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About Yosea Cheng

Born in 1958 in Taiwan, Yosea Cheng is a
Taiwanese painter, poet, and writer. She has worked
as an accountant, programmer, and
Mandarin-Japanese court interpreter. Her oil paintings
have been exhibited in Taiwan, Hong Kong, and
Sydney, Australia. In 2020, Buildings Lost in
Grassland (= ¥ i# ) was reproduced by Sr. Andrina
Lee and displayed in St. Helena Convent, Vatican.
The painting was also featured on the search engine
Yahoo. Her remarkable achievements in painting and
writing make her an unforgettable figure in
contemporary art. Her publications include The 2022
Oil Painting Collection by Yosea Cheng (3% X 444 %
2022), Contemporary Poems by Yosea Cheng (#% % 3%
#73%), and Writings and Paintings (+ ~ % ).
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About the Poems

Contemporary Poems by Yosea Cheng consists
of 83 poems, each with a concrete image, a complete
structure, a smart rhythm, and vivid characters. The
poet’s free-flowing creativity complements her
precise language, which invokes unrestrained
sentiments and deep meanings even with the simplest
of words. When reading these touching poems,
readers can savor the elegant imagery and tangible
stories while becoming involuntarily drawn into

poetry and eager to read more.
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Preface

I am a painter, writer, and poet. After publishing
Writings and Paintings (% < % %), I thought my
narrative, lyrical, and argumentative writing had
covered the main literature genres. However, later I
realized there was still a missing piece — I had not yet
explored the realm of contemporary poetry. Therefore,
I embarked on the journey of creating 83 poems,
aiming to capture a wide range of human experiences
and help people find poetry’s power of catharsis
under all circumstances.

Contemporary poetry does not need to follow
any fixed forms. To find my own language, I decided
to use a painting-like approach to present the
aesthetics of poetry because it brings me closest to my
readers. First and foremost, each poem should clearly
convey its meaning and imagery while employing
foreshadowing techniques to introduce an intriguing
style. In this sense, using concise and precise
language is particularly crucial, as it enables the
exploration of the literary craft and the presentation of

beautiful imagery and rhythm.




Each poem in this collection has a complete
structure, a smart rhythm, and vivid characters. Even
the simple words contain deep meanings. Readers can
savor the elegant images and stories while finding
purification and nourishment for our souls in this

world.
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Dew

Last night's tears have not dried;

they’re hanging in the maple trees,
glistening

with a faint touch of red,

and even more splendid and resplendent
in the morning glow.

It turns out that

you are a poet

who writes about parting with tears.
What a fleeting autumn!

Even the slightest breeze can blow away
the scattered maple leaves.

They fill the sky

as pieces of crimson glow.

And here I am,

sitting on the ground,

listening to the joyous song of the breeze:
It tells

stories moistened with tears.

15



dE(R)

FFRenBorhae  BH AWMHRF - § t B 24 R
FA KRG o ERE R S HE AW R
B oo

Bkl g % AR T R K

; SRR
WEER T S AT g FLAREDRE > £

EERTR R G SR

N AL A SN BN SR A SRR Y 8
AR NERERE > RIBDRE o

16



L3

r /2

R e

AL

S DR I

A
ER R

TP

-

L
e

Dy
=

Fu o H i
TS

ey %

B
B o A

17



Snow

Galactic waves surge

and engulf the vast land,

blanketing the undulating slopes.
Look at the villages:

Streets and rivers have merged;
fields have transformed into a boundless sea.
In this pristine white world,

the night sky becomes a black hole
where stars flee one by one

across the emptiness,

perching

upon neighboring rooftops.

They look like stranded sails

silently docking in corners.
Tomorrow,

where will these white sails journey?
Will they hum mountain songs

and join the sweet streams?

Or will they

continue to weave myths

and become dazzling bridal gowns?
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The Setting Sun

Finally, it steps onto the horizon.
As the sky hasn’t darkened,

the twilight is spread and cast
towards the sea,

where fishermen cast the nets

to catch the romantic glimmers.
Near dusk,

the horizon gleams exceptionally,
radiantly,

reflects upon the resplendent water
and reddens half of the mast.

As the wind remains still,

the powerless white sails

cannot carry the full splendor.
On my journey home,

the sun’s wearied silhouette

seems expansive and boundless.
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Sunset

Floating clouds cover the sky,
like firewood stacked 1n a shed,
thick and high.

Suddenly,

a rolling red sphere emerges,
blazing across half the sky.

The remaining glow flames upon the earth
till darkness takes hold.

Is it you?

The flickering sparks of stars
still shining evasively,

trying to conceal the truth.

The veil of nightfall

smooths out everything

yet fails to salve your conscience.
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Crop Field

The wind rises.

In such a scorching summer,

the breeze 1s ablaze.

At noon

walfts the aroma of lunch hot and fresh.
On the verdant dining table,
egrets are unexpected guests.
They drag their overlong gowns
as clumsy as village girls,
dancing

with awkward steps

treading on the muddy ridges.

I stand still,

silently gazing

as my long hair sways in the wind
like waves of crops surging.

How beautiful.
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Flowers

The sun was dozing in the backyard
when your graceful silhouette emerged -
half-1lluminated,

misty,

as an elegant verse by a poet,

and vivid strokes by a painter,

poetic and picturesque.

In the absence of sun and moon,

it was you who glamorized the earth.
That day,

you left without a word,

which terminated my adoration.

I packed up my reluctance,

gathered the fallen remnants of the crimson
and the lingering fragrance,

and returned them all

without asking

where you had gone.
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Mist

I still remember the lakeside sunset.
The thin veil of twilight

enveloped the faint glow

like a translucent veil,

glistening and glimmering.

Still, the setting sun caught you
and revealed

your weeping face.

Your tears, delicate and lingering,
drifted with the wind,

floated towards the horizon in wisps,
and then scattered and faded

into the void.

Bit by bit, I lost sight of the beauty.
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Bubbles

Unable to thread the beads,

unable to thread -

It's merely a story,

unwilling to stir up

the hollow memories.

The bygones

replay before my eyes,

seemingly glamorous as pearls

yet fleeting as moments -

like a mirage

casily blown away

and diffused in an instant.

After all, their lingering was not for me.
They were waiting for the wind

to leave me far behind

with no traces to be found.

They dispersed right before my eyes,

becoming a dream.
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Wild Trail

Like a long melody,

the trail winded its way through

to be written on the insect-chirping slopes
and notated along the murmuring stream.
There,

the land was performing a symphony.

I returned from the mountain

listened to the high and low,

and let the rugged slopes

bring me up and down.

Swaying,

my figure

was immersed in the dense pines

and emerged from the sparse bamboo.
Along the way, the forest performed
until I arrived home.

Looking back,

I saw vastness revealed at dusk,

only a few stars twinkling in the Galaxy.
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Umbrella

In midsummer, a seasonal romance unfolded.
Like a scorching wind carrying the sun,

we strolled through the alleys

hand in hand, shoulder to shoulder.

As radiant heat filled the sky,

I opened my canopy to take you to your date,
shielding you from the rays yet ignored.

I waited on the grass for half a day

with my anxiety resembling the heat

building up and up.

In late spring, months of intimacy began.
Like a gentle breeze carrying the haze,

we strolled through the streets

hand in hand, shoulder to shoulder.

As torrents dropped from the sky,

I opened my cloak to escort you home,
shielding you from the deluge yet discarded.
I cried outside till dawn

with my thoughts resembling the rain

pouring down and down.
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Reef

Here I carry a shattered heart,
crying ceaselessly towards the sea.
The crashing waves come and go,

causing the tears of pain to overflow.

Even if dried by the wind,

the untended wound still aches.

Oh, Reef! If my withered figure 1s shown,
my tears will stream into the sea today,

and bring greater surges tomorrow.

Here at the cliff edge, I wail and stand,
throwing my heart fiercely into the void.
Blossoming waves come layers upon layers,

bringing the deceased love to eternal slumber.

Even if covered in a blue blanket,

the unaccompanied bed still feels cold.
Oh, Reef! If my thirsting feeling is known,
my love will sink into the sea today,

and bring more yearning tomorrow.
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Lotus Leaf

My existence 1s almost forgotten,
swaying in the wind.

East or West,

I only hope

to cover up your stains

and conceal your wounds.

When dawn breaks,

your tears congeal into dew

crystal and clear,

revealing once again

your peerless elegance.

My dear lotus flower,

allow me to complement your charm.
Even if transformed into a river lantern,
I will still escort you

to the ends of the world.
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River

You are a wanderer of the land,
traveling thousands of miles.

You roll against wind and dust,
cross over ethereal mountains

and pass through secluded valleys.
How light,

how swift,

your murmuring steps

break forest's silence.

To send your love through red leaves,
you roam with Autumn,

collecting the fallen crimson.

They carry beautiful dreams

And run towards corners of the sea

into the Earth's embrace.
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Hidden Love

Concealed within a forest castle,

it lives 1in isolation.

Though unvisited,

It sees seasons pass by

and legends unfold.

Though unloved, flowers still
spread fragrance.

I have sealed the secret

and stored it in the secluded castle.
This love cannot be stated.

It 1s merely

a fantasy

developing into volumes

and falling into a deep, deep slumber
waiting -

someday

when you pass by -

to be awakened.
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Weeping Willow

We are separated by a river today,
but it will be the whole world tomorrow.
I gaze at the end of the water

but only see

the bridge covered in mist

and countless sails passing through.
Such a painting-like silhouette,
your graceful figure ripples in the water.
Your hair sways in the wind,
spreading out your poignant beauty.
Reluctant to part -

the strengthless spring breeze
cannot blow away the sorrows,

but let the catkins fall

one by one

as tears of reluctance

floating on the river.

Ripples spread in circles,

wiping away the shimmering tears.
Let’s bid farewell -

but even the boat lingers

as if 1t has fainted at the riverbank.

57



#fE (EAr)

ﬁﬁﬁ%&%% e ¥ - %éio
wl R BREAES CEFLHER B FEL
Tk ke PEFAL OO AF- Bl- B 7 B
FL ke o
ARiE 0 RAns gnz: & ERES ngm 38 S CF e

B i e vt

58



g%’!

et

|
\“" T

I e

(=
=y

G

St
=

/”L /ﬁ

§%

ol

HF%

B & 2 e

e E 7) F’}:mﬁ"
L]

x 4

At e

sm sm 5

g R LT

q,.l—-q,-l—-_;,,,._;,.,.

ﬁ ﬁ P
7 &rﬁrf-i
ERRS
2R e
X Frenps 3

59



Moon at Dawn

Still lingering outside,

it has stayed the whole night

to witness the spill of morning light,
and welcome the red-glowing sky.
However,

the storm raged last night, blowing
away the clouds for the morning glow.
Look,

the color of the sky -

so pale,

so dim and delicate.

Where it lingers 1s covered in mist now,
muted and hazy.

It 1s better to return

to submerge

into the depth of the clouds,

into an unknown place.
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Piano

Clad in a black dress,

you waver less;

cold and cool,

you wait

for the person who listens well

to remove your veil.

You are a peerless songstress.

As you open your mouth and sing,
your voice

rings harmoniously

like heavenly melodies heard in Nature,
high and low;

your rhythm

flows seamlessly

like pearls cascading on a jade plate,
fast and slow.

Your music

lingers for days -

how enchanting and romantic.
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Violin

With your hand on my shoulder,
mine by your waist,

we snuggled

in this quiet bar

as the night gently fell.

So Intoxicating -

intoxicated by the atmosphere,
intoxicated by your voice,

and moved

by your melody of love.

Was it flirting

or the touching notes

that unveiled the infinite romance
and liberated

the lonely souls?
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Guitar

Instead of staying in the wilderness,
she returned to the humble pub

and sang.

She gently flipped her long hair
and showed off her curvy body,
seeming romantic

but hinting at sorrows.

The raspy-voiced singer hummed in the wind
and told her wandering life

of performing here and there.

She played and sang

yet hoarsely,

unable to fully relate the stories

but enough to make me sob

and think of you.

You should have finished drinking
and sat by the half-opened window,

yearning under the moonlight.
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Tung Blossom

The dream of the blossom shattered.
Its fragments spread over the riverbank,
drifting,

reluctant to leave.

Seasons always know their timing.
They arrive with the wind

and return with the waves.

Flowers, oh, flowers!

Don't be hasty to say farewell.

The mountains are still singing;

the springs are murmuring;

they are not calm yet,

and so 1s my unsettled heart.

Falling like rain, my thoughts
flutter and hover

like flowers dancing in the air,
white and lost

1n swirls.
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Train

You were a fleeting scene in my journey.
We met,

and then

I was taken in the opposite direction,
parting from you swiftly.

Though 1t was just a glimpse,

I will return for you.

I will return to you.

Between us

lies thousands of miles,

but I do not care -

neither the distance

nor the crowds.

Crowds and crowds of people

come wave after wave.

They seem

coming and going

but dispersing like duckweed.
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Autumn

Fallen leaves are Wind's message.
They pile up

in an unvisited valley

where only loneliness comes,
where desolation gradually reveals.
On the wild ridges,

the lush thorns intertwine;

the tall grass sways the shrubs,
shrouds the rugged slopes,

and smears the curvy landscape.
Is it you?

That sorrowful figure

weeping and wailing?

It strikes a chill

in my heart.
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Pen

I follow the steps of yearning,
climbing and climbing

up to

the empty building

from the good old days

where spring blossomed

with boundless romance.

I open

the window of splendors

and unearth

the dust-covered memories,
the secret of time:

My love for you remains.

I write and write,

and the forgotten name emerges.

Your name emerges.
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Haze

If love gathers and scatters like mist -
now that the clouds have dispersed
and the winds have ceased,

then why

the dried eyes are moistened again?
Why the tales of tears are repeated?
It 1s separation.

It 1s sorrow unable to be dispelled.
It 1s like falling into an abyss:

Gray and hazy,

lost and foggy.

Probably

It 1s to conceal the emptiness.

Let’s wish for a downpour,

a cathartic release,

an end.
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Dream

You visit in the late hours,

wandering between reality and fantasy.
I’m confused.

The sense of d¢ja vu

1s a misty lantern that hides details,

so vague and hazy,

blocking

people’s gaze.

But I don’t mind.

From the bottom of my heart, I call
your name.

My long-lost lover,

it 1s you who stirs my slumbering heart,
unleashes my longing,

and jolts me

awake.
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SKky

In the daytime,

you use it as a letter sheet

to recite verses of blues,

an awe-inspiring composition

with a sense of melancholy.

In the evening,

You use it as a canvas

to paint colorful patterns,

a mind-boggling creation

with a touch of romanticism.
However,

what I cannot see,

what I cannot fathom,

1s your ever-changing heart -
sometimes serene with white clouds,
sometimes stormy with dark gloom,

or abruptly rains.
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Leaves

I raise my arms

to lift you towards the heavens;
I hold you in my hands

to make you safe and sound.
My precious flower,

I submit to your beauty

head over heels.
Subservience is in my blood;
weeping with you,

laughing with you,

shielding you

from all the storms,

these are my forever duties.

I will guard you

into the mature years

till time leaves traces on you,

till your last petal withers away.
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Time

I stroll along a secluded path
into a vast expanse of space -
the past.

Deeply locked in memories,
it 1s built with my youth

and the castle of eternity
where trees and flowers
flourish poetically.

Time

is your artwork;

stroke by stroke,

you draw the wrinkles.

Age

1s your sculpture;

inch by inch,

you carve through the years
and pierce through

my era,

making me a passerby of yours.
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Grass

With tousled strands atop,

it wanders through desolate mountains
and endures the windblasts and rainfalls.
Pain?

Long forgotten.

Insensible.

Such a life on rugged hills,

full of bumps and creases,

breaks even the hearts of rocks.
Among these cracks,

it finds a shelter,

a home, to rest,

to shed tears of love,

and to spread its humble seeds.
Though minuscule,

in the coming year,

it may bring emerald waves.

What a promising future!
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Vinegar

It was once a captivating wine,

my dearest, now kept in a bottle.
Night after night, I crave

its gentle kisses

that warm my chest.

Fermentation

has altered its essence

to be sharp and sour,

no longer sweet and aromatic.
Now only half a bottle remains.
All dribs and drabs

are merely recollections from my fantasies
lingering in this intoxicating bottle.

I regret.
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Waves

Torrents of emotions surge;
one yet subsides,

and another rises,

endlessly roaring forth and
crashing upon the shore.

As 1t turns out,

such calling is your outlet
for sadness and sorrows;

the abyss 1s your measure

of love and hate.

What a gap.

But so what?

All will dissolve in the ocean
to be covered up and flattened out.

The troughs will no longer be visible.
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Daylilies

A mother's longing floats restlessly,
like an endless thread

tied to her child away from home.
The nights are long.

Her yearning deepens

like a cancer cell

that grows through the years

and keeps spreading.

Legend says

the healing flowers

are planted behind a mother’s house.
There, daylilies grow in abundance,
blooming

like blazing torches,

and burning away

the boundless worries.

Look at the vast, clear sky.

See how the white clouds drift

unburdened.
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On a Date

Stars were the informants of love

that helped me keep an eye on everything.
At the enchanting mansion,

the splendid lights brightened the night.
Through the half-closed windows,

the wind lifted the gauze curtains

and unfurled the delicate reveries.
Under the cover of darkness,

I spied on your agile silhouette and
cavesdropped on your whispering steps.
Suddenly,

the door opened -

my figure was uncovered;

my feet moved in a fluster.

I waited on the stone plates,

and the stars were witnesses

to my agitation.
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Steering Wheel

You are my silent companion,
waiting for my invitation.
Hand in hand,

we dance.

We don’t mind the rugged paths
or the dark, vast night.

We swirl and twirl

and glide

with romantic steps.

Suddenly, a grand turn comes -
I hold you in my arms

tightly.

Without you,

all the power is useless.
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Bookmark

Here in your innocent diary I hide
to sneak a peek at your youthful confessions.
For countless days,

I visit

every corner

and wait for your murmurs.

Step by step,

page by page,

I bear witness

to your intense affections,

your dreams, and desires.

These bits of recollections

also serve as my bedtime stories.
Though incomplete,

they accompany me

into deep slumbers,

night after night.
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At the age of Eighteen

Shyness was my blush on a date

as I learned about love,

innocent longings,

and fantasies.

My first love

then awoke

with ups and downs

as 1f played by an innocent pianist

or guided by a romantic conductor.

The tides understood my fluttering heart,
while the waves came one after another
crashing on the shore,

chuckling

at how enchanted 1 was.
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Moon

How long have I left home?
That year,

you were radiant,

and I was still young,

with my eyes sharp and bright.
But tonight,

I frown

like the crescent in the sky
suspended in the void,

waiting

for the longings to be blown up
and swell and swell

till full and round.

Just like back then,

now you gaze at me

fixedly and brightly -

I slip,

and homesickness catches me.
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Twilight

The sun goes down

as birds spread their wings
towards the hazy glimmers.
Though glorious,

almost all the shimmers
will fade away,

like in one’s later years,
not many days remain.

I shall follow the gleam
and leave when the night falls.
The once-beloved beauty
1s just a fleeting cloud,

a swift passing moment.

In a blink,

all disappears.

126



2] 2 2,
|

R A el o R
i%,wwﬁ%nk’%%ﬂﬁﬁgW%o
A A LR KRR NyLo ¢ Fh BaE

)

127



£

/2

eyl

%
/2
LETd

&

IS 2

|

£3

&

4 mF
LATE
ug—,%

)
P2y

fl

128

e

R

7

3

2z

2

H
L

5 om i@

rﬁéirﬁ},@\;
7 K



Air

It 1s muggy in the spring rains

and stuffy under the summer sun.
In a humble lane

where all smells mix

lies a cauldron of the universe,

a breeding ground for germs.

Here careless flowers and trees thrive,
but you are sensitive.

Swiftly, you pass by

with disdain.

Madly in love with you,

I will be your last lover.

If you cut me out -

In a vacuum,

you won’t survive by yourself

but be destined to fall into my arms

and die.
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End of the World

The horizon has sunk.

Let’s take the last train

and head for heaven.

Look,

so endless and boundless,

the Milky Way sparkles

just like the gleaming sea.
Let’s pluck

the aloof stars

to adorn your hair

with a touch of cool elegance.
My dear! We have arrived.
Our statements shall agree,
so, at Eden, we will meet

and fulfill

our dream of wandering the world.
The rest in eternity

shall be destroyed.
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Typhoon

You always clamor outside.

You are the embodiment of evil,

a ruthless gangster,

devastating

every street and lane.

Encounters with you are nightmares.
You clutch every tousled strand of hair,
slapping and whacking

here and there,

leaving us

in fear and despair.

Doors and windows closed,

we don’t welcome

your Visit.

Now, with our homes in shambles,
we ask for an apology

but find

only a mess to clean.
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Soul

Unstained by mud,

untouched by dust -

can |

see your angelic, crystal purity?
Allow me to outline your translucence,
your beautiful, elegant figure.
With an appearance so

ethereal,

you are my destined companion,
my guiding light in the dark.
Without you,

I'd be devastated

like a fallen leaf

withered,

decomposed,

into a skeleton.
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Unanswered

Perhaps I should wonder:

If the sun stops chasing the moon,
where will the stars wander?

Will darkness

prevail

and the light fades forever?

And no longer romantic?
Sincerely,

I beg

for the answer I yearn for the most.
My love has become hopeless.
Tomorrow we will part.

Where shall I go?

Please answer.

But it sinks like a stone.
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Coordinates

Like a lonely lost star,

I blindly wander.

Deep inside your heart,

is there a place I can stay?
Please mark a point

and point out the location.
Perhaps

distant and unseen,

but you are the origin.

I will row my unanchored boat,
navigate

toward the intersection of love,

and drift no more.
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Remainder

The uneven love

threads through the years,
pulling and tugging

and intertwining

only for not letting go,
unwilling to abandon the base
or erase the remaining traces.
After all,

every piece of memory

was made with my deep care.
As love remains,

I rather stay.

Let it be a stalemate

or a waste of youth.

At where the red thread of fate breaks,
I will linger and linger,
tasting again and again

heaven's pity.
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A Kilogram of Love

How much exactly

is the minimum cost of love?
All I want is your care.

Even if

it's just a luxurious dream,

I can feel the warmth;

even though

it's nothing but hollow bubbles,
I can see the splendor.

I'd rather

miss out on my future lives,
auction my soul in this one,
and use all my being

to redeem your affection

so at least

I can have your love.
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Reset

Trees never cling to the withered
but shrug them off

and wait

for the next spring.

Oh, ex-offender of love

can you

accept someone new
without leaving a trace?
Just scrape away the rotten
and restore the glamor.

Or are you

lingering at the crossroads
due to indecision?

You are just a love trickster,
a repeat offender

with a long record.
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In Half

Heaven splits cravings in two:

One in the East, the other in the West.
The sun rises in the East,

the moon sets in the West,

yet no ships sail in the Milky Way.
Even if shooting stars are messengers,
one’s other half remains unfound.

In these thousands of years to come,

what can one do?

Heaven separates lovers into two sides:
One in the East, the other in the West.

The sun comes out,

the moon goes down,

yet no matchmakers exist in the Milky Way.
Even if shooting stars are carriers,

the other side remains unseen.

In these thousands of years to come,

what should one do?
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Distance

Distance is a measure of love.
When passionate,

two hearts beat as one

with no lags;

when passionless,

two persons turn their backs

with no connections.

At times,

love gets too close to call,

making us confused.

Is it near? Is it far?

Just take a wild guess.

Though we dare not to predict life,
the unpredictability of the human heart

needs no predictions.
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The Beginning of Our Love

In this vast sea of people,

mere encounters

are insignificant,

like grains of sand brushing past,
scattered by the wind;

knowing others

1s remarkable,

like flowers blooming boundlessly,
without the spring’s call.

One may wonder

whether love grows with time

or bursts in an instant,

but who cares about mortals’ opinions?
All affections are eternal,

undying flowers.

Even if the earth were to shatter,
they would remain as whole as ever

between you and me.
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The Fate of Our Love

Polish the sewing kit and

let the Matchmaker thread the needle
to guide

our past and present lives,

and we will meet in the end.

Along this long, thin thread,

we will travel the distance of centuries,
all the way dimly lit,

faint, and vague.

Directions are difficult to tell,

not to mention

the clumsy Matchmaker

who keeps undoing stitches.

Darling!

Our fates meet and part

all because we can't see the road -
we are walking along

the future.
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The End of Our Love

I will get you out of my mind

like a blown-away Kkite;

no more tugging.

The wind will carry away your figure,
and I will embark without looking back.
My affection

has fallen flat,

sunken into the sea of clouds,
concealed beyond sight,

far out of reach.

Tonight,

are you doing well?

I can only speculate.

Are you

wearing a joyful smile

or cleaning your wounds?

Should I offer blessings

or let out a sigh?
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Wandering

With lonesomeness written over my face,
I came down to nowhere in the galaxy,
crying out from emptiness,

endless loneliness,

and vastness.

If it were a sweet home,

the lone star wouldn't shimmer so coldly;
the moon wouldn't have to wander.

At the ends of the earth,

will there be a glimmer of light

willing to be my warmth

and reveal

the track of life?

Then I will make a pilgrimage

with uncertain steps

to the faint stars.
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Vase

Nestle against my sturdy shoulder
and beam

with full blossom

in my embrace.

Tomorrow you will shine the most brilliant;
let’s not bid farewell

with sorrow.

The vase water can't understand;
your tears embellish your beauty.
Your allure

outshines all garden flowers,

so why dwell on the brevity of life?
Just remember this moment of youth
and forget

the pity about such transience.
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Vase Flowers

I dress up to show off

a moment of beauty

but draw only fleeting attention.
Now

my allure has faded;

makeup has gone yellow.

I’m a soul about to be abandoned,
losing love moment by moment.
Even if 1t's just an instant,

all that matters

1s that we once had it.

Tomorrow, new beauties will arrive,
new loves will be found,

while the unchanging lie

1s love.
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Ugliness

Crudeness 1s my natural appearance -
Though rough and ready

like a splash of ink,

it's an elegant painting indeed.

In my realm,

no one will be checked out.

There are no flowers,

but the world of temptations 1s excluded,
and distractions are filtered away,

so poetry comes naturally:

The key

lies in looking below the surface.
The profundity of life

1s like an echo in an empty valley:
Listen with your heart,

immerse yourself,

and then day by day, love spreads.
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Wanderer

Time leaves traces on my face
as I wander around

here and there,

making

footprints of uncertainty.

If the ship has sunk into the sea,
the anchor is no longer needed,
why should we seek

lovers?

They are like useless tickets
not saying when to return.

[ will drift with the waves

to the ends of the world.

Now at this twilight port,

does anyone still linger?

Come join me.

To solitude, we call upon.
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Message in a Bottle

Filled with hollow memories,

I roam adrift,

carrying

sentiments of longing,

lonely and desolate,

sailing

towards the edge of the sky,
towards the corners of the sea.
Into the vast unknown,

can I rest ashore

to put down the words,

to mourn

the love that has slipped away?
Though pronounced, how can
the unending affection be known

1f not announced?
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Reencounter

Following the singing,

tracing old houses,

I find footsteps

on this long and winding street
where stories meet.

The fallen leaves repeat

like drifting clouds,

sprinkling

an autumn crimson,

a season of red beneath our feet.
Here you come ashen;

your eyes pierce me through -
just a chance encounter

you pass by and leave me

lost.

Is it the lingering feeling?

Or the drizzling rain?

My heart beats with pain.
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Bitter Love

A long time ago, I planted a tree of love.
Many years have passed,

perhaps

countless fruit hangs

from branch to branch,

but here in Eden, I look up

not a piece of fruit is borne.

I wait

as birds migrate,

flowers bloom and wither,

springs come, and winters go.

Even if flowerless fruit has become wine,
the blossoming tree still bears no fruit
and [’m still impatiently

waiting

till the end of the world.
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Lovelorn

Who altered my love story?
Once your main character,
now a foil,

a withered leaf

that catches no attention.
Unoccupied,

I hum songs of sorrow

and taste drinks of despair
as blushes creep down my cheeks.
It’s not drunkenness

but a scar

left by the burning love.

Drinking only worsens my lovesickness.
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Kite

I shall flutter as an eagle,

soaring towards the clouds in the sky.
The wind can't hinder my love's might.
With my wings spread wide,

I take on the height.

Love is a string crooked and blind;
longing is my guide.

I hover left and right.

The higher I fly,

the greater my desire

to stay by your side.

Have mercy on me.

Don't let go

but hold the string and

toss me into the sky.
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Ocean

Calls ring through the open sky and
awaken the slumbering shore.

Rows after rows,

waves rush

into the vastness.

Let’s raise our glasses high,

drink and toast

and laugh,

as waves come and go,

as the old 1s pushed by the new

and erases all the footprints.

Traces of vicissitudes are no longer seen;
love and hate have become fleeting foam
forgotten in the vastness,

floating and sinking

against waves.

201



R

BE 7

TE'J”‘E'”@K P R FAARARE T o

A e A A

202



R
5 h A e
:%’E li‘%-:[-

203



Rain

The weather has changed.

Clouds in the sky are dark and sad.
Threads of sorrow

hang down like curtains,

hovering over streets and lanes,
trickling on the front yard, and
drumming

on the closed windows.

I locked the chill outside last night;
traces of your tears haven’t dried,
but again,

the bead curtains break.

Your tears keep pouring

down and down,

spreading your suffering

here and there.

Even the flowers weep with you.
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Farewell at a Starry Night

The night is a black handkerchief
that covers my scars and marks.
My love! Oh, my love!

I’m hiding in the corner

to wipe away the outburst of tears
and conceal the blurry traces.

If parting

only hurts like a shooting star

that splits the heavens and perishes
in exchange for a little smile,

the galaxy would not have been so starry
and cried till the dawn

with no tears left.
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Pomelo

Seemingly simple in its guise,

yet harbors a heart pure and chaste -
solidly,

it gazes at the heavens,

counts the days,

and follows the steps of time.

Piece by piece,

1t grows 1nto

a sweet tale:

You and I

are like the Cowherd and Weaver Girl;
let’s meet

on the Mid-Autumn night.

Our longing will grow like the moon
and our dreams round and complete
to confess

our never-changing love.
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Love Letter

My dearest,

calling you by your nickname
allows me to enter your heart's frame
to express

my firm commitment -

letter by letter,

copiously written,

clearly inscribed;

not mythological tales,

but tokens of love.

Perhaps

the white clouds above
understand my secret.

Each word and phrase

1s true to my heart.
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Net of Love

My sentiment is made from hemp,
woven thread by thread,

entwined and spun.

If messed up by the wind,

1t will throb with pain,

like tangled thoughts taking their toll,
twisting inside my chest.

Suffocating.

My love 1s made of moonlight,
shining layer upon layer,

eternal and bright.

If battered by the rain,

it will lose its spirit,

like a frozen body growing numb,
chilling me to the bone.

Disheartening.
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Farewell, My Love

Let’s delete all the chapters;

forget the opening and ending.
The conclusion

remains blank

with only a period

to bid my farewell.

What if

our encounter had been prevented?
Then our love wouldn’t have run across
and become brilliant fireworks
that filled the night with thrills -
though grandly in an instant

they vanished forever.

Only regrets remain.
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Shadow

Silent as always,

you still dress in black

and follow me

closely within a step.

Your affection is just a mistake,
a one-sided wish.

That night,

the dim lights

illuminated the quiet walls

but couldn’t conceal my loneliness
as I leaned on the emptiness,
the desolation,

and your warm

embrace.

It’s beautiful,

but merely a mistake.
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Fallen Leaves

In the autumn's wake,

we follow the winds to distant places,
wandering far and wide,

no longer

lording it over others.

Today, we sleep on the streets;

tomorrow, we may lie by the ditch.

Just as

seasons change,

we will see chilly autumn and cold winter,
and our beauty will gradually wither.
Although we will become part of the earth,
next year,

we will step onto winding paths,

rise with the spring wind in good spirits,
and once again sprout tender greenery

even lusher.
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Clouds

You wear subtle makeup at dawn
and get fully dressed at dusk.
How attractive.

At times,

You are all in black

like in mourning,

sending weeping sounds from afar
that make one unwilling to stay;
At times,

you are all in white

like an angel,

radiating brilliance from up high and
rendering one unable to gaze.
Capricious as you are,

loving you is not easy;

one is destined to wander around

unsettled.
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Youth

Red lips and black hair

were my golden days,

my vibrant prime -

how dazzling,

how resplendent,

but still leave a blank,

like a river that stretches for miles

and quietly disappears.

Yet,

I still long for your visage,

though often disappointed with anticipation
and anticipating amid disappointment.
Tired,

my faltering steps cannot

catch up with the speed of abandonment.
Yesterday, I saw full moons and blossoms;
today, everything has withered away.
Even just in dreams,

even just once more,

please let me

embrace reckless youth again.
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Cost

I spared no efforts

and chased to the ends of the earth,
but it is better to learn from the wind:
Whistle past

and erase

the valueless love.

Once turned into black and white, memories
are just dated images.

Losing the red overnight, flowers

only make a colorless landscape.
Sentiments have collapsed.

Love has grown desolate.

Why should I rebuild

a condemned building on rotten wood?
It would be a waste of my prime

for a high price.
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Kiss

Sweet words don’t make true love.
Let me open my heart,

cross the threshold,

and gently

offer my tenderness.

With my plump lips,

I give my never-changing promise.
My love

1s not a long recitation

but a green lichen brushing by.
Yet I can hear your resonance

like an echo in an empty valley
resounding endlessly.

True love needs no words;

we are each other’s.
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Drunk

I cradle my sorrows in the cup

and soothe them

sip by sip.

Desensitized,

I fall into a deep sleep.

In that distant dream,

your figure gradually fades;

love has drifted away.

Why does this sentiment persist?
Why does this sadness insist?

The night has fallen.

The moon wobbles; the stars shake;
ships in the Milky Way rock and sway.
Who has lost their balance

and fallen

into a lonely corner?

The lone star is weeping.
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Arrows

Leaves in the forest rustle and rumble.
They whisper and mumble,

muttering one by one

to stir up

a determination for revenge.

They grin with menacing jaws

and ferocious faces,

howling against the wind.

Whoosh, one by one,

here come

the bitter accusations

that pierce through your fickle love.
Now, use the blood from your wounds
to extinguish the flaming rages.

The executioner

1s showing the last kindness:

Hiding in the dark forest,

offering condolences.
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Rainy Night

The stars in the sky darken.

The moon behind the curtains weeps,
one drop after another.

Tears

drift through the emptiness,

fall upon the lightened window,
and reflect the neon glimmers.
Each trace of each drop

seems crystal clear.

Tonight the drink has lost its flavor.
Teardrops fill the cup,

mixed with a hint of sorrow.
Perhaps

after three days of absence,

love has become lost.

Worse still,

eyes have become misty -

too drunk to see.
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Our Romance

That year, spring was in its prime,
blossoms budding and sprawling
everywhere,

flowers blooming one by one.

My love had just sprouted, too,

but it tangled like vines

caught in doubt.

People say

1t’s easier to reach the moon near water,
but with the mist surrounding the river
how’d that be possible?

Awake at night,

I’m worried, just like the stars
guarding the moon.

Foolishly,

I love you,

as if under a spell

with no way back.
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Truth

Unmask the facade of pretense,

so beauty and ugliness laid bare
with no disguises.

At that moment,

when a smile spreads across the face
and 1rritation flickers in the eye corner,
I understand love and malice.

At that moment,

my feelings are clear:

Expect no more;

choose no more;

only keep

the undeniable truth.
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Mask

Magnificence is for secrets.

I dispelled the deceptive doubts
and uncovered the mysteries

but only found illusions.

It turns out that hypocrisy is your trick,
like a wizard's smoke and mirrors
that distort the truth.

If blind,

one may be ensnared

and taken hold by delusions

like a camera out of focus,
unable to grasp reality.

At the moment of revelation,

you break free

and head off

to mountains beyond mountains.
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Ashes

Water flows coldheartedly,

but it has left marks of waves
that reveal its journey of drifting
and its pleasant memories.

My love

was destroyed in flames.

Has anyone seen its remnants?
At the funeral, void of attendees,
they have turned into nothingness
and vanished like smoke.

As I look back,

the lamplight wanes

while the moonlight shines

upon the lonely shadow.

Faintly, I hear sounds of weeping
and realize

I'm still alive.

The concrete proof of love remains.
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Frost

Pale as a ghost,

I huddle in the high peaks

and wait for the spring

to melt

the bone-chilling cold.

My heart 1s already frozen

like the cold winter.

The warm sun will

turn me into dewdrops

and let me flow along the gentle stream,
running

across three thousand miles.

I will live with the wind and water,
endure the journey’s hardships,
and spread my love.

On vast expanses,

[ will find again

the blossoming flowers

and some cheerful comfort.
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