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invoke a spirit I 
am sure of this. Rubbing 
over a stomach with 
blood from the thumb of 
our butcher’s newborn 
will create balance in 
t au tnes s : a s ewing 
needle disguised in the 
p o r k m i n c e c o u l d 
become a leech black 
and wriggling, a comma. 
On the path from the 
hospital bamboo shoots 
surviving three frosts 
seemed to be the only 
medicine I could think 
of; the black earth bald 
and grainless, new to 
heat and waiting to 
break, opening here 
opening there opening   
here      once     more

. I bend down to watch a clasp of yarrow flowers 
sprout, white petals clumping together like overcooked 
spittles of rice, thinking that it was too late to do 
anything now: no thorns nor crickets this year—nothing 
that could be teased out into a ritual. Instead descending 
like a curse the rainclouds burst over this side of the 
valley, some artefact from the purple sky swelling; 
stretched the square of the insect net fits just enough 
over the bed. On the night, that is the first night of 
thunder, it seemed the whole mountain shook, breaking, 
reforming. And the rain was seeping through the cedars 
like a glue that you may find if you, expecting blood, 
swatted a mosquito with the flesh of your palm. The  
daughter was born  and  not        born.

*Taken from Thirty Hexagrams, a prose-poem series I started from my reading of the I Ching, Book 
of Changes: a Chinese guide to geomantic divination and cosmic principals. Each of its sixty-four 
hexagrams consists of six horizontal lines, arranged broken or unbroken to represent Yin or Yang.

This poem is based on Hexagram three (䷂)—the Zhūn or Difficulty at the Beginning, representing 
‘the blade of grass pushing against an obstacle. Heaven and earth bring forth individual beings; it is 
their first meeting which is beset with difficulties. A thunderstorm brings release from tension, and all 
things breathe freely again.’


