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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