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When the Wind Is Whirling in the Valley
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Through the night valley, the wind blew
Its howls were hanging and tossing in the air
Gust after gust, sneaking into the altar
Where the Buddha's name on and on flows
In the early morning
Who is there at the window gazing out into the distance?
The wide glass window imperceptibly goes on taking pictures
Under the vast and cloudless azure
The rock-ribbed mountains sit solidly in a circle, side by side
Atop the rainless mountains
Dotted grasses and trees embellish its withered loneliness
since time immemorial
Scattered rocks bear tolerantly with their wounds
torn by Nature

Suddenly there is a thundering roar
In the twinkling of an eye the clear and bright was covered
Dust motes, in the shape of a fist, settle over its turbid mind
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e St Shad = Sunlight breaks through their bewilderment one by one
kiR ok o All of a sudden, the wind stops and there is silence,
B E% s AR T 77 The dust motes break up and fall, where do they land?
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When the wind is whirling in the valley

Without warning, its deafening roars lift clouds of dust
into the air

All of a sudden there is perfect clarity silences the mountain
and rocks

Movement and stillness alternate without a fixed time

Clarity and turbidity challenge each other

Watching the battle from the other side of the window,

Is the leisurely arose smoke of sandalwood incense

Guan Yin Bodhisattva looks down from the sandalwood table,
and listens with a faint smile

Master Bodhidharma stares out and carries a single shoe, and
examines with sternness

Who is this, who is this, who is this asking: Where is my

mind?

The wind is whirling again

The wind-carved rocks, weathering time and nature,
stand upright in the desolation

The questioning wind still roams in the valley

after night has entered

Asking again and again: Is it all anillusion? Is it?
Unsurprised by change, the moonlight flows freely
over the glimmering water

Answers without speaking, Ah, such coolness

February 2007 VAJRA BODHI SEA

37





