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A Clot in the Light

Midnight, the other side of the heart lake calling,
Silver waves are the spread of spasms.
The undercurrent like a chameleon changes its shines,

Two bodies sinking and swimming.

The God of love drifts away with the lake waves,
Leaving me sobbing lonely with the lonely light rain.
Puzzled stars stir up the heaven light, shining with the lake,

A blood clot looming up and up...

Sad as it is, the fish in the water trembling,



I am just that very scarlet when it is fine again after rains.
My graffiti in the wilderness, before falling,

Rainbows a momentary youth and ray.

Immersed in the lake bed, I enjoy her utter tranquility,
This is nothing but the real world of bliss.
A magnificent flood peak does make loving ones dizzy,

While creeping of the bottom water leads to my Garden of Eden.
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Youth is Tear-drops of Grievance

When you departed, I took down the strings of the zither,
In turn, I wrapped them in oil paper, putting the curled fate

As if in the funeral into the black case.

The password is simply the date of our parting,
Over an acre of grassy lawn the number rolling,

The chord voice still in hibernation humming.

Time does not turn back, but the lock is knocked open,

The red candles holding up the ceremony in peace,

Bright silk thread blinds my eyes, remaining light underneath.

Youth is tear-drops of grievance,



Twinkling as long as half a century ever since.
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When I am Down, You are Right Here



Flowers are blooming, leaves green, yet you are gone.

Rice is fragrant, ears are ripe, yet you are gone.

In days without you, fragrance quietly floating in my heart,
Fancying the male bird's voice was once surrounded by flood.
The lotus pond extending the moonlight to the forest,

I am in the mire, close to the desert.
You have arrived, together with wind and rain one after another,

When grass withers, the earth cannot wake up any longer.

But when I am down, you are with me together.
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Verses Hanging on the Crescent Moon

You'll be back when waking up from drunkenness,
Though there's no so-called right time in calendar.
Hummer resounding here and there,

I am on fire against moisture. Unless in reincarnation,

We will go to the other shore together.

Why should I leave? Still due to drunkenness?
Walking jar, irrigating rivers along the road,
Bothering you fair lady in my dreams endless.

Let's go. Sorghums are not planted at the ends of the world.

In a lifetime of solitude, I learn to recite poems,

10



With lines hanging on the crescent moon.
The verses of heart and soul, one after another,

Fall to serve my drink, but I drop chopsticks of my own.

Missing you again, [ drink for a whole night again,

And without your presence again.
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The Soul Falling on the Signature

Left unopened is the letter.
Perhaps it's a little poem, showing a small-character script,

Or just a dead leaf instead.

On the disclosure day, I clean my hands, burn a candle,
Before looking up to the heaven with fingers crossed,

Therefore holiness is integrated into beautiful world.

No result is needed, I know!
As the whole world can tell

For whom the bell tolls.

Will anybody still resort to letter format?
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The soul falls on the signature, but does it mean

The sender will not let go of the recipient?

L EIE SO

A I R AR T
SRR, AR
AR

T, AR
HBFEEITRE. B2
PAIEEE T, 24k

e JIAGE L H TR R
BN, AU
—IREMRE. MR L
g AR HAHME
B, AAEIEH
MEMGIE B — R[], At
JEARE. FAM—K
e AR, ThiR
AT, il TRE

Ending Long Distance Love Affair

Yearning to move to a place far away,
So as to stay and live in a poetic way,
Ending love affair of long distance,

Yet what I am inclined to is loneliness.
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The far-away place is my home ultimate,
Who can figure out the distance?
Ticket window is open on the cliff,

Climbing is my melancholy incompetence.

I ask someone to buy me a one-way ticket,
But the girl next door refuses my request.
I recken that this is a misunderstanding.

It shouldn't have been so embarrassing.

Spend a lifetime for her promise waiting,
There will be therefore such a day,
Perhaps after dusk, the girl standing

In front of my window, in a smiling way.
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Sound of Blooming

The vegetation covers mountain ranges,
A shy flower embarrassedly retreating.
While in the gully, a very wild bee

Being well equipped and its own legs it is licking.

Now that no light is needed for any reason,
I have tucked away my vision.
In the still earth, instead, squatting,

Listening to the sound of blooming.
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The Shallow Grass

A fleeting portrait of a naked woman, though,
Her blinking eyes can identify fishy smell of colors,

The throat attached to heart and lungs is as dry as a bone.

The brook is blowing the rally trumpet,
To commit a crime, Magma flowing low,

In the crannies of rocks, bashful are the petals.

Tao Yuanming playing the zither without strings,
The noted ancient music Springing Fountains

Moisturizing the ancient Lingnan region.

Legs itching, the gas is hit by the metronome,
In an ofthand way, the grass shallow

Calling you back home.
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Notes:

1. Tao Yuanming ( & f{0H, 365-427 ) , a distinguished poet in ancient China.

2. Springing Fountains ( ZE})7% 42, Bi Jian Liu Quan ) , Chinese classical music

performed usually by Gugqin.
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Beauty Lies in Ups and Downs

Fried dough twist, loosened. Waist, disjointed.
Legs, lengthy,

A skirt, shy.

Sword pulling for bold targeting,
A bird's-eye view of the heights with dew dripping,

The low land into a vast farmland expanding.

Maybe it is a result of deception,
The wall of morality a man and a woman are crushing,

Their carnal desire is up the border swallowing.

So randomly, so recklessly are the flowers blossoming,
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Ugliness turns into beauty in ups and downs lying,

They are towards the other side swimming.
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God Damn the Youthhood

Abjection gets lost in the flowers, God damn the youthhood.

Imprisoned is the mind, with capture date remaining in next world,.

19



Rouge and powder used in performance decorating the scars,
Both snake and scorpion are silent in the wine and spirit,

Drink it and you will be bold enough to jump into the sea.

Looking back to the pink cloud, drop an old yellow photo,
Change the rusty strings as you may,

Let youthhood bloom on the fingerplate.

Dreaming back and again the grave is seen,

The white coat shortened by the upright peak.

Close My Eyes Whenever Missing You

Close my eyes, the scene appearing,
Passengers locust across the culvert, walking like a spring.

I close my eyes whenever you are in my mind of missing.

Marvelous is the train back home,

Yet reality resting on the next platform.
Drop my luggage in the deserted spot,
What left is nothing but flesh and blood.

Waking up, I find some drinks, dressed up like an idle,

For I still have to go on with my life.
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The Flower Lane Kept a Light for Me

Rolls of painting sheet were dipped in the rivers and lakes,
I pulled a-thousand-year-old sheet for display,

With signature deep in the river made.

The overnight hangover on the bank awakened by the tide,
Waiting until the sunset to lift the old wine,

Indulging in the music in the gloomy light.

Dreaming for the West Lake, my eyes twinkling,
Only true lovers understand when a lady in white shambling.

Flower Lane kept a light for me on the willow shore wandering.

Light night, speaking in Wu dialect,
One man and one woman rippling up,

Re-unioned at long last.
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A Leaf in the Pickle Jar

A leaf in the pickle jar,
Stretching out and out,

Tonight, an old age returning to his youthhood.

The skin is stripped dry and the air kissing the white,
The Master's breathing is reversed, and his pupils turn green,

Words stop suddenly, yet the world solidified.

Much more than he could ever imagine,
It is like the hoe with the pulp,

He will not let go of it, waiting for the pain in store.

The sky keeps falling! Branches being torn off,
Wailing through no man's land,

Echoing around the poplar, and hitting the naked backs.

Note: A senior intellectual was wrongly labeled as a rightist during the Cultural
Revolution in China and spent the most precious adolescence in the Northwest Desert.
Not until he was close to the age of knowing his destiny did he get married. Facing a
woman's body for the first time, he could not help crying crazily.
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Close My Eyes Whenever Missing You

Close my eyes, the scene appearing,
Passengers locust across the culvert, walking like a spring.

I close my eyes whenever you are in my mind of missing.

Marvelous is the train back home,

Yet reality resting on the next platform.
Drop my luggage in the deserted spot,
What left is nothing but flesh and blood.

Waking up, I find some drinks, dressed up like an idle,

For I still have to go on with my life.
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Ravings Break into Stanzas

If one day, I end up in prison as you can see

Please don't forget the innocent teenager I used to be

When I wake up, ravings break into stanzas

I spend my days as if in a poem without an end

Never think of going into the high-end
The laughter in my childhood is still lingering in my mind

The figure vanished, my heart resting on chopping board

The heart beats triggering the Doomsday judgment by law
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A Lowest Voice Coming from the Horizon

I am always ready to let my darkness
Serve as a foil to your snow white;
Just wanna see you shining bright

Before dawn light.

I am always ready to be a pool of water,
To moisten your stems and leaves,
Expecting the moment you are in full blossom,

And leave joy rolling over the open country.

I am always ready to take a leave quietly
Whenever your career is practically taking off.
One day if you detect a lowest voice from the horizon,

It is nobody but me sincerely for you praying to God.
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Old Rocking Chair in Front of the Porch

On top of the mount, three feet below the sky,
The vulture its head drooping.
The Ladder of Heaven gets lost in the smog,

You folks falling.

Trailblazers are fighting in the escape tunnels,
Going on and on are the crazy screams.
As a senior I can only hide in the little building,

With the curtain filtering the dust for me.

Night falls, I light the stove,
Make a few dishes and hot wine.
Nearly half drunk, squinting my eyes,

Waiting for gun-salute while counting pendulum aside.

Before dawn, I open the door and windows,

Lying in the old rocking chair in front of the porch,
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The leaves swinging for me,

The early dawn light rolling over all.
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Grandma Approaching to the Window

Scooping up rice for me, clamping vegetable for me.
Half-century-old aroma remains in my tongue and teeth.
Pulling a needle and drawing a thread,

In order to sew a trans-century butterfly by hand.

Grandma's face, featured by lines and wrinkles,
Recording favor and love countless.
A nursery rhyme is wafted to my ears,

Echoing the shore's stone tablets.
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Her spine bends like a crescent moon, a part of the field,
The misery she shoulders with her sign the soil fertilizing.
The rough trunk cares for sprouts,

Remaining warmth tendering the nestlings.

Every time I get home from afar, Grandma would stand rooted
By the window. The moment my nickname she whispers,
My tea cup would drop to the ground, and the wind through the hall

Spoiling the tea party with the aged Tuo Cha, soaked with my tears.

Note: Tuo Cha ( JE 45 ) is a bowl-shaped compressed mass of tea leaves mainly

produced in Yunnan, China.
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The Tailor's Tightly Closed

Six feet indigo cloth is adequate to make a coat collar,
And in warm weather a skirt is made out of flowery cotton cloth.
Rhythm of beauty works well with beats,

With spring in the air overflowing between the lanes.
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The tailor's was tightly closed, I wonder
Where is the cat usually lying in front of the door?
No notices. No messages. The sun has another hour---

Having decided to wait until after dusk.

Disappointment is like a closed fence over years,
Every time I pass by, doing nothing
But open the sesame automatic door.

Flower pattern clothes become softer and indigo color fading.

I intend to make a knot

By using the cloth head.
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Surprise is the Pain to Us Two

The doorbell has been updated, though hasn't been ringing for ages,

Just in case it would be dumb when you return home.

The room remains as it was,

But my hair is no longer black, and surprise becomes the pain to each of us.

No more kites flying, only thread being stuck to my heart,

The distant mountain stores memories, but away flies my soul.

The stakes by the lake are silent and the rings of the tree tripled,

As long as you return, it is OK even if it's an empty boat without you.
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Ravings Break into Stanzas

If one day, I end up in prison as you can see,

Please don't forget the innocent teenager I used to be.

When I wake up, ravings break into stanzas,

I spend my days as if in endless poems.

Never think of going into the high-end,

The laughter in my childhood is still lingering in my mind.

The figure vanished, my heart resting on chopping board,

The heart beats triggering the Doomsday judgment by law.
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Tsing Yi

A black pleated skirt with sparse shadows on it,
Shaking off immaturity and astringency.
The crown color, like a pear garden in springtime,

Colorizing the world in black and white.

Westerly wind, stirring the curtains,
With willow leaves as sails of self-confidence,

Raising up the banner of strength and firmness.

Almond-shaped eyes reflect affection on and off the stage,

Between the eyebrows is a strong sincerity displayed.

Snow white skin, from deep to shallow,
With lotus cheeks intoxicating the audience,

Cold tears impregnating the fallen flowers.
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Calligraphy-like temples, like bamboo slips smoked,

Storing the memory of tales red and black.

Endless dramatic life is outlet even by closed lips,

Whose smiling vermilion goes upwards the willow tips.
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Youth Fading More than Once

The snowflake, with her crystal color, tells her crystal former days

Traveling to the exclamation-devoid era, discovering youth had never faded away
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And the harmony of billions of years shall be ruined by the most prosperous days.
Human beings defile Mother with their most comfortable posture as they may
Rewarding themselves with countless hazardous wastes,

Leaving all the precipitated acid being splashed to the dome of the grave.

Gone, and gone so completely is the snowflake,

Next year she will bloom again, repeating millennium-old recount,

And all the tenderness she touches is like a dream far away
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The Moonlight Falls onto the Ground, Kissing the Shadow

I can't break the boundary between day and night,

My body safeguards the black and knows well the white.

The sound of the zither starts from the sunset and ends around 7 pm,
The moonlight falls onto the ground, kissing the shadow.
When I wake up, the sky is beautiful indeed outside my window.

Ashamed before the bed is the ghost.
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Tonight, I am Knocking at the Gate of Hell

Tonight, at the Gate of Hell I am knocking,

The ghost doesn't answer me. Rat-tat-tat !
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A group of dream visitors stomp their feet to my knocking,

The phoenix tree branches swaying, leaves onto the ground falling.

I keep knocking at the gate,
The tapping sounds are deafening,
Even if you cover your ears,

I'm going to let the gods hear the earth roaring,

The gate is still closed, out of control,
The echo creates a million vibrato.
This world and next world are rolling over,

Even ghosts cry for me, their tears like waves of the river.

I must knock to open this gate before dawn,
I would like to see in a hurry the devil.
Wicked people act like an overlord,

Get out of here, King of Hell!

After you leave, the forgotten corner is no longer cold.
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Go Streaking
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I'm gonna run naked on that mountain top,

To the firmament, enquiring the Heaven,

But the sunshine filters and dries up the feedback.

I'm gonna off a desert island streak.

Flying with the petrels to the blue sea,

My body is not far away from my footprints underneath.

I'm gonna streak, deep in the desert,

Keep my eyes closed and go back,

Falling in the desert, letting the sand ravage again.

I'm gonna streak, deep down in my heart,

With freedom to explore, to love,

Exposing my utmost sincerity and remark.
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The Right Time Has Left Moments for Exile

Lying on the riverbed, poems I am chanting,

The right time has left moments for exile,
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World's mysteries and uncertainty is the sky displaying.

Falling into deep sleep are hating-love and loving-hate,
A man's ganghood has nothing to do with this planet,

What is vibrating and rippling is merely my heart.

Let the silence get deeper and deeper,
Until the world turns out to be more silent, even a bit mistier and dreamier,

May people have quiet and favorable days and years.
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The Soul Roaming in the Light Shadow

In order to be a figure in a portrait, I have waited for ages,
The beautiful lake opens its heart, beating the shore with tender waves,

Common as I am, walking for the first time by the West Lake.

The legends forgotten are delineated by the levees,
Soft words drift between the ink and the water in men’s white jackets,

Life is floating like a dream, in which I keep murmuring.

How many passers-by are drunken by the millennium aged wine?
Life and death are the changes of shadow light,

Only the soul is left roaming by boat in the track of time.
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Yunhe River

I walked to Yunhe River and built a cottage there by the bank,
To be closer to the stars and moon, I opened a skylight.
At early dawn, I fetched water, boiled tea, made some wine,

The sun greeting my house, I hummed a Tuvan throat singing high.

At dusk, slowly unfolded the haze,
I poured the ink made with the water from Yunhe into the skyline.
The remnant sun lit a long roll using its blood,

Before extinguishing, I chose to be calm and quiet.

In silence, in the darkness, I was sleeping,
Dreams of hometown played back in the river's upper reaches.
Glass-like sensitive heart was down and down flowing,

Tears gleaming at the river bed, reflecting the light of heavens.
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Decision, Swinging in the Wind

Echo is cut into pieces,
Voice being ravaged.

I clear my throat subconsciously.

Telling the truth over shots of wine or just singing a hymn?
Decision is swinging in the wind,

I choose to read purified poetry.
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The Wilderness is Picturesque Lines of Verses

Who poured profuse paints into the sky?
Falling on the wilderness are the colorful sights.
A vulture clings to the breast, browsing the gully with eyes,

Killing intent to kill, up the ridge the worker bee climbs.

Emotional streams singing, emotional forests moist,
Butterflies dancing towards the buds.
The wilderness becomes picturesque lines of verses,

Stems of wild flowers broken in the worldly dust.

In light breeze and clear moon,
Between heaven and earth is undressed Miss Snow.
The sad zither was splendid like summer flowers,

Yet I misread it as lovely April days in the world.
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Sidelights from Morning Rays

Mountain ranges spread poetry sheet,
Painting axes extended from the bush to the cliff.

Remaining leaves record miseries and grief,
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I am looking back under the old tree.

Sidelights from morning rays hovering at low altitude,
Honeybees and butterflies travel at staggered peaks.
My heart also flies with butterflies and honeybees,

What landed is yesterday's yellow flowers and leaves.

The fawn gets lost jumping in the woods,
Inviting the call of love from its mother.
In poems and paintings are hidden joy and sorrow,

Don't ask me what [ am searching for.
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I would Pick the Lotus Seeds

Fondling the fair white skin with blush face,
In the show field, following suit in the dark cave,

The flower admirer disorders his right paces.

Gorgeous lotus flowers usually grow from filthy ponds,
Air ballooned with compliments and beautiful verses,

Nothing but sufferings can afford to separate the lines apart.

Some time later, I would pick the lotus seeds,
Having them boiled in clear water, and chewing

The immaturity’s doleful and melancholic elements, refreshed to restart.
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Blood Flushing from Their Gums

In the harvest season, the sorghum fled the scene,
The original pulp filled the head of a man like me.

By strong wine, | afforded to travel through a century.

Three quarters at noon, the shadow shrank like a turtle's head,
Erecting at the mouth of the city vegetable market,
Seeing rows of passers-by, their hands with steamed bread,

Gloom was penetrating into hunger and thirst.

Thrilled, hurrying back along the tunnel of time,
Passing by Crane Year Hall,

The Meridian Gate soon disappeared into the night.

Early in the morning, the smog covered the road signs,
The passers-by with a dull look in their eyes,

Asking, with blood flushing from their gums.
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Snowflakes are the Shrub of Winter

If the snow does not melt,
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Be clean will the world.
I think of reading classics in a manner preserving,

Will it be a frustration the sanctity staining?

Faced with blankness, the once powerless body
Is revigorated, with a flushed face, hurrying up.
Taking a ribbon and tying it around the snowman's neck,

In the wilderness, a reddish tinge looming up.

Snowflakes are the shrub of winter, warm-up is the old enemy.
Once great works will fly in Nirvana,
Speaking out, facing the earth,

I would rather sleep in the glacier.
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I Wanna Scream Just Once

I wanna scream just once, and for the sake of that,
Pondering for half a century, aged as [ am,
Though the sun is bleeding here and there,

A strong man does not easily shed tears.

There will never be any complaints though,
With cold eyes being a bit too cold.

Wild grass breeds, swinging on the tombs are shabby clothes.

In depravity sink the stone and steel forests,

The wilderness recovering the land lost.
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Shamed people leading a homeless poor dog,

The wind blowing, blowing with the rocks.
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I Walk towards the Horizon

It's already midnight, the curtain of rain
Dressing my lenses with gauze,

Incoming and outgoing breath returns in the haze.

Shackles mud splashing,
Loneliness in the marsh creeping,

Yet Faith never half a step moving.

There is a hazy gaze on the horizon,
Inviting me to walk towards the far end.

Quietness spawns the night depth.
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Splitting the sky with a flash of lightning,
The earth in a loud sound blooming,

I see in the wilderness dense crowds squirming.

So many companions,
So many fellow travelers,

Remaining silent before dawn.
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64
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