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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