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tr. Li Zhimin
                    Flowers in two lips, grow,

                    Some red words, like two roses.

                    Two roses, 

                    One is taller than the other, above blue light,

                    The slightly shorter one leans

                    Against its lover’s shoulders, murmuring;

                    China pink, golden;

                    Flowers blooming in eyes, for rooms at night,

                    Pave carpet, purple meridian and parallel lines;

                    The planet suspended between two bodies,

                    Blooming more violets than sea water. 

                    One warship of violet, 

                    Another warship of violet, gold-spot-jumping

                    Sunlight, the flower centre of violets, the intersects in 

                    The carpet, like two persons with hands crossed

                    Embracing for the past. 

                    The gold timepieces in the tender wool of the purple carpet,

                    As if having China pink at hand, she seizes time.

                    Two persons, having relationship with flowers,

                    Having been years. At the intersects of

                    Growing and blooming: embracing for brains.

                            (两个人的花

                    花在两片嘴唇间，成长

                    一些红色的话，像两枝玫瑰。

                    两枝玫瑰，

                    一枝高过一枝， 在绿光上面，

                    那稍矮的一枝趴在

                    爱人肩头窃窃私语；

                    石竹，金黄；

                    花在眼睛中开放，为夜晚的房间，

                    铺上地毯，紫色的经线纬线；

                    两个人身体间悬浮的星球上，

                    开放出比海水更多的紫罗兰。

                    一艘紫罗兰的舰船，金点子跳跃的

                    阳光，紫罗兰的花心，地毯上的

                    交叉点，仿佛两个人交叉着手

                    为过去而拥抱。

                    紫地毯上温柔的羊毛里的金黄的钟表，

                    如石竹在手，她抓住了时间。

                    两个人，与花有关，

                    就有了年头。成长与开放的

                    交叉点上：为头脑而拥抱。)
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