mesh of intense spring,
Allowing no wild thoughts to go through.
Hence the soft little particles

Are not able to fall to the ground.
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mountain verses

DUCKWEED

Endless vibrations

Are transmitted through the little pond.
Duckweeds crowd themselves over

The fluttering ripples,

And follow the prevailing rhythm

To move ceaselessly up and down.
When will be the end?

Who can calm the water?
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GET LOST

We did some day get lost

Inside a thick dense forest,

In a valley with many astray paths,

At a moment unsure to advance or retreat.
The map shows nothing but confusion,
And no signpost is in sight.

While hesitating,

Bodhisattva offers us a compass.
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mountain verses

ABODE

Looking everyday for

A fitting abode.

The unoccupied hut is too shabby,

The high mountain is without a soul.

Have already covered all the roads,

And gone through all small paths.

Maybe the pair of postmodern running shoes
Is not stepping in the right direction.

An indicator can only be found in

The wisdom of the inner self.
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THE VILLAGE

How it strikes me,

This village.

Slanting light diffuses

The boundless atmosphere;

And mysteriously flickers

On the multitude of roofs.

The landmark of the village

Is still the pinnacled church;

Its steep tower has easily dispelled
The fabrications of Man.

The little paths in the fields

All start from the village roads,
And connect there to

The emptiness of Nature,

Where you can catch up at will
The absurdity of space and time,
And wait for the night stars

To allay your fears.

You have not lost

The years that are stranded in the heavens:
For they are all stored within the thin makeup
Of the unblemished girl in the Sculpture Park.
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mountain verses

PASSION

Tame the earth,

Snatch the sun,

Suck up from the universe

Nutrients amassed over millions of years,
Create the colours and images that even
An artist dare not pick up in a dream,
Seep out incessantly

A fragrance that allures,

All for that most agitated

Passion which may come

Only once in a lifetime,

Or may never occur at all;

And also for the scene revived

After the passion:

Sparks of fire rekindle in

The forlorn wasteland.

And there reappears,

The fantasy of wild colours,

The lure of hidden fragrance,

And infatuated passion much boosted.
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TWO BIRDS

Two birds make a stopover on the cable,
Talking in private,

With bodies taking part,

Giggling and flirting in rhythm,

Jiggling hands and feet in excitement,
Performing in earnest a duet dance.
One bird eagerly flies near,

The two birds hurriedly fly away.
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mountain verses

THE STREAM

At the riverside in the afternoon,

You and I have put away all tedium.
The little teahouse by the stream
Opens into a tranquil garden.

Listen to the murmurs of running water,
See how the wild flowers make love.
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MERCY

You make a vow of mercy,

Offering to ferry the ignorant across.

You always do your best,

Although you do not yet have magical power.
But it is sad to see the sun setting so soon,
Leaving Time in fear.

Unable to care for everyone,

You plunge into terror night after night.

To be sure, it is a difficult road, but you are
Not alone to climb up the mountains.

When you lose your step down to the river,
Buddha immediately holds out his hand.
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mountain verses

DEWDROPS

Dewdrops on the leaf,

After experiencing a tender night,

And fearing to see the morning light,
Fly off immediately. The sun

Actually has no ill intention,

It is, surely, the source of life;

But from time unknown, has mixed
Itself up with the ridiculous ultra-violet,
Turning snow-white skin

Of no avail into dreadful black.

93



mountain verses

94

CRAWLING

An insect in black and yellow strips,

Is half-inch long with no legs.

Its head aims at a target spot,

Curls the back like a dried shrimp,

And pulls its rear forward.

By thus shrinking and pulling again and again,
With the head go on looking for the way,

It takes ten minutes to cover a ten-inch distance;
Then it stops without knowing what to do next,
Simply enjoying a ten-minute solitude,

Finally decides to turn back,

Repeating the route in opposite direction.

After ten minutes it returns

To the original position, destined.
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mountain verses

SPRING SOIL

Fallen leaves heap everywhere,
No way to clean.

Sweep them downbhill,

Sweep them into the stream.
No one knows how they will
Decay into spring soil.

We only know for sure they will
Return to live another life.
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MY DREAM

You come often to my dream

To climb mountains with me,

To walk into virgin forests,

To glide through the clouds together,
Over streets, over hills and rivers.
Sometimes we speed like wind,
Sometimes so exhausted,

We are unable to move another inch.
We hold our hands in silence,

To look for the rest house on the sand dunes;
We lie down in green pastures,

Walk through dark, gloomy valleys.
Who are you?

The guardian angel of my past life,
Or the shadow on the white wall

In my next?
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mountain verses

THE PEAK

The peak is at sight,

Must put in more effort;

Only a hundred metre left,

Must go on with strength remaining.

But look, there is another peak even higher,
Greeting you with an air invincible!

For you yourself are within the mountains,
Unable to make out what is true, what false,
Forget that there is always another peak beyond,
Thinking an Everest really exists.

Now you can do nothing but go on climbing,
Till you are exhausted and fall to the ground.
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mountain verses

EARLY MORNING

You want to tell me about the birdsong this morning,
Relating from afar the message of unsetlled warm,
But, still cold, I am asleep again

On this early morning with light rain dripping.
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mountain verses

THE HORSE-GRAZER

In the mountains and on the river bank,
Just roam about over fields and paths.
Far away a village floats,

Shouldering the last moments of sunset.
The horse-grazer leads his horse

Moving slowly from south to north.
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mountain verses

NATIVE LAND

How can such a beautiful place

Not be your native land?

- When the big round moon is so bright

Behind the dropping willows on the riverside,

- When the strange language of the people

Is not so pleasant to the ear,

Just like the words of the old folks coming

From the village where your father was born.
Can you for one moment be bold enough to rebel,
And confer on this place a medal of our land?
Here are mountain forests you want to return to,
Here are narrow winding trails you dream of,

In spring cherry blossoms line the paths,

And in winter you tread on icy frost everywhere.
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mountain verses

MEET AGAIN

We meet again today, having yearned
For each other over the past fortnight.
The dance of ochre butterflies

Still clings to my heart.

Perhaps the gloomy heat earlier

Has suffocated our deep love.
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mountain verses

YELLOW

On the walk in the mountains today,

A pair of pale yellow butterfly is seen

Flying freely in the air,

Prettier than the ochre ones.

But the ochre ones are more loving,

Simply lying there on the yellow earth.

Suddenly blown to the ground

Are charming camellia flowers one after another.
The core of a few strokes of fresh yellow is protected
By petals with yellow seeping through white.
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mountain verses

THE OLD CASTLE

The old castle sought after by so many heroes
Has ruined walls still looking grand in winter.

The Count has gone for over eight hundred years,
Yet the dignity of a fine people still remains.

Visit again this stronghold surviving chaotic battles,
To ponder over the scourge of slavery. Now

The royal abode is turned into a business hotel;
In the conference room you can find all kinds of
Modern equipment of this digital age, like

High resolution video and broadband download;
While all old useless things have been pushed
Into the chapel museum.

History has rolled on like this,

Generation after generation of collective memory.
Who has ever paid attention to the great river,
Never lying idle since thousands of years;

To the multitude of big trees over the valley,
Always covered with snow and frost.
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mountain verses

SILENT NIGHT

On this silent night when all people rejoice,

Why is the small village so desolate?

The same scanty lights have been hung there

All these years, to re-present poverty at the stable?
Festive dinner in the hotel gets cold in gloom,

For the guests are staying home doing meditation.
The church pastor in his monotonous voice
Preaches with effort how the Word was made flesh.
Everyone ignores the great good news; while

The drunkard under the lamp is left in misery.

They say salvation is a matter of grace,

Yet it is hard to decide who are the chosen ones!
Only the layers of ancient trees on the mountainside
Have at all times orchestrated the movement of life;
Also the tactful water running in the river

Has reflected the silent moon through the ages.
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mountain verses

THE OAK FOREST

Cannot see clouds above,

Cannot see the valley below,

Have burst into the spiritual

Realm of this dense oak forest,

A paradise in the innermost heart,
A mystery in a trance.

The winter mountains are devoid of
People — except you and me.
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mountain verses

TALL TREES

Dreamland has gone forever,

For we have parted with the Vine Reserve,
Where we can dwell

Like wild birds.

West for a mere hundred miles,

The trees are no more tall.
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mountain verses

SNOW REMNANTS

Except frost on the ground,

Have not seen snow for more than ten years.

Now at a height of fifteen hundred metre,

Snow is there over the northern country in June.
Who knows what is under the large snow sheet?
Hard ground or simply a hole?

Unlike down under the bridge in thick fog — for sure
A green palace is there a hundred metre below.
Snow remnants are fast disappearing,

Cloud and rain remain.
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mountain verses

THE SIX PONDS

How could the small wooden platform

Face up to the big, big Vine?

Beautiful grass in the pond is like a painting,
Watching quietly all wonders in the Mirror;
But the Moon in the water is abashed

To disclose the illusory; the opposite bank
Cannot be seen even from a Long distance.
Even though there is still a Stretch of light,
Beautiful views will soon be out of sight,
Leaving behind only a Basket and a Ladle.
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mountain verses

THE RED POND

In mountain light hide dancing ripples.
Secluded land has already come to an end,

Yet the seventh pond of

The Vine Reserve still could not be seen.

It turns out that this pond is abandoned,

Lying by itself a few miles away.

All rugged paths

Begin from the Fairy Bridge;

As guiding sigh one needs

A red ribbon hung on trees.

To reach your favourite place,

You have to skip on muddy dirt.

Have struggled hard to arrive at the dream pond,
Yet it is not as lovely as the other six.

You have worn out your iron shoes to seek, yet
The most beautiful hides itself on the clouds.

125



s H
o EETE

seven days in the mountains,
a thousand years on earth;



