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Poems by Anthony Tao, music by Liane Halton

Translation to Chinese by Liao Qingrui B&& (The Other Side, Crazy,
Summer 2020) and David Janke (The Widow, Writing Myth)

Note: Some of the Chinese text has yet to be finalized
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The Other Side
F—MH

PRSI _F. —4 BRI E R
I BRI, REEERE
SEE, REEEHIESR

—Opening stanza of “Kangding Love Song”

Paoma to the east, grasslands to the west.
Wherefrom the mist, spilling over the peaks?
HEER, EEEE,

LLERRIFRSE, BAImtE?

What's on the other side, beyond what the eyes can see?
That for you is the human beast,

BAR—EmEH2, BIBAMBER?

BREL = R,

Lurching between living and abyss:
Beyond the yaks and frost trees,
AT SEESEMZIAE:
B AR 5 B TR R

Beyond buntings, and prayers

Thrashing in breeze. Desire is limitless.
BT AR E, LHHIE
EXNARTE, #REE, TIATFT.

The universe is so large:

Are we not satisfied looking up at the stars?
FEHULT X5

BIMELTERE THEERNE?



Oceans shiver in the dark:

Why not bask in the murmuring creek?
KBS ZEN:
AR EE BRI E?

Our Earth is singular:

Are we not satisfied with its beauty?
HANREBREEEN:

AIERA MR ERE THEMNERRZRFEFE?

And how many of us, like the lovestruck couple in that song
From Kangding, are looking beyond as we speak? Beyond the limits

HITBEES VA, MEEEER
PIAB IS, I ELMEES? B

Of what we want.

Just to say we went there, the other side.

ACRIRFRFE X Z29h
ROATREN, TEY, BB —H.

Moonlight’s come down
RAYtRIm
BB H TSR
Moonlight’s come down to Kangding

BXRIn FE/NBERE

Join us
in the moonlight over Kangding.
ERERA]—HREK
EXRER LB ER,
Moonlight...
B EHE
Join us on the other side.

IREA]—ek EHH—M|

But I'll be gone when you arrive.

BHRIRE HEEZ,
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Crazy
NIE

You know those commercials, that fragrance one
in particular,
Natalie Portman saying into the camera:
And you
— what would you do for love?
RAEARL &, HKHIABX
K55 2 HB—K
PRIEF] - RS ERKIR:

ABIFHE

ISR B A ?
What we did was everything
AR EFRRY a1

— we quarreled, we teased, we pestled
our shoddy, tottery hearts to pulp

in the mortar of what could not change;
—A1EW, BATEE, TS
BHCoH%. shERMBUD 1\ T MR
ERA REMET BSKAT;

we recriminated, impeached, vied en pointe,
clawed at our eyes to make them see

the lies of truth, the limits of beauty;
TANBEEY, BREHERR, HWHROR,
MBRILENER Fikei1ER
BRI XIFERER

we coveted and condemned,

we ached, lustful and tongue-tied,

we cried over Skype, uprooted logic and sense
AN, TATES,

TAREEE, RERKMEL—F,
BAEMSEIERSOL, ZESEIRME—IE
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desperate to believe

love meant struggle could overcome
illness, obliterate enemies

at the cost of ourselves;
P LB R

E—7EE AIDERYEE
RIR, TR
HERHRIIBES

we spilled into the rain
where we mined for blood that might prove
we could be

AR
EREEM =R SMAE BE U
A TRT I

as ravenous, charged with want

as those pulchritudinous in scent ads;
— SN, MRER
S5FKTEERELYRITLT

we screamed, we pounded
on surfaces that do not give,
FATUEE, IA1ES

W& KN RIBRIAERZRE,

committed violence

with neglect, balled fists

upon our own heads, hair tangled with tears,
B RIEERER

XEZEHE

WNERNBECHRM, K£5HKKRYE,

and within the same hour rode in a car, silent,
looking out opposite windows.

REER—MNNSALH—IRER, T,
B ENER
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I'm sorry, we said,

RIE#:, B,

and considered what was so bad, after all,

what was so unhealthy, what does it mean  to be crazy
/\\\ I:ln_,\% *EET E/\JIEET-i_-/AA, 5‘1—:‘!%,

B ABETRER, FREEERETA i AT

but committing the same mistakes
and the same pleasures,

BE—OERICERBRIHEIR
N —HFRIIRIE

needing feeling sufficient

and alive, my god, each second a lifetime.
FTE RIAKE

UKEE, #W, —FEIR—5%,

We wanted to say,

I'm living a series of delusions
in which | deserve you,

BEATAFRAE R
BoEE ﬁzzu—;_%ﬁ**
LA B EERBEER,

but fearing sentiment, lacking
courage, what we said instead:
B |‘EU(“ fh, NiRZ

BS, TA¥Emi:

Stop being this part of yourself
Let's take some time

Let's take some time

{RAVBE X FERUERIVX —E
AU TeEE—Ex)L
RN TeEE—Ex)L



And time took us
to our alleys and bays

far and away

What we did was
more than we could

and more than we’ll say

Time took us
to the ends of the world

far and away

where one’s night

was the other’s day

What we really meant was:
RIS TZRHEER:

What then?

e XERHFE?

What next?

T—® XA ?

When?

& ?
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Summer 2020
2020 F£E

They know summer has arrived, in May,

when the heat stays
e ERkT, ERARE,
LS OHE

like a grandson returned from abroad.

In the afternoon they slip outside to the curb,
IR—PMWBINTERIFN L—HF,

TF Mt TERR ST F2)LL,

wheelchair next to folding stool,
fine-tuned to the distance of weather
BESITE FHRE,
FWRENTMS ZRERK

and sentiment, eager

to leave the humidity to the hot
REREEFEH, IRTEE

R X B L AR

memories of youth. It's been a fine life.
They have survived

B5EMICIZ. WEBERH,

el HES 7

each other, knowing how quickly
the world can turn.

B, *Ett FRymE
AU % 23R,



Interesting, the disposition days can take,

placid one second,

BEW, XHFHRERKTE,
- RFIRE,

then fury and riot
flooding us where we sit.
T—RNIERR

RFEA AR T 1t

Clouds are wrung dry, the old couple
soaked to their bones.
NMo#ITHE—EAR, ERmOIL
MEEIINET &

As others scamper for cover, they wait
to be aired out in the late sun.

Hitt \FERER, mb(1F5E
TESIRAIFRC PR T

And masks, what's the point?
Dangers always lurk, but
EEBRLEOE, B2aR?
ek sKmPuab &R, B

pleasures, too, like breathing
in the purified air. They are comforted

AR B—HF, teal PR
XRHNESR. IR EIRE

by the assurance of change:
storm to cloudless, cold to warm.
SEHENARRENRE:
WaEHE, £ELHE,
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The Widow
B2 ik

Today | woke further away

Who knows why some memories fade
SREER, XKTL,

AREIAME, [BlfCZEHET,

Some other today, I'll forget this place
Wonder, how are you, and where
F—NMER, WAREIC,
RIS 6, EWE

In summer heat, or spring rain
On that swingset, our first date
TEEHEN,

MF EERAR,

In the backyard where we chased
Under the pergola where you said yes
B EEEEX,
BETETER.

| want the cigarette off your lips

The midnight giggle, the morning kiss
ERIRE_LMERR

RiRELR, BRERY

| want to wake with your breath on mine

Or short of that, to know we're fine
EIRRNSEPEER,
FEED, MBERITLE,

My dear, my dear

You have to wait

F=H 5 F=H 5
Ok, aXx

EHEFT

Try recounting
Our bygone days
i [El g,

ERREAT
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My dear, my dear

You have to wait
BE, BE

EHFS,
Try recounting

Yesterday
8,

FERIVE T

And when the kids visit, | sit and stare

At the geography between here and there
ZTFHRIRE, HPBERR,
HEERE TR =

What do you mean | have to wait?

| have been counting: today today today
KEFL2REFRT?

BMRTIE: 5K, &K, 5K
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Writing Myth
A THOFRIE

In the mythology of us
we can rewrite our love.
EHRNNHIEE,
ZEEHERINES.

On first sight, let's say,
hearts racing, time stopped.
PR DLUER,

DEEANER, BBIS1E.

Our first kiss

a leap of trust,
AN
EKAD

butterflies in our guts.
Our quarrels resolved
NEERIL,
EIEELDE

with flowers and wine,
bloodless and sane.
X
R RIFF B

Our nights lambent,
bodies twisted,
AR BB,

PRI 42,

scars we can touch,
watchful stars above.
RSENER,
HETRTHIERE,



In the mythology of us
angels abide,
EHRANTRFHIEE,
RIESFHREA,

their envy as praise.
Look at us

TR AERERE,
AAMERAT,

through their eyes,
unhewn and ablaze.
fATRIEYR,

T IRARYLER

Love is a crossing:

Let us take it
I m

AT B AR,

through rain and memory

to the boundary between night
FIMESEIL,
FEERSHEZIHE

and day. Let us compose
our love, our commitment
RHAR . FATRIES A
MEIE, IR,

defiant like a moral, stone coiled
like scandent stems, like light
NEEEL A, WEmXK
250401, MEEDKRF

bottled in pearls.

We are the exception.
BUERISE,
BATBZARBI 5o
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And when thunder strikes
or water swells the sky,
TILEBINES,

T2 ENIE,

whether metaphor

for cataclysm or rapture,
RNERIENREZ
RIMERITIIL,

we decide it together.
In the mythology of us
HNT—ERRE
EBHRNTRMIEE,

we are our own heroes
pumping fists, swilling

SAIEISEEY S
RINEA,

merry wine, our smile wide
as Bacchus's butt.
BATRXR,

IRE R R — T

But what if,
just if,
B4,

RERW,

we were as Euripides

sitting in the shade of a laurel tree
B MERER 2 e ARAE,
AEREMT,

and decided, after all,
this would be a tragedy?
RIEREARIEIE,
B B —17ARREIVE?

A three-act play
where, after the kiss,
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—5 =%,
E, ERKS,

a chest pillows a head,
an apology?
TEEREmE,

— BRI



