Readings






Second Farewell to Cambridge

[ am leaving

as quietly as I came;

I gently wave farewell

to the rose-colored clouds in the west.

The willow on the riverbank

1s like a bride standing in the sunset;
Her golden reflection on the water
shimmers in my heart.

Water poppies in the soft mud

sway and wave;

How I’d rather be that reedy sweet-grass
in the lapping waves of the River Cam!




The pool of water in the elm shade

1s not a clear spring but a rainbow 1n the sky.
The ruffling colors among the duckweed
sink 1nto a rainbow dream.

Searching for a dream? Push with a long pole
to guide your punt upstream for greener banks;
Overflowing with starlight, your small boat
will sing a carefree song in the radiant night.

But for me, I cannot sing without cares,
as the song of my farewell is the silence;
Even summer insects have hushed for me,
silent 1s the Cambridge night.

[ am leaving,

as quietly as I came.

Raising my sleeve, I wave farewell,
taking with me not even a wisp of cloud.
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Dai Wangshu 2 2 €F 1905-1950

I think, therefore I am a butterfly . . .
Ten thousand years from now, a little flower’s gentle call—
Through misty clouds of no dreams and no awakenings—

Will flutter my splendid colorful wings.
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Chang Yao &) ¥ 1936-2000




A Field of Fragrant Grass

We agree not to mention the painful past,

To only make small talk, only admire the fragrant grass,
To accept that the rest 1s empty relics.

Time no longer pollinates the present;

Moths no longer light a weeping candle.

We’ve no need for sunlight to mull 1t over,

We still have “The Hungry Horse Shakes Its Bell.”
What truly belongs to this moment

Is this endless field of fragrant, emerald grass.

The rest is just the ancient, well-worn paths,

The rest 1s just abandoned, hometown wells.
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Ping-kwan Leung £ 3 £ 19492013




You wrote down what you wanted to say and gave the paper to me

I had nothing to give you in return, so I wrote:

“Papaya!” When I sliced it open, there were so many
black, uncertain things inside

You once told me you liked eating papaya, but I don’t know
if since then you’ve changed your mind

Every time I buy a papaya and put it in the fridge
it just so happens that you aren’t here. Is it a language problem

or a papaya problem? I can only
pick a good one out by examining its greenish yellow skin

I can only answer at a greenish yellow
level; I have no 1dea what lies below the surface

What is inside? I’'m positive it’s sweet papaya flesh
Common sense tells me that. When I slice one open
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there are a lot of seeds, which you don’t
like. You say it would be best if there were nothing inside

nothing to cling to, nothing so sticky that you couldn’t get rid of it
or so slippery you couldn’t hold onto it if you wanted

Don’t get hung up on so many commitments, don’t
talk so much, let’s just eat a wordless papaya

Fine, fine! But there is always something
to chew on before spitting out a word: Papaya

Now you are protesting. You say I talk too much
The mottled skin, the pulp filled with symbols

No, really, I just want to share a papaya
with you, but all the papayas that you and I

have shared are in this one papaya in front of us
When I slice it open, I see there are still many seeds
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Zhu Zhu & % 196o-




September, Madrid

Standing in the cool shade of the crowded train station,

Suddenly I am weary of traveling and just want to stay,

Want to switch on a table lamp with a green shade

In a small apartment; shirts hanging up to dry on the balcony,

Their moisture evaporating like a manic episode; the roads I’ve traveled
Have become silky-white contrails in the sky.

Kindnesses can finally be collected little by little,

And exchanged with other people for basic dignity . . .

Make all things from the past cross the Atlantic to find me,

For I love the beach at low tide more than the concerns of the present.
Even if self-reproach makes me a deserter, even if my regret is like
That of a young girl who has married an old widower, to return
Would be exile.



