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500 Meters Ahead There are Many Who Do Not Yield to Pedestrians

the faster you ride, the harder it rains

your eyes can barely stay open they’re almost shut

you're singing that children’s song you know well very loudly:

little doll and little bear are dancing, dancing, one two one

dancing in a circle, dancing, dancing, one two one

la lala so fa, so so so fa mi, fa fa fa mi la, do mi so

lalala so fa, so so so fa mi, fa fa fa mi la, do mi do

you sing the lyrics twice, sing do re mi twice

you are your own accompaniment, letting the wind blow past your ears to
the rhythm

the way home is wet, and dark, and very straight

once you're past Shenwei Tower it means you're halfway down North Shen-
wei Road

the light shatters on you, constantly beaten down by the rain

a bride walks out of a rainbow glitter shower falling from the sky

just like it was yesterday

there are seven seconds left on the traffic light ahead so please hurry and
run it

(Translated from Chinese by Lucas Klein)

This Time Don’t Be Like Last Time

Not only should it not be like last time falling out in huge handfuls,

we have to find a way to make all the hair that fell out last time grow back
on my head

feeling so thick and sturdy, just to grab in your hand;

it pulled on your hand, making you grab it,

you were so beautiful, and totally uninterested in heads with less hair.

Like my requirements for feet.

I am not lucky in genetics, so only admit my natural curls

which are hard, are explosive and disobedient, not wanting to follow rules.

Walking on North Shenwei Road,

even if you didn't know me, you'd know me by my head.

And if it happened to be windy,

my hair would all work together to lift up my head, and with my toes barely
touching the ground,

you would be sure, this head belongs to Lu Yating.

(Translated from Chinese by Lucas Klein)
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“Surely, Maria, it’s not just the frames creaking,”

Surely, Maria, it’s not just the frames creaking,
Not just the panes aching and trembling?

If this is not the garden,

allow me to go back,

into the silence where things are invented.

If this is not the garden, if the frames are creaking
because it never gets darker than this,

if this is not that foreordained garden,

where hungry children sit by the apple trees

and forget the fruit that’s been bitten into,

where no lights can be seen,

but breathing is darker,

and the medicine of the night more safe...
I do not know, Maria, my sickness.

This is my garden that stands over me.

(Translated from Russian by Gerald S. Smith)
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From “The O1d Songs”

Adam wept, but he was not forgiven.
And he was not allowed to return
to where we are only alive:

— If you want what is yours, you will get it.

And what is it to one such as you to do it

there, where the heart wants, like God the great:
there, where the heart is radiance and giving?

ok

The cold of the world

someone will warm.

The dead heart

someone will raise up.

These monsters

someone will take by the hand,
like a child who has been naughty:

— Let’s go, I will show you
what you have never seen before!

(Translated from Russian by Gregory O’Brien and Jacob Edmond)
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