BeiDao

Poems

Translated by Eliot Weinberger
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The Rose of Time

when the watchman falls asleep
vou turn back with the storm

to grow old embracing is

the rose of time

when bird roads define the sky
vou look behind at the sunset
to emerge in disappearance is
the rose of time

when the knife is bent in water

vou cross the bridge stepping on flute-songs
to cry in the conspiracy is

the rose of time

when a pen draws the horizon

vou're awakened by a gong from the East
to bloom in the echoes is

the rose of time

in the mirror there is always this moment
thiz moment leads to the door of rebirth
the door opens to the sea

the rose of time

Road Song

in the oblivion between the trees
the lyric attacks by dogs

at the end of an endless trip
night turns all the keys of geold
but no deor opens for you

a lantern follows

the ancient principles of winter
I walls straight toward you

as you open the fan of history
that's folded in an isclated song

the evening bell slowly questions you
echoes answaer for you twice

dark night sails against the current
tree roots secretly generating electricity
hawe lit your orchard

I wralls straight toward you

at the head of all the foreign roads

when fire tries on the heavy snow

sunset seals the empire

the earth’s bools turns the page of this moment

The Primal

day and night part at the top of a huge tree
wings close last light

a boat sails on waves harbeoring youth
death mowves the heart’s compass

out of time’s frame the tyrant of memeory

rings a bell- nostalgia

the policeman searching for a storm

becomes dizzy from identifying the fingerprints of light

the sky heals its wounds in a pond
stars reserve seats at the night’s theater
an orphan leads the blind ode

greeting the moon in a mountain pass

the primal has no name

a river updates the schedule

the sun opens its dazzling umbrella
for a stranger starting off

The Green Lamp
for Fred Wakeman

old country Waning maoon
sinking in a deep pond

heavy as those stones

words you lay into history

let the course of the river bend

how many blossoms

drive the rise and fall of dynasties
the crows are the drumbeats
emperors like sillkworms spin
weaving a long scroll for you

the legendary beauties like clouds
escort the voyages in the heart

a green lamp lifts a corner of the dream
vou curl into a flame

that turns into heavy snow

heolding wine in the wind

aging with China

a long corridor cuts through springs and autumns
strangers at the gate

are pounding on the knocker

Tribute
to Gennady Aygi

intricacies of paper-cuts of snow

the city in deep flame-

arcund the stars fishing for dreamers
vou sail the sharp bend of the river
vou ballast words

songs of the Mother spread everywhere

a storm screams in a kettle—

the homeland is leaving from the platferm
open your window

this moment leads the days of the past

like wild geese heading south

the field, your sadness

on the queus for kerosens

vou jump into the darkness with the others
the guttural age cries out:

perhaps it is destiny perhaps

the isclation of a trumpst

morment resonant

IMother Fussia

a long night flowing from your pen

a heavy snow covering the cemeteries
the forest waits to be logged

as melancholic as the ax

Reading History

hostile dew in an uprising of plum blossoms

guards the darkness etched by the noon sword

a revolution begins the following morning

the bitterness of the widows cuts through the tundra like a
pack of waolves

on account of the prophecies the ancestors are moving
bacloward

into that river of the furious debates of faith and desire

that never end, only a hermit swirl

learns another silence of meditation

go up to see the sunset of kingship

when civilization and flute songs float off in an empty valley
the seasons stand up in the ruins

fruits climb over the walls to chase tormorrow



