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Tai Mo Shan / Big Hat Mountain
1
every night the mountain climbs over

whatever | dream
it remains

beginning up

the mountain sits

for the world to roar round it

‘Big Hat Mountain’ —

when I get past the treeline

the sun will show me what I’m not wearing

these feet before me as elsewhere mine

great volumes of the sky halt here
that the lungs might touch what makes them

past last of shade of people sparse
I move mountainously

the track stands across my climbing
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trees themselves climb
— making, losing breath like me
who bends them? who’s bent to them?

everything calls me away...
look this leech! — a watch,
my fur grown into garments,
to hold the mountain off

head full of, eyes too, mouth full up
even in this making silence
I cast none of this off

paradox — this stillness sweats from me
my presence in my means deferred
that I belong where I’m no part

and have not hide nor nesting

I take the mountain up
now time has pitched its tent in me

the city’s trafficking sloughs

enough blank space
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smoulders into its autumn burden
someone is burning in the dry gully
...through the thickness of air

a broken umbrella caught in tree forks
the broken wind burnt here

far below tugs work the harbour dry

the sea faced off in its cargo of sunk truths
its grim old forevers as good as today
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a day with the mountain — what does it mean?
the wind is like rubble piled

in a silent forest where the birds

have lost sway

then the forest itself bends under divinity

centuries back the mountain gets into me
I must climb

the mountain can only be taken the wrong way:

shrines and incense fall up its sides
in the way of devotion

folk bring their birds to sing with the wild
the wind stirs up in its corners

as the sound the ear must stir from a shell
Big Hat — and the city like ears sticking out

faith occults the gradient
as if the mountain were to be believed
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striding in the sun’s vast strokes

my wrist minutely glints

I bring this cast of light on the mountain
to borrow an intensity

sun stands either side — can’t be found out
I pull the mountain up over my head
bears my sullen breath away

the mountain confesses me

I have only to come

there is something between me and it
and not a form of understanding

to take up with the mountain
is the hardest thing to do

eyes down at my pencil
the mountain won’t grudge
does not need to remember
has forgotten nothing

the boredom of the mountain
bigger than any of us

what is that speech below silence there?
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6
breath down in rich seams older than speech

I am taking down the mountain’s portrait
opinion of the place

in each lit square
faces pay for the privilege
of turning their backs on the mountain

a fine roof for all that has buried and built
and the sun singing down there

past roots, past all dim hoards

lost before measuring ever began

all that the mountain is

a fine roof
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this going nowhere stills my bones
the better of me got

as home yearns for me
how could it not?

when I myself am pacing elsewhere
how should the mountain manifest?
who can see it in me?

morning slouches with the mountain
noontide stands over, sun takes a set, quickens,
sky of bones and insects forgetting

a mountain of words against the mountain
symptom of which is self-erasure

climbing the mountain
I am invisible
does this get me nowhere?

stones washed raw

the mountain in theory is indivisible
if it leaves by the truckload
truckloads are left
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8
some divination senses me

under these weathered hands of season
I make out the character for mountain

a bell sounds where the path comes still
which deities does the mountain guard?

faces worn with kindness uphill

in shanty sides and tricks of dwelling
even this bent old joke of a mountain
half erased and ready for more

eyed but if the dollar bids

idle in such fraught desire

I honour hoping that there’s honour in it
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uphill choose one rock
to sit on the mountain
limbs rest

two bodies together

which stills the way?

the fewer my footfalls
the more in the mountain

stood among clouds
its windows thin mists

my mountain on the window here
of which the clouds are capable
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dusk is a last turn wrestles the mountain

descending, picking burrs from clothes
plucking ants from my fur

sweat dries cold

chill sets on my neck

I learn I have given the mountain my scarf
further down the mountain offers a glove
and then another for the same hand
different, another colour

I decline again

look in the morning
— how the mountain still stands
no hint of gloating
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still life that we have ornamented
catch the angles from

it casts over

pales by

comes under a spell

nights home

I face the mountain

my building casts a shadow over

the mountain shows no face

I play the guitar a tune on the mountain

quavers like sparks spun
the stars — such comrades dim about me

the mountain frames

days buried

looks on in its auspicious graves
inauspicious though to look

once in a hermitfold black night of barking
under your smoky blanket of breath

grass curls up toes

jackhammer blowtorch — these are the fauna

a postcard in the museum of what was the
mountain
a foolish old man grinds tiger bones
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after the day’s tides lock up the mountain
we all do, on all sides
the mountain is no longer at large

ever since night upended here

these bells wrung in this vindication

the mountain pursues me in my darkness
and in my knots of future

I kneel for the mountain until it recalls me
— we have all the world’s time here

god of the mountain answer me this

to be true to this place and to the earth under
to be true to this air, my here and now
whom must I mock? how?
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