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The Winter Moon
I hit my wife and went out and saw
the moon like ten thousand lanterns.
Opver the soft snow after a snowstorm
I am walking without any idea where I am going.
——What is it makes me hate so hard ?
When we hate, we are more serious than when we love.
So now why am I starting to feel love for her again ?
Everything is like that snowstorm.
When it is over, we see

the moon like a thousand lanterns.
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A New City
The hotel at down filled me with horror.
A smell of mortar was hanging about all the streets.

——1I must look for a proper place to live

Each blast of wind cast rough outlines of water-towers over canvases of
ice,

From behind frozen trees,

from behind a dentist’s signboard,

school children rushed towards me holding their skates over their heads

like daggers.
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I stood at the top of a slope.
Chinese government officials were crowding the square and crows the sky.

Already I had lost all hope of making my fortune here.
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The Sea Under a Cloudy Sky
“What’s the matter with this ship ?”

The ship hasn’t moved an inch though sailing time has already passed.

“I suppose they can’t find the Blue Peter,”

answered the doctor, mixing a draught of medicine for my stomach.

“It wouldn’t be this, would it ?”’

I extracted from my trouser pocket

a blue-hemmed handkerchief stinking of petrol
that I picked off the deck a while before.

The doctor, smiling, got up and opened the porthole.
We could see a cloudy sky supported on the skin of the ocean.

Then I started to wipe my shoes, slowly, with the blue cloth.
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Sailing Up The Seine

Let’s have a look at “The Sights of Paris,” a 9 mm motion picture.

We're sailing down the Seine.

Marronnier avenues on the other bank of the river.

Gentlemen reading newspapers are walking among dashing taxis and
buses.

A poet’s statue in the cemetery at Montparnasse.

I am not among those young people laying bunches of flowers on the
tomb.

We scamper up the Eiffel Tower.

The Moulin Rouge goes milling round as night falls.

This is the end of the film, and we did not see naked girls.
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Oh! Paris is not with us any more.
Here we are again sipping lukewarm tea in silence.
Outside the thick curtains we can hear the sound of the wind,

Well, let’s run the picture through again

without rewinding the film.

First we jump off the Eiffel Tower before dawn breaks on the Moulin
Rouge.

Young people snatch away bunches of flowers from the poet’s tomb.

Gentlemen stuff newspapers back in their pockets.

Taxis and buses dash backwards along matronnier avenues on the other
bank of the river.

Now we are sailing up the Seine and this is the end of the film.

Paris is not with us any more.
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Dusty Wind

——That never comes back again

I drove a pony throngh the dust-storm to reach a patient’s home.

But instead of my doctor’s bag I found I had taken

one full of catalogues of new motorcar models.

(That damned Chinese in blue who offered me pumpkin seeds in the
first-class carriage of the Sitao Railway!)

I had to apply my ear right on the Japanese girl’s chest.

I had to examine by touching every bone of her chest

and make my descent into a gloomy cavern, wondering what had be-
come of my bag.

In her delirium she kept on saying she wanted to see again the waters
of Japan.

'To my ear, her heart sounded distinctly

like an ebbing tide.

So without any hesitation I was able to diagnose tuberculosis.

But before I could do anything for her as a doctor, she died.

When I left the house, I found my pony was missing.

1 staggered through the storm of dust, holding under one arm the bag
full of catalogues of new motorcars.

I kept thinking of the long coastline of Japan,

still puzzling over what had become of my bag.
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A Memorial Day
Wind.
The national flag in the dust.

A sham street fight,

There is no fire in the stove

nor in this Rusian widow.

“Is this the day the Mikado’s baby wasiborn ?”’
““The memorial day commemorating

your country’s defeat by mine.”

But instead of this, I answered;
“The day 1 was defeated by you.”
Then we lay down in the mirror

set in the head of the bed.

A sham street fight,
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The national flag in the dust.
Wind.
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Sick Submarine

The view of the International Settlement

seen thrgugh a periscope
Might be recommended for inclusion in the new design
of bank notes in the Republic of China.
Russian maidens in swimsuits are camouflaged Q-ships.
Sailors who declined the Order of the Starfish
are transformed into white foam and slip from their ship.
I pick up an opium pipe from under a gyrocompass
and recall the phosphorescence
in the wake of a torpedo once our ship tracked.

However, because I forgot the signals to be used in the water
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to contact our mother ship,

this evening too, the Scorpion vilolotes

the sextant’s centre, and

the keel of the old ship writhes in agony
in mud and seaweed.

1 take off my life-jacket and give the order:

“Verify with depth-gauge angle of descent of rust-red morale !’
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