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Lan LAN

Train, Train

rranslated by Fiona Sze-Lorrain

Dusk carries day away. From the capital the window

swings to the dense twilight of north China
. . . from here, to here

The road pierces through the aspen forest
Lightning, will be followed by thunder

yet safety silencers have covered our mouths

Train crosses the field, a page that erases heavy footsteps
We sway. We no longer use words
to help goats with bowed heads, smoke billowing from brick kilns

Wheels slide slowly into night. From here
to here. Overhead, ardent stars
trail behind, this long farewell in a graveyard

stretches on the thin railway of our courage

Train. Train. Leaving the front page of newspapers
into the numb shivers of villages:

hanging upside-down in night sky

a look from the dying

Crazyhorse




