OUYANG JIANGHE
from Taj Mahal Tears

Translated from the Chinese by Lucas Klein.
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Tears that flow not from the gods are unworthy of flowing.
But not all worthy of flowing is tears.
In India, the Ganges flows with eyes, refusing irrigation,
like gods’ tears refusing the pump, as though drought
were the eagle’s affair.
On dryland, it’s enough for tears to flow together.
Tears fly, shocking the eagle’s brain
and its solitude.
The eagle’s monologue raises waves,
so is antiquity formed from the dead who ride the eagle?
The water of the Ganges flows through the heavens.
Root, branch, leaf — three avidyas of ignorance flowing in counterpoint.
Heart of the sun, heart of the earth, heart of man — three ineffable nirjalpas
shrinking
from teardrops, as small as a piece of your heart, smaller than
the self in submission to anatta and selflessness.
An amber-like night sky placed in a tear drop.

A tear drop: heart beneath all heaven in a piece of my heart.
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How exquisite to see the twin teardrops of good and evil crashing into each other.
They crush each other’s bones, hack each other down.
No feel of the blade for years now,
but when a knife cuts into the smallness and weakness of tears iron becomes wood
and gods leave holy matter for tears to flow through,
love and death
deepening their darkness through mutual illumination,
and by holding back their tears become the non-tears
in the gods’ eyes.
The vaster flow the primeval tears on the gods’ selves, the less the ancients are seen.

And the more we have and are today, the more we are and have nothing.
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The tears of 1632 still flow in 2009.
From a pillar of tears a Mughal prince
stands up, the form of a woman appearing in stone.
Tears flow into stone, chiseling through, reticulating,
flow stopped,
still flowing. The mutable master of rivers and mountains, tears flow state coffers
empty, flow time itself to its terminus.
Weapons flow past with no sight of warriors.
Sitars flow past without sound of strings.
Daru in hand, yet drunkenness flows away from the body of the drinker.
Gold, utensils, a dance of arsenic and antimony, flowing away all the same.

And memory and amnesia, and the body’s mixed emotions, nothing can suffer their flowing.
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The Taj Mahal is living architecture, a stagger

sufficing for astral return. Tears from round to square

stacked together, as if the gate of tears were made of marble,

words its windows, its dome, its implements

and deep intoxication. And in the deep heart of words, a carnival of flesh
from round to sharp

ascends its ashy crown: the first drop of this mass of tears.

Poetry climbs this teardrop’s paramount

and absolute, and plucks it from the starry sky,

writing it into syllogism and cursive waves.

Tear flowers undulate, hastening the seascape and constellations above the tear trees

and the notches on the trunk. Ancient India’s sight
and height

are youth, carved into a bodhi tree.

The tree has no lips but knows an ancient thirst.

The Ganges and the Yellow River raise each other, wear down each other,

leaving deep welts in poetry’s neck.

So if the tear of the Ganges wants you to flow, Tagore, then flow.
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There is no tree
that has been seen in its original state. The bodhi tree
and bodhi non-tree entwine together, from the sky’s lock
is pulled the eagle’s key, is pulled supreme love’s helplessness
and desperation.
The angels spread bodies’ ashes and falling leaves. Magnolias,
which bloom only when abbreviated, quench with the face of snow.
Tree of tears, as intense as if it had caught fire.
In tears
roots and tubers flow with the current
to stretch out a cloudlike balletic neck, from the candle tip
slowly up, stopping on leaves and cold weapon gradation.
This lone sword of tears, do you dare spar with the
forest-like war?
Sword of love, nothing but a few fallen leaves.
Sword heart points at human heart, three thousand miles of tears that blow to the blade
blowing across twenty-four bridges, from my country, from golden spears and armored horses
to deep within bamboo’s hollow heart,
how morose this white flute like moonlight.
For four hundred years, the Taj has played the Ganges with its eyes.
Only, I hear you whether you play or not, Taj.
The Yellow River
too is blown into this teardrop called the Taj Mahal.
You don’t need to brandish real swords, Taj,
a few falling leaves will suffice to claim my life.
After being dead all these years you don’t have to die again,
have to pluck out your true heart for the sword blade, have to flow real tears.
Tears
could be faded flowers, could be lines written in advance, text messages,
assembling the West Wind of the ancient way and the East India Trading Co.’s carrier ships

together, like a spectre.
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