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Meng Lang

IN Our BobDIES

History travels through our bodies,
That is our life.

Life travels through our bodies,
That is our glory.

Glory travels through our bodies,
That is our blood.

Blood travels through our bodies,
That is our road.

The road travels through our bodies,
That journey ends in our bodies.

In our bodies
Just, their pure white bones (unyielding),
Just, their wide open eyes (hope).

Liu Nianchun

TREE-RINGS

What times are these, today

That overlap times past

So that one can’t distinguish

Like rings on an old pagoda tree

The past written, the present laid bare
But no road

To the future

Where evil comes from

No one knows

Like yellow earth, layer compacting layer
Like years shrouded in cobwebs and dust
Numb, or devoid of feeling
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4 | THE PAST IS NOT ANOTHER COUNTRY





