Bei Ling

sunlight in layered beams
casts its slant on a page
hangs, like a clock

stretched into a labyrinth, a riddle and a mystery

we watch each other across the wall

rain fictionalizes our windows

like weeping, like the secret codes of a harp
spreading words and

wounded silence

Tr. Tang Chao and Lee Robinson
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A pall has been cast over everything

The misfortune of our birth

Is stamped on the features of a race

Like sunlight hanging over the horizon

See how words of self-pity are repeated to distraction

Till the time for words is gone
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We have not been baptized

Yet we stay in God’s favored country

Known as “the Beautiful,”a beautifully crumbling land
Only by grace of enmity

Are we provided for

Like widening rings of growth

We fight endless, tireless battles with memory
We do battle with our origins by birth

In the sweep of time enacting an interplay

Of death and eternity, life and fertility

In a gigantic empire exhibiting

This preserve of lonely ideology

That belongs to us
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Banished, | have left time behind

My arm, curved in the act of writing

Bent with the heaviness of memory

Is a bow aimed at this foreign sky

Blotting it out with the words of my country
The sky is untiring, endless

Its strength endures dry and stoic

Bringing pain | have no words for

Weight of memory imposed by winter

| see shame that refused to be forgotten
Planting a mission in my uncouth horizon
Reading ends with a distant gaze
Memory ignores the ringing bell

Each experience is weary of the next

This is not time’s mistake

This is only time’s mistake

Heavy and dark, the wheels of night
Grind the past into sand.

The deathless roots of things

Hold us in stubborn coils

| can wait in this banishment forever
It is not my shame

Tr. by Beiling and Evelyn Toynton
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