The Corpse That
Puts Up Resistance

By Yan Li

Compared to money

Nature is decreasing in dignity

Compared to the soil

Profit gets extended into midair

We sense the elan of construction, the growth of concrete
We sense the rapid dialogue of engine with gasoline
Such is the essay in steel and plastic

More than a century long already, that has consumed
Too many of nature’s precious punctuation marks
We have seen generations vigilantly changing jobs
But the media and advertising slots they jump into
Still have to do with consumption

They are led along by technology and industry
Straight to the massage parlor of gratification

Until the forces of nature

Under the weight of our extractions

Cannot help brewing up a rebellious counter-tide
Resorting to suppression is an all-too-human habit
But armaments are getting more and more useless
Even nature’s murdered corpse puts up resistance

Translated by Dennis Mair
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