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LAN LAN

Mother

translated ﬁy Fiona Sze-Lorrain

One and countless.

But incidentally and miraculously becoming me.

The baby is sucking breast milk.
My lips have tasted golden bees in the rowans,
spring water running from Mount Funiu.

Long ago

I lie in the bosom of wheat rick
Love—from eternal shepherd’s purse to
a firefly lamp.

My daughter starts to toddle,
trying to bend and pick up her first
love letter from fallen leaves.

One and countless.

—Please continue the concert—

Crazyhorse




