Three Poems by Chimay
Translated by Rongwo Lugyal

Dreamlike Karmic Residue
By Chimay

Tonight, the moon and the breeze move with deliberate grace.
As always, I stand at the north-facing window,

gazing at the mountain ranges that have long blocked my sight.
You—Ieft far at the northern edge,

yet so close, smiling in the depth of my heart.

Where are you leading my heart now?

You say, life is but a dream,

the soul is guided by fate’s quiet hand.

When the karmic wind scatters like clouds,

everything seems as if it was never meant to stay.

Each step of life hoped to be written in rainbows,

yet in truth becomes an ancestry of contradictions.

Still, to find you—the calm, the beautiful, within and without—
how much torment must I endure?

Obvious to oneself, and clear in knowing, you say:

on this endlessly spinning square of life,

we have searched for each other for so long.

Indeed, I have waited,

seeking you across time’s horizon.

When life wears thin, like a horse’s tail,

only then do you finally arrive.

Yet, in the end, looking and finding,

you and my dream—like a rainbow—

cannot be touched, cannot be grasped.

You and my karmic residue are like a dream, uncertain.
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Yet, under the fate’s powerful claws, everything trembles, fragile and helpless.
Between dreams and reality, what truly belongs to us?

Apart from these tears, what else remains?

I have waited for you for thousands of years.
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Me and My Destiny
By Chimay

As before, this primitive world is deserted.
As before, our destiny is entrusted to Khadhak.
The tragedy of my life and yours

is wandering over the hills into the mountains.

In this life of repetition,

our dreams are marred by
milk-taste and dung-mud,
our youth’s beauty has waned
between repetitive dreams,

the blue-blacked heart ages despairing.

Hey—

Just putting resentfulness into song,

one mustn’t entrust all to a lonesome heart,
our forefathers bestowed inherited wisdom,
there is no need to dissolve everything in there,
time has given me self-esteem’s strength.

Yes—

In the sky-earth’s shaking upsurge,
for freedom and equality,

the tepid blood flows in my heart,
offering a new story for this century.
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I Am Waiting in the Snow
By Chimay

This year, there are many snowfalls,
ice-like wind freezes mind and body.
When will my spring come?

A long, cold road of snow
rises in my mind—
heatless tears freeze at the corners of my eyes.

Winter months bring blizzards of blurry dreams,
telling stories of collected sorrows,
kept warm within the compressed chests.

In those long winter months,
the icy wind blasts wildly,

how similar to our farewell!

This winter, the wind pierces the heart.
For the fate of an orphan,
I shed tears to freeze again and again.

For uncountable times I lose myself
thinking of your departure, yet, still pondering,
what would be the righteous thing to say?

In my pursuit of the vulture’s flight, after
my cuckoos’ travel to south Monpas,
are there any winged minds—

Or any strengthened spines,

or worthwhile, inclined ears,
true heart to heart companions,
still in existence?
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There are also summer months too, like April,
with long flute sounds of soft and gentle dusk,
all delightful. Why do I no longer remember them?

This winter, snow covers both inside and out,
fitting the moaning melancholy
of a lonesome soul.

This season, conscious of how minds freeze,
thumbs press wounds, those who press wounds,
shed tears. Apart from us, who else?

At a place where snow’s tempests roar,
where frigid winds howl,

where minds hold fire in meditation,
I still wait like this...
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