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The Hand in the Debris
--To a Student in Beichuan
David Yun Dai
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Your hand,

Rises above the debris;
Your fist holding fast
Frozen in the wind.

Your flourishing life,

Buried

at the moment of the catastrophe,
turned silent;

But your hand was trying to grab life
Letting your soul breathe

Maybe, at the time

You were preparing for an exam,
Maybe, at the time

you were reading a fascinating novel
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Maybe, you were in the lab,
The test tube in hand;

The dream of life just began,
only to end so quickly.

I looked at your hand,
helpless;

I felt the same grief

as your parents:

Let me hold your hand
my baby,

Let me hold your hand,
go on for another mile

I want to hold your hand,

resigning in pray

As the nightmare fades away

you find your peace.

Lives of survivors will go on

with sorrow, longing, and gratitude
in another day of

sunset and sunrise.
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