Zheng Xiaogiong (translated by Eleanor Goodman)

Moth

Our country is like a dream hung high in the dark

the people’s dynasty is still in its pupa, I sink far

into the body’s memory, the mountains and rivers tremble

in the moth’s wings, if the wind blows it ruffles the people like feathers
in the wind resilient girls endure hunger and humiliation

the grass bends in the dusk’s light between leaves

soaked in darkness, it turns around silently

over the water, flying backward, between light blue flames

you're not a moth, but our country’s fireworks will burn you up

‘Moth’ was previously published in In the Roar of the Machine: Selected Poems of Zheng Xiaogiong,
translated by Eleanor Goodman (Artarmon, NSW: Giramondo, 2022).
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