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FROM WATERFALL PLOT
(AFTER WANG WEI)



207



Morning opens at f/2.8—a fast sun, the forest

tight, houses out of focus, the pasture a gesture

of fissure and blur. Ice epoxies the zaffre lake:
as if a sky had skidded, or the breech earth turn.
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Smoke from a brush fire purling down the channel,

nacreous: film exposed by a sliver in the chamber.

The extravagance of darkness, as if India inked to an

everglade haze, goes blue beyond the velour blue pines.
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The tarmac lacquered with Favrile glass,
a shard of labor flits from the hive:

a phantom ion through jetlag fog,
Astairelike on the airstairs.
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No such thing as a self, itself: a meadow is scalar,
scattered with pollia, easy peasy drizzle scats the real

estate to total social fact. +8 hours GMT: dry-down
on the gravel pit, dub step up in the boughs.
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