Zheng Xiaoqiong (translated by Eleanor Goodman)

Lychee Grove

In fragrant lithe curves, the sun falls on the paulownia-covered hills

the lychee grove with its shadows and dark, inside its spacious

body the dusk shimmers, a cool brook plays a thousand-year-old

country melody —it can’t adjust to the Industrial Age

it knows nothing of the hustle and bustle, it retains

an ancient slowness and sorrow, it lies like a sick patient

oily, dark, silted up with the stench of industrial waste

no one comes to listen to its low cries, on the hillocks

excavators uproot the lychees, the felled trees

topple onto the naked yellow earth, the delicate flowers

fall, the fragrance fades, here in the setting sun

I see Phoenix Avenue, how many of the people on it

have come from afar like me, to enjoy the prosperity of this Industrial Age
houses and radio towers spring up in the lychee grove I watched being felled,
the homes with Chinese dark-tiled roofs are replaced with a Western style
in this village, no one is like me

listening to what is behind the prosperity, the weeping brook and clear-cut
lychee trees in their grief, an old ancestral temple in a high-rise jungle

‘Lychee Grove’ 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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