Searching for His Hidden Grave

L .

He was buried out here in this great
Desert of saguaro and palo verde
By four friends and they swore

To never speak its location.

IL
Two days of Walkmg, no, better yet

Crawling across desolate rock and hard desert

Beneath a sky so expansive and a sun
So fierce that we wear a blanket of heat.

oL ‘

- The third morning, Master T’ao whispers
They'll take me out into the country,
Bury me where the spirit can rest
Easy. _

Nothing is easy in the desert.

IV. :

After the spine of the cactus has drawn
More blood, Master T’ao whispers,

O, dark journey. O desolate

Grave, gate opening into the dark

Unknown.

v
We must be close.
Why else should the sun burn so hot?
Master T’a0 might say,

Trust yourself

To the mountainside. It will take  you in.

He was not speaking in metaphor:
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