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| am a forgotten old well

At the village entrance, in the shadow of the old locust tree
How long have | been silent?

Moss creeps quietly over the stone walls

The clink of my grandfather's carrying pole has faded away
Only the underground river deep below

Responds softly, softly

The water surface recedes inch by inch
As if time has taken back its promise
Cement seals the breath of the ridges

Plastic clogs the spring's throat



The bitter taste of pesticides seeps into every drop of my blood
Children twist the faucet—

They think, this is all there is to water

The Fish Mouth of Dujiangyan still divides the river

The Plowshare Mouth of Lingqu still splits the Xiang and Li Rivers

The Karez wells have flowed secretly under the Gobi for thousands of years
These epics carved into water

Are not antiques, but living ancestors

In the cracks of concrete

Their pulses still beat strongly

Let me speak again

Empty the blockage in my throat

Let every rainstorm return to the depths of the earth
Instead of skimming over the concrete roads
Becoming a weeping outcast in the sewer

Don't lock me behind fences—

Please let me be the heartbeat of the village again

A drop of water knows its way home
From clouds to mountain mists

From streams to underground rivers
From the cracked palms of our ancestors
To the fingertips we spread open

This old path must not be broken

The water we long for is water that remembers its way home



And |, have been waiting for a serious rain



