Plath Profiles

Six Poems
Hong Zeng
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Beach
---To Sylvia Plath

That's the beach of your soul, under the moon
Dark waves sweep back your dead father's pale
hair

On the reef carved his wrinkles dignified as a
god

You can only breathe at the bottom of the sea

The flattened moon is your mother's face
hollowed by despair

From the space of bone joints sprays icy light
Night wind is her hand stretching out from black
robe

Setting loose innumerable tiny bats

And you, are the witch imprisoned in the elm
The mistake of time makes you shrill and sour
Virgin's skin turned into the frog grains of tree
burr

Shrunken branches break out laughter of
mockery and blasphemy,

The starry night is a vortex of red and blue
vipers

That elm of witch was distorted by the desire of
stretching up

It sinks in and is drown by the river of stars
Ossified meteorite falls through the space,
echoing
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Ruan Lingyu?

In the blue snowy night

Shadows like prison bars printed on your body
Soft and ornate decorative pattern

You blew warmth on your hands

Lying in the snow you performed the role of a
mother

Who bites her finger to feed blood to her starved
baby

Benumbed by poverty and misery

You had no children of your own

Against the marching song of an Age

Your icicle, mournful note was lost

The forbearing, patient patterns on your
cheongsam

Faded into the color of wallpaper where you
borrowed a life

The contrast of highlight and predominant
shadow

Transformed your face into an inaccessible
specter

You swallowed down the bitter wine of this
world's slander

And danced like the flying snow, leaving no foot
print

1 Ruan Linyu is the most famous film star
of 1930s in China. She left her abusive,
gambling partner and cohabited with a
married, rich tea merchant, but
committed suicide because of the social
slanders against her.
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Ashes of Time

Neither the flag nor the wind is moving.
Human heart moves it.
---Zen Koan

An inch of longing, an inch of ash
---Li Shangyin

In the sunset river of molten gold
And the flying flag in the wind
My hair blowing

My face remains still

Like distant mountains

On the water colored with throbbing flames
I challenge my own shadow with a sword

The sword cutting across the mirror surface
Blooms a soaring flower of time's delusion

Inside the cave rippling with light

I bind myself into a silk cocoon

In order to gain wings and die

Inch by inch, in the posture of flight

In the shower sweeping across flowering earth
My face turned away silently, seeing nothing
In order to wait for a moment of sigh
Borrowing your hand

To break and left withering
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Northern Snow

Under the dazzling beam of winter sun
The flying powders of Northern snow
Like a heavy fog charged with flame
Were embraced, penetrated and broken
By a stronger wind

Then lost and forgotten

On the silent and deserted icy lake
The crows of raven

Carried the full winter breath

Black birds

One crowd after another

Took slow turns to swirl into the sky

I lied down peacefully

On the snow

Endless white of the snow
Winter love's dead bones
Wind filled my ears

For a whole life | waited for
An echo of a dying sound

I remember my hometown in the South
Thunderstorm at noon

Turned the daylight into midnight

Turning off all the lights

I wrapped myself in the quilt of my old home
Thunder and lightening turned into peace

In a distant country

At midnight I heard on the roof

A suddenly roused wind and rain

I recalled the snow in the North

Solitary, brightly-chilling ghost under the sun
The ghost of the dead, southern rain
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EEPN Spring
vt ---to mother
Sr= s
Fﬁféi;ﬂ?mqj In the hallucination of your sickness
RERSEA S 1 You talk to the dead
4@:@%1’{#4\ ‘ You liveina
AR BEAZ ) e 48 Lighted realm where death and life fuse
AEBEAZ ) DA It is your love that made me understand
TARAZ LTS There is no death at the end of our lives
B -1 A 1Y Death only exists in life
SERFAE LA 2 Your tribulation
RAOZ A Makes me die again and again
% e Y BT My sobbing tears
t‘ jj K Give you a pain more acute than death
FerySEnL
TR IR BE AR L Death only exists, for the living
Love without bereavement
B A NHEH 11E Is no love at all
BH :?FEP% 3 And yet you
IR F Will soon embark on a tour around the earth
- e From one country to another country
HSFER 58 R HRAT From one spring walk into another spring
M= EEER S — A EE
MN—ANBERERE —NER Endless rotation of springs
That shadowless, perennial realm of light
655 LR RIES
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The Snowman Walking in the
Air

When your sunset came near my frozen river of
ice dregs and soil clots

I, a snowman, walked out of my ice-sealed form
I walked in the air, in your bloody light

Passing the treetops, black paper-cuts in
backlighting

Shorn of leaves, branches stretch to you like
broken violin strings

I walked in the long years, every step treading
on a wound in the memory

The whole sky a slowly bleeding wound, | cross
it peaceful and unmoved

My icy feet approach your light in higher and
higher place

Finally, tired, | lie down to rest like the earth
In your warmth | melt into layers of clouds

I originally white, but when your blood infuses
into me

I am dyed red by your transient light before
extinction



