
The Peaches of Immortality* 

They say, “The fire that becomes known to us 
in the trees’ brocade, 
in the congealing of past and future 
where we too are learning to be born, 
burns, moves as intimately in you 
as the first walk through your kitchen 
in early morning, or the child  
at hand’s reach, or words 
heard aloud through an open window. 
And this body you release  
shudders and breaks under the spokes  
of a music that is its own. 
Its own—and the bones can be released. 

“We come to your table in the night. 
We are close, so near. 
But in the unclaimed honey of your hour, 
are you willing to be uprooted 
into the sky of your heart? 
Leave your final dust even now 
on the path of your birth? 
Be pierced by the bitter skin 
of your effulgent seed?” 

                       
                              *In Chinese mythology, the fruit of peach trees  
                                that bloomed once every 6000 was served to preserve the   
             gods’ immortality. 

      



                 Of Indian Summer              
                 (Remembrance) 

 1) 

 Ripe world in tawny harvest,  
 ripe truth in autumn’s oak— 
 we’ve followed hope to cities where  
 joy is laced with smoke. 

 Somewhere there heals in hidden 
 woods, some ancient trust 
 once planted in joy’s children, 
 but harvested in rust. 

 Oh heart’s forgotten journey, 
 oh answer from a stream 
 forgotten:  mend this honey. 
 To our dying leaves, send wings. 

 This quest—a burnished orchard 
 still infinite but dark, 
 but falling—be our remembering, 
 in gratitude and ache. 

 And courage by creek side, breathe 
 into soul’s sad mountain 
 maple’s honor and wisdom’s grass. 
 Till this long birthing pass. 



 2) 

 Now it grows late, late. 
 We begin to forget 
 what once we could trust 
 in orchard, oak, and wing, 
 long day’s slow glowing. 

 The overcrowded city of the soul 
 is glutted now, knows not grass 
 nor the infinite call 
 of children on a journey. 
 It amasses, yet grows small. 

 Will its gathered truth fall to rust, 
 to the unhealed ache and dark 
 creek of a broken quest? 
 Heart turn to smoke,  
 its harvest lost? 

 Or, in reflection, seal 
 dry wood to the green, 
 or to one still unknown, unseen, 
 even more real 
 than summer? To meet 

 despair with the slow-growing scent 
 of moistening mulch, unexpectedly sweet, 
 after leaves have dropped from the maple. 
 Unexpectedly to glean what is supple, 
 though it is not possible to retreat. 



 3) 

 in this browning, 
 deepening down, 
 to play 
 silence like a flute, 
 listen 
 to the way 
 this leaf falls, and that 



Spell Song for the Day of the Dead 

Hunter, hunter, find your mark 
in the wide, illumined dark. 
Hunted fall and prey will cry. 
Transfigured into air we die. 

All beneath death, the earth. 
All beneath bells, the will of fall: 
the skimming of death, the shaken to earth, 
scrim of bare branch and taken leaf 
in the large mouth of a mother making us 
yearn for arms to take us, telling 
our years like bells, into the well we await. 

Oh well of told things made clear 
to heart’s ear, taught to the listening child 
by life’s near straggling motions, 
and the unclear, chaotic mirror unfolded,  
unfurled wide, narrowed to one side 
before broken down, drifting sharp before 
the rung harp of winter: all goes into 
the bone-blood, and flood of weeping and laughing 
spreads like a river lapping 
the living and the dead as one. 

Lost the summit, lost the mine 
where the ore’s elixirs shine. 
We are hungry: who will fill 
our bodies with his winter will? 
Ring, ring, all will ring. 
Darts of the sun, arrows of moon, 
target the heart and reach us soon. 



                            Of Jacob and the Angel 

  Will everything be taken away, and soon? 
  Who prepares for the emptying 
  as he hovers under stars, a moon, 
  the ancestral great ones, waiting? 

  In the precious body which meets 
  a world of forces, holds them 
  in chaos or in dance, greets 
  or withstands their whim, 

  who listens for the constant battle cry 
  between the angel and the man? 
  Who accepts to try 
  shedding the blood of his own human? 

  Who is it that finally stays? 
  He struggles, dissolves, yes, to remain. 
  In the tolling of lives and days, 
  transformed.  And his work is not in vain. 

               



         

After Grief 

My friend who had lost her husband 
visited her sister-in-law in Florida, 
stood before a wall at NASA, 
stood there, waited and waited. 
Stood even longer. 
Till she knew in her bones,  
and maybe even in her blood, 
what light-years are. 

  
  



     First Waking 

Five minutes one Sunday morning, sitting upright 
in bed, not dreaming anymore.  Letting  
the lives of anyone who came to mind ~ 
a Chinese farmer, a child in war, even  
my atheist, prescient father ~ pass through.   
Knowing this time was brief.  
As though an ink brush flashed over a page 
and much could be known, had to be known, 
in a few strokes.  And these others  
were living, moving, speaking, illumined,  
narrowed, touched.  It wasn’t just that we were part  
of the same painting.  We were the ink itself. 

     



 Enigmas on a Morning in June 

What stream runs deeper than birth? 
What question have we forgotten to ask? 
Is there more than one true home? 
What is the undone task? 

Who walks in our garden without us? 
What do snow-masked mountains hide? 
Where is silence born in the body? 
Where does patience reside? 

What closure narrowed the vision? 
What lock keeps out the new? 
Who closed the door on the treasure? 
Whose tongue made chyme from the true? 

Deeper than birth runs the question. 
Patience, the task undone. 
The Visitor waits in the garden 
Where creeks of snow-melt run. 

The lock was broken by snow-melt. 
The fecund treasure grew. 
The narrows—stream of the forgotten— 
Perceived, ran clear and new. 

The intimate gate made open, 
The intimate ground made soft: 
Illumine the whorls of the ear 
Where home resounds, aloft. 



Yudhishthira Tested by Dharma, His Father, in the Form of a Crane 

Already, the crane had asked so many questions of me 
by the lake where I stood, thirsty, 
with my dead brothers below me in the grass. 
We had been hunting in the heat, near the end of our long exile. 
We had come to this lake, and one by one stooped to drink. 
The voice warned, “Do not drink before answering my questions.” 
My four brothers–heroes whom no man could kill–drank. 
I alone paused. 

Now, quietly, though the cold stake was my life, 
the crane asked and I answered, all through the afternoon. 
My answers sounded in the air much as his questions did, 
as though our two voices were equally known  
and vastly unfamiliar to me. 
“What is born after its birth? What has no heart? 
Who always travels alone? What is swifter than the wind?” 
I tried not to look at my brothers and I must have answered 
well, for he went on asking, hour after hour, 
until night had almost swallowed the trees. Until one question 
made me pause longer than any other, 
pause long with fear and wonder because I knew, 
this time, that I truly could not answer: 
“What is inevitable for man?” 

I looked then at my glorious dead brothers. 
I knew that afar, our wife’s heart was beginning to break. 
I knew this. I realized there was little hope. 
I was half-child of a god, and my humanness would fail me. 

Suddenly I remembered a moment long ago, one morning, 
when amidst all our grandeur I perceived 
the bowl of fruit before me on the table, and beyond, 



the steaming light above the still-dark river. 
I remembered thinking, “Everything is ashine with itself, 
but does not know it. We are both ourselves and metaphor, 
and there are no secrets: everything in the universe 
is read out loud. The apples on the table are loud 
with themselves. The long light on the river 
is loud. The angry corpse of the monkey in the rocks 
by the road is heard too. Even our dead are not silent: 

they have left their scars and lilies in our ears. 
What remains is greater than any remembered melody. 
It goes into the rivers and spaces and unites 
with everything we have wanted for so long.” 

And recalling this moment so long ago, I knew 
that I knew what is inevitable for man. 
And said it. “Happiness.”     



                      at a feast that renewed the gods’ 
immortality 

“Each Day is a Living God of Time”   
                      
                      ~from the Maya, who worshiped Time 

Yes, I may die in a small room, and worse, 
in some pinched space of myself 
where no sky enters, where fear and pain 
are all, and the first gull-sound 
of the infinite is mistaken  
for an old refrigerator’s creak.   

But to knock now on the half-locked door  
opening out of the petty, the pinched, 
into the heart’s green soil-way,  
its spring-source, flame, and river: 
   
Is it too much to ask of this seemingly 
modest day, which again arrived perfectly 
over our beds and houses, with time’s taper  
lit, gold and great, munificent, 
even while melting away? 


