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Single Old Tree Duck Shit
Description: Old tree brings depth and smoothness to traditionally 
floral Ya She Xiang. This tea is good to drink in the morning because it 
brings a lot of energy and has a mood uplifting effect. 


Region: Phoenix Mountain, Guangdong, China


Fun Fact: Despite inappropriate name, Duck Shit is the second 
most popular tea from Phoenix Mountain after Mi Lan Xian | Honey 
Orchid. 


Myth: Drinking tea with lemon boost your immune system.


Truth: Lemon “kills” tea qualities but saves “bad tea” taste. 


Brewing Tips: Gongfu brewing is suggested. 


Parameters:  Vessel -  clay pot (Chaozhou clay)


Water  temperature - 91-93C = 195.8 - 199.4F


Leaves/water ration - 1:20 (5 grams for 100 ml).


Steeping time - 6, 4, 4, 5, 6 + increase gradually.
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We are as the flute, and the music in us is from thee;

we are as the mountain and the echo in us is from thee. 


We are as pieces of chess engaged in victory and defeat:

our victory and defeat is from thee,

O thou whose qualities are comely!


Who are we, O Thou soul of our souls,

that we should remain in being beside thee?


We and our existences are really non-existence;

thou art the absolute Being which manifests the perishable. 


We all are lions, but lions on a banner:

because of the wind they are rushing


onward from moment to moment. 


Their onward rush is visible, 

and the wind is unseen:


may that which is unseen not fail from us! 


Our wind whereby we are moved and our being are of thy gift; 

our whole existence is from thy bringing into being.
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Where everything is music. 

Don’t worry about saving these songs!

And if one of our instruments breaks,

it doesn’t matter.

We have fallen into the place

where everything is music.

The strumming and the flute notes

rise into the atmosphere,

and even if the whole world’s harp

should burn up, there will still be

hidden instruments playing.

So the candle flickers and goes out.

We have a piece of flint, and a spark.

This singing art is sea foam.

The graceful movements come from a pearl

somewhere on the ocean floor.

Poems reach up like spindrift and the edge

of driftwood along the beach, wanting!

They derive

from a slow and powerful root

that we can’t see.

Stop the words now.

Open the window in the center of your chest,

and let the spirit fly in and out.
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