POETRY |

Tenzin Tsundue

WHEN IT RAINS IN DHARAMSALA

When it rains in Dharamsala
raindrops wear boxing gloves,
thousands of them
come crashing down
and beat my room.
Under its tin roof
my room cries from inside
and wets my bed, my papers.

Sometimes the clever rain comes
from behind my room,
the treacherous walls lift
their heels and allow
a small flood into my room.

I sit on my island-nation bed
and watch my country in flood,
notes on freedom,
memoirs of my prison days,
letters from college friends,
crumbs of bread
and Maggi noodles
rise sprightly to the surface
like a sudden recovery
of a forgotten memory.

Three months of torture,
monsoon in the needle leafed pines
Himalaya rinsed clean
glistens in the evening sun.
Until the rain calms down
and stops beating my room

I need to console my tin roof
who has been on duty
from the British Raj.
This room has sheltered
many homeless people.

Now captured by mongooses
and mice, lizards and spiders,
and partly rented by me.

A rented room for home
is a humbling existence.

My Kashmiri landlady
at eighty cannot return home.
We often compete for beauty
Kashmir or Tibet.

Every evening,

I return to my rented room;
but I am not going to die this way.
There has got to be
some way out of here.

I cannot cry like my room
I have cried enough
in prisons and
in small moments of despair.

There has got to be
some way out of here.
I cannot cry,
my room is wet enough.

This poem is reprinted with permission from Tenzin Tsundue.
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Shi Tao

JUNE

My life

Will never move beyond “June”

In June, my heart died

My poetry died

My lover

Died too, in a romantic pool of blood

In June, the scorching sun burned away my skin
Exposing the true state of my wounds

In June, the fish left the blood-red sea

Swam away to hibernate elsewhere

In June, the land shifted. Rivers fell silent.

Letters piled up; no way to deliver them to the dead.

REPLY

A cigarette gave me the strength to believe
An afternoon spent pondering

A Bible story

The mess of a child’s face

slashed by the butcher’s knife

These gave me the strength to believe

What is

crueler than

killing a person’s faith?

They are looking for me, even now

Their bullets are about to break and enter
And I am readying my reply

Translated by J. Latourelle

These poems first appeared in Chinese online: “Shi Tao’s Collected Works,” Boxun, http://www.boxun.com/hero/shitao/63_1.shtml.
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SADNESS

I’ve forgotten all language
Starting with the simplest word

Memory is a lantern held by a slave
On my knees I plead with it to last forever

The night comes on inch by inch
I seek my living before the dawn

No news of a ship docking at the wharf
A sea breeze touches my face

Its scent is called
sadness
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Yang Jianli

SONG OF THE MIGRANT WORKER

Your sun is found in the scarlet seals of power

While mine can only be sought in perspiration

Your moon is wine and women

While mine is blood and tears

Your holidays are a collection of glimmering smiles
developing between the two corners

of your mouth

While mine are a sense of emptiness and bitterness
developing on a journey between two

corners of our country.

I see your world through the window frames
of my native home
The city’s rising scaffolds hold high the hopes
of the frail and overworked
Diligence was my entry permit to this city
For I come from a place where only the city’s outcasts
would journey
This city, a plant watered with tears and blood
Blossoms forth with madness towards the heavens
My beads of sweat, splattering on the ground, are met
with an ice-cold stare.

My sisters watched over this city’s children as they grew
Just as I watched over this city’s prestige as it grew.
We country bumpkins reach for the skies
on your towering edifices
Yet never attain the bottom line of dignity

My seed can never be firmly planted in your rigid paved roads

The long trip home for me is like squeezing milk out
of a dry shriveled breast.

Translated by Kevin Carrico
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Migratory birds grab hold of the suburbs’ branches
Taking a rest in the breeze

The red flags rising above the city’s construction sites
Never raise my hopes up with them.

I long to migrate like a bird

I could fly from hunger and cold to warmth

And everywhere that I flew would become my home.

The dark spots of the sun have again clipped my wings

I lost my land, and my heavens too.

The forces of injustice bask in one grand opening celebration
after another

Rejoicing amidst their vast white balloons filled with lies

A gathering of dark clouds covers the sun,
hiding its captured booty of gold.

My one chaotic metamorphosis after another

Is nothing but a shadow-puppet show upon
your expansive red wall.

The slowly-rising voice within my chest

Was once a worm but now a snake.

My honest yet inarticulate lips

Can no longer hold back its course

I instinctively lift up my wings

Watch ...

Nature resurrected

Will overcome the darkness illuminating your sunlight.
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SEPTEMBER

(For Fu Xiang, on September 26, 2005, our twentieth wedding anniversary)

September

I know that I will see you today

Today, the entire world is nothing but September
I know that I will see you

September

Hiding away in Shelley’s west wind
The rays of the sun, opened you unto me
I said
“In this life journey of mine
I want a chance to see September”
I want to see the beauty that I have yet to see
To see for myself the happiness that I have never doubted.

The sunlight of Shelley’s west wind
Is actually
Me
I once spent a spring wandering
Tying flowers together

—The daughters of time
I said to time,

I'll pay you back in the future
And
I had
September

That dawn

With the morning dew brewed beneath the moonlight
I kissed you deeply

And your face grew a scarlet red with timidity

The fruits of September were red

The mountains of September rustled

With the rhythm of the cool winds

But you flatly denied your coyness

saying
“It took too much for me to reach this point
My whole body is red with exhaustion.”

The sky in September
Above us is the sky and nothing but the sky
Extending directly to the heavens

This September, in this most resplendent kingdom under the heavens
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The color of blood is the kingdom’s master, sitting proudly
upon its hefty rump

Dying red every corner of this kingdom

Where the heavens and the earth meet.

This ancient story
—This eternal legend of the sunlight and the orchard, in September
Finds a fresh conclusion
Kissing the crab apple till it breaks
Leaving the mark of my feelings
What a savage civilization it is that peels an apple before eating it.

September, the fall of civilization in the Garden of Eden
In September, I eat of the fruits

In September, I am nude

In September, I eat of the fruits, nude

In September, there is no shame

In September, I eat of the fruits without shame

I plant myself in September.

You gave your abundant and moist body to allow

My shriveled self to grow.

Oh, September

You lift up the fruits from the earth—the teat of our land
A light, burning the milk
[luminates the westerly winds’
Direction on their journey from afar
You know that

In the winter

I often

Feel a fiery longing, my dear

You

Know that

In the winter

I often

Quietly recite

Songs of grief

With the first snow of 2005

Shelley would still be pondering

“If winter comes, can spring be far behind?”
The poet cannot comprehend

That only two seasons exist in our world
September

and

Waiting for September

Translated by Kevin Carrico

X EN A CFEBNE L
VA ARE SN 1B
A B 7

TR ANEE

FHOG 55 R b e KA 5 #ELH
A TR T VR

RIS 5 MR

Wz 3 R Bt 2% B 2 1K) ST W)

JUH ) [l 1) SO R I
BATHGER 1
AL ILH IR

BAEIH R
WA EA Z
WAEIH B AR F T
BAG FAESLH
BRI 3 b e Tk
TR Z L

JUH W
PREEFE RS
FLbi BEEFLIT
T s MR
AT ARFE
WHESAELRE K
WE SREN

i s
WRAEARE Ry
AR AR

R HE

E20055E (126 — 173

EIIE L

KRBT BRI "
AT AN

sl b AT

U A

HHILS

POETRY | 137




Yang Tianshui

SprING HoOPE

Trees by the river send their tenderness to the prison
intense grassy perfume drifts from hillsides

Beside the wall wutong leaves face green into the wind,
peach blossoms on the hillside show red through the rain

Fog obscures the way home, as orioles murmur,
immense mist, dreamlike, at the way station

No one has ever stopped time,

in a night, my hair turns grey

Spring, 1996

Rainy NiGHT

Incessant spring rain flows in a clear stream
Toads’ thunderous croaking shakes the land
Green prairie wind gathers into a bugle call
In the cell the heart shapes an iron-clad plan

A thickness of a few feet makes a thousand-zhang* wall
A few autumns become a millennium
May we ever live in Spring,

Striving, heads down, oxen for the people

Spring, 1991

Translated by J. Latourelle
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These poems first appeared in Chinese online: “Yang Tianshui’s Collected Works,” Boxun, http://www.boxun.com/hero/yangts/.

*about 3 and a half meters
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