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Atnight when the silver stream of moonlight YTy

turns the boundless plain into a lake,
I'set the sail of my muse along the wind.

Atnight when no sounds arise
from the deep lagoon’s silent reedbeds,
glad I sing my bright hope like a sunlight's blade.

Atnight when some desperate one
1s singing, I behold from afar
the sun’s burning lip kissing warm the neighbor’s roof.

At night when a grief congeals in the garden,
through my ears I watch the coughs of death

in the groans of my hand-cuffs that are rotten.
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Poetry

isrelease,

deliverance and liberty.
Itis a doubt
culminating in certainty
and a bullet

fired eventually.

Itis a sigh of relief

in tranquility.

And 1t is the resolution of the stool
asit falls away at last

from under the feet

so the body’s load

- to the soul’s release -

is crushed under the pressure

of its whole weight.

No bird had guided me to this territory.

On this gloomy ground

by myself I had grown,

like a wild mint blooms

by the moisture of the brook
without the gardener’s intervention.
It is hence some regard me

asif I lived off their labor,

and what I pollute by my foul breath
is the air in their own cottage.
Whereas,

when they arrived at this territory,
who opened gate and face to them

but me!
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Nocturnal
If the night’s beauty is in vain,
what for is beauteous

the night -
whom for is beauteous

the night
and the unswerving river of stars
that passes cold!

And in remembrance of what memory
are the long-haired mourners

on both banks of the river

making a passion play

with the breath-taking ode of frogs,
when every dawn is pierced through
by the concordant sound

of twelve bullets?

If the night’s beauty is in vain,
whom for is beauteous the night,
what for is beauteous the night.
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Thus to Die

I wish to die the dream of acacias,
phantomly,

in alow breeze

passing hesitantly,

I wish to die

the dream of acacias.

I wish to fly the ponderous breath of petunias,
in the summer lawns,

wam and wet

in the early hours after noon,

to fly the breath of petunias.

Evenif

the azure iris of the knife

blossoms upon my bosom,

I wish to die the dream of acacias

in the last chance of flower,

and be the ponderous passage of petunias
over the sash- window hall

at seven o’clock after noon.
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Still ] Wonder About the Crow PSS )5S
Still T wonder
about the crow in the valleys of Yush: VPOt syt
With its black scissor
over the baked yellow wheat-field,
with a double rustle,
it sliced an oblique arch
from the blank paper sky,

and with the dry caw of its throat
toward the nearby mountain said something,
which the mountains
impatient,
in the dead heat of the sun,
repeated in amazement
for long in their craggy heads.

Attimes [ wonder
when a crow with that definite
undiscounted presence
in the dead of noon
flaps over the baked yellow of a wheat-field
with its mournful persistent color
to pass over a few poplars,
what does it have to say
with such uproar and rage
to some old mountains,
which these slumbering hermits
repeat to each other
forsolong
in the summer midday?
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I Cannot But Be Beauteous
1 cannot but be beauteous,
a coyness in perpetual manifestation.

So beauteous am 1
that my passage is decked by spontaneous springs:
in my surrounding world

never

is blood
the nakedness of the soul,
and the partridge never stops strutting
for dread of lead.

So beauteous am 1
that "God 1s Great"

cannot but be
your description of me.

A poison am I with no anti-dote,
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exposed to you.

If the world is beautiful
it is but praising my presence -

Youidiot man,
I am not your foe,
but your denial.
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The Kiss

Liptolip

in this quiet,

in this telling silence,

more telling than whatever counts as man's greatest marvel
in the endless string of miracles thatheis ...

In this quiet confession,
inthis "thing"
thatalip
can share
withalip
without the medium of anything to be heard... -
that deep feeling of grace, in old age
that the flight still is on,
just as it was since the beginning:
A relationship miraculous
by the trust spent in that nest
at the end of this spring,
ill the fancy to flash through a mind
in the start of an autumn.



