Tonglen in Stockbridge Bowl

At yoga camp up the hill I have slept



little for three weeks

on a top bunk in an airless corner 

I breathe in dark dread


but do not breathe out ease

      as Tibetan Tonglen teaches

All night I dream I suffocate

In the morning I run down the hill to the lake 

      to wake from drowning

[The lifeguard on the shore

     
rakes my footprints from gravel

like a bonsai garden

In winter when she walks 

the frozen lake groans like a whale song]

If the sun leans over my shoulder


when I swim and the water is still

    I stretch to catch my shadow on the bottom

the shy side of me I hide on land

Weeds below me grow in shallows

      where the sun reaches

Squeamish about slime

       my toes don’t touch the mud

Springs gush up cold water

that leaves my hair cleaner than ocean salt 

     My bathing suit smells of weeds 

for which I feel new affinity

If anything reaches for the light it’s water weeds

rooted in muck 

    stretching to the surface 

to bloom and seed 

Circling the shore I swim along the edge

     of the drop-off between weeds 

     
and dark water

Light prisms rise from the depths

Buoyant when I swim 

breathing in 

breathing out

      I’m not afraid to sink

