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SMALL BOATS by Wang Ping

XIE XIAO WEN

On the night of the Lantern Festival
We stream into the sea

Jumbos, tiernels

Three-forked prongs

The wind bites our ears, hands and toes
Home, we say, home

And tears streak our rubber sleeves
On the night of riddles and light
The moon is full behind thick clouds
We cockle, cockling

In the sand of the distant North Wales Sea

WU HONG KANG

We pat the sand, we pat the sand
Teasing cockles to the cold surface
We dig, we pick, we break our backs
Bagging cockles for ten pounds
They say we could return

When the bag is full

But home is far away

In the dark, we can’t make out the sea
No stars point our path to the shore
Wind comes from all directions
Cutting our bones

How empty is desire, foaming

On the cold North Wales Sea

CHEN AI QIN

Every night since | left home
I've been folding a boat

To rest my aching bones
How thin is the paper

Paler than winter

What's 365 x 3657

Or divide?

A boat full of bleeding hearts
Home—all the heart wants

Is to be called home again
Across the silent North Wales Sea

Tr. by Wang Ping, Wang Yan, Liu Xiuwen

LING QIN YING

How tall has our dragon-eye tree grown?
I've promised you, my little girl

To come home when the tree blooms

We'll pick the fruits and sell them to pay
for your school

But the wind is cold

My back broken from bending over the sea
Cockling, cockling in the quicksand

The sea is rising to my chest

My little girl, please forgive your Mama
Forgive the eyes

Decaying in the bed of the North Wales Sea

GUO NIAN ZHU

Our hands ache from cramming

Our feet numb in winter’s clutch
Indeed, we long for home—Yuanxiao dumplings
On the Eve of the New Year’s moon
Steaming hearts of sesame, red beans
Its sticky skin seals our bad deeds
Tongues of gods

Oh, home—pining of the soul

The moon has completed many a cycle
But not our dream, listless

On the foaming North Wales Sea



LIN GUO HUA, WU JIA ZHEN, CHEN MU YU
The lichee tree | planted is blossoming

White flowers hide under dark green

The first moon comes and goes

But | haven't returned as promised

Lanterns, riddles, yuanxiao dumpling

Lion dance, songs, children on stilts

My love hovers in the deep shadow

Lotus lamp on the tree, unlit

Who will wipe tears from her lichee face?
Who will sail me home from the North Wales Sea?

Lichees blush on the young tree

Birds and bees feast with children

My love lingers under the clustered fruit
Her skin sags from too much weeping
Tides ebb and flow with the moon

Our house is empty, covered in tall weeds
| walk on the sand, eyes on the sea

Who can fill the hollow hearts

In the bottomless North Wales Sea?

Lichees ripen on the tall tree

Its fragrance lasts three short days

My love harvests with rusty shears

A bundle of lichee, a tear-soaked sleeve

They say the fruit, dried or fresh, cures toothache
and heart pain

But who will get me home before she fades away?
They say you get beans if you sow beans

Oh, sweet lichee, is it your fault

I'm still drifting on the bitter North Wales Sea?

(Lichee, a fruit tree from Fujian, ripens in clusters.
Too fragile to be picked individually, it must be cut
at the end of the cluster, hence lychee: li zhi—to be
severed from the tree)

LIN GUO GANG
REE, Ll
R, TLiE
REFE, FILiE

When father and mother are around
The son does not wander far from home

LIN LI SUI

Ten thousand waves

Call my mother

Sorrow

A statue facing the sea

Raven hair bleached by salty wind
Go home, Mother

The shore is empty, the net
Tangled under your feet

Go home

Pray for your son

Broken in the wild North Wales Sea

GUO BING LONG

Ten thousand waves

Wash me to the bay

My wife in the yam fields, gazing towards the sea
Who will unfold your fists

That feed our son, our aging parents?

Ten thousand apologies

My wind-chapped beauty

Pray for your ill-starred man

Wailing from the forbidden North Wales Sea

WANG MING LIN

Ten thousand waves

Push me to the shore

My son skips rocks on the rolling sea
Will he hit me, a bodiless soul

Foam among endless waves

Will he raise a lantern on my path

A soul bodiless

Floating in the swollen North Wales Sea

LIN ZHI FANG, YU HUI

We know the tolls: 23—Rockaway, NY, 58—Dover,
England, 18—Shenzhen, 25—South Korea, and
many more

We know the methods: walk, swim, fly,
metal container, back of a lorry, ship’s hold

We know how they died: starved, raped,
dehydrated, drowned, suffocated, homesick,

heartsick, worked to death, working to death

We know we may end up in the same boat




XU YU HUA

Tossed on the communist road

We chose capitalism through great perils

All we want is a life like others

TVs, cars, a house bigger than our neighbours’
Now the tide is rising to our necks

Ice forming in our throats

No moon shining on our path

No exit from the wrath of the North Wales Sea

WANG XIU YU
| have no time
To make love to my wife

| have no time
To watch my son grow

| have no time
To feed my mother

CAO CHAO KUN

Who will see us

In this foaming sea

Who will hear us

In this howling wind

Who will pull us

From this tide faster than a horse
Who will close our eyes

That won't shut

Until our souls reach the other shore

Highroad of the bitter sea
Please send my bones home
Under the knotted dragon eye tree

GUO CHANG MAU

Tread the sand with care

In the tangled weeds, there are hungry ghosts
Tread the waves with care

In each foamy mouth, there is a word

In each word, a soul, unfulfilled

ZHOU XUN CHAO, DONG XI WU
We move with the sea
Planktons, eels, turtles

The sea carries us

To the land of gold

We're urchins

Under prickly needles
Tender hearts

We ride currents

Following the Polaris

Our destiny always the same
To feed the old and young
To rest at peace

By the yellow sea

YANG TIAN LONG, LIN YOU XING, CHEN Al QIN

Once again

Our blood boils with longing

Children of the Yellow Emperor

Master of the sea

Our ancestors wrestled

With dragons, monsters, nine-headed beasts
Their floating cities

Covered four seas and five continents

Our village—yellow kingdom by the sea

Port of grand adventures

If you don’t believe me

Go stand on the shore of Changle

Where the South meets the East China Sea
You'll hear junks’ horns in the thick fog

The clash of swords and fine porcelain
Admiral Ho’s robe fluttering in the arctic wind
Oh, fire of five thousand years

Ancestors’ ghosts

Our eyes on the North Star

Our spirits churning for the sea



Eiﬁ HH by Wang Ping
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THE GREAT SUMMONS by Wang Ping

Hun hu gui lai!

Wu yuan you xi!

Come home, my Child

No more wandering in the wild

Come home, Soul

The four directions are closed

To the east the sea is rising

To the west mountains are falling

To the south beasts flee the jungle

To the north storms howl to the midnight moon

Oh tender Mazu, Maiden of Silence

Hear the plea of your suppliant children
Our bones shatter upon the rocks

Our souls scatter across the ocean
Nothing is left of us

Only eyes facing East from the sea floor
A breath drifting from shore to shore
Oh Mazu, Mother of Mercy

Please shine your light on the murky sea
Take us home under the dragon eye tree
Oh we sweep, sweeping, with thrashing oars
We will not rest till we reach the land of
yellow earth

Hun hu gui lai!

Wu yuan you xi!

Come home, Soul

The wind is blowing from the North Pole
All dreams are not your dreams

All desires are not your desires

Empty your eyes, unfulfilled, restless
Empty your hearts for the new moon
Oh Soul, my lost Child

Home is a bowl of spiced soup

Sweet only to the hearts that cup it tight

Mazu, our Maiden of Silence

Goddess of the Sea

You were born without a cry

You left this world so we could survive

How many boats have you pulled from

the raging sea?

How many bodies have you lifted with a

tender hand?

Mazu, Maiden of Bright Eyes

Please see the praying of your wretched children
In the foaming waves, a pining soul

A spirit listless until it reaches the shore

Oh sweep, we sweep with our thrashing oars
We will not rest till we reach the land of dragon

Hun hu gui lai!

Wu yuan you xi!

Come home, Soul

No more drifting from pole to pole

All currents run from heaven to earth
All streams flow from land to sea

Come home, my lost Soul

Ten thousand waves call your name

Ten thousand homes wait for your hand
Do not move, let the wind speak

Let the rain fill your cup with honey from
your land



Oh benevolent Mazu

Virgin Mother of the Sea

Our tears soak your lovely face

Our breath follows your willow waist

How do you stop a horse from running wild?
How do you appease the pining of a lost child?
This mist is not our mist

This dream not our dream

Oh, home, a foam on the wild, wild sea

With thrashing oars we sweep, sweeping

We will not rest until we reach the land of lichee

Hun xi gui lai!

Wu yuan you xi!

Come with me, my Child

Rise from the rocks under the sea

Hang your eyes on the sail of my sleeves
The way is open on the murky path

Ten thousand waves take us to the shore
Home will arrive under our feet

When we go down on the knees

A prayer lingering in our thin breath

1.

Mazu, literally “Mother-Ancestor”,
is the indigenous goddess of the
sea who protects fishermen and
sailors, and is invoked as the
goddess who protects East Asians
who are associated with the ocean.
Her mortal name is Lin Moniang.
She was born in the tenth century.
As a baby, she never cried, hence
she was named moniang—silent
maiden. She is widely worshipped in
the south-eastern coastal areas of
China and neighbouring areas in
Southeast Asia, especially Zhejiang,
Fujian, Taiwan, Guangdong, and
Vietnam, all of which have strong
sea-faring traditions, as well as
migrant communities elsewhere
with sizeable populations from
these areas.

2.

Hun xi gui lai!

Wu yuan you xi!

Come home Soul!

No more wandering far!

These two lines are taken from
Qu Yuan'’s Zhao Hun (Summoning of
Souls) with slight moderations.
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