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sediments and breccias

striated and baked
this is north

the cold caldera at once

erupting fi lling Jigokudani

Hell Valley with its hellit can only be done by walking

it concerns walkingit’s here we walk away from & to 
the same place

what’s true of mountains?their stone hearts are magmawe plant treesthat mountains can walk again

that mountains can shrug them off & sleep

(they are full of demons when wakened)

what do I know of mountains?
I know I’m walking
we plant treesthat I can walkbig toe divided
that’s the way it’s done here

the mountain breathes through fumaroles

on snow & ice(breath frosting)
where hell’s inventors
boil believers of another hell

where do the bears sleep?

where do the boars walk?

snow is dreaming our footprints
crane dancingbasket headed musicians

inventing only ourselveswhat is the yeast of hell?

Weather Mountain
what is being stolen?

Hiyori yama
the language of the body

is weathera dialect of sulphur is restless here

side booth demons stink of it 

Weather Mountain walks its own temple

Weather Mountain its own ringing bell
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moon shining on Lushan

sun shining on Schiehallion turning down another glen

east–west   into low sun
keeping going   that’s the thing

it’s done by looking
from here we look from & to   seeing our hill

from a certain distance casting the triangle after
the shape before my eyes Dunalistair’s fl ecked silver

fl oats off fl atly
singing the kettle’s being on

summergone   crouching down 

to stir the tonic   heather tea wet weather lingers   mewls

saw the sky   fre
tting the lift I’ve stood long enough

to face my rain

time to zip the blue kagoul on

‘n’ lace my bootsocks tucked in forcing the lines they climbed and they climbed

ach, how they climbed where fl occus forms cloud

woven with guiding threads
windstearing the scud off

in as long as takes to say

look at yon nipple tassel blooming on the rocks

clothbud- lichens bide

in faded patches pointing to a single star

lit in
 the sky-eye   over Craigvenie

what should I have been

well   a climber   fa
ther to seeing the world around me

beginning to look as it re
ally is

now I’d like to swim – up there

where the burn spills gurgles

where my legs can’t go far away and near
recall me the way

up Harry’s last mountain the best view of all
matinal sun shining on Lushan   moon

asleep on Schiehallion


