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English-Chinese Version

Musict

William Congeve?

MUSIC has charms to soothe a savage breast,
To soften rocks, or bent a knotted oak.

I’ve read that things inanimate have moved,
And, as with living souls, have been informed,
By magic numbers and persuasive sound.
What then am 1? Am | more senseless grown
Than trees, or flint? O force of constant woe!
’Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs....

Why do | live to say you are no more?

Why are all these things thus —Is it of force?
Is there necessity | must be miserable?

Is it of moment to the peace of Heaven

That | should be afflicted thus? — If not,

Why is it thus contrived? Why are things laid
By some unseen hand, so, as of sure consequence

They must to me bring curses, grief of heart,
The last distress of life, and sure despair?

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 452.
2 William Congeve (1670-1729) was educated at Trinity College, Dublin, and the Middle
Temple where he studied law. His literary apprenticeship was served under the tutelage of
John Dryden, the leading playwright of the day. His reputation improved still further with the
production of his only tragedy, The Mourning Bride, in 1697.
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Against Idleness and Mischief:

Isaac Watts?

HOW doth the little busy Bee
Improve each shinning Hour,

And gather Honey all the Day
From ev’ry op’ning Flow’r!

How skillfully she builds her Cell!
How neat she spreads the Wax!
And labours hard to store it well
With the sweet Food she makes.

In Works of Labour or of Skill
I would be busy too:

For Satan finds some Mischief still
For idle Hands to do.

In Books, or work, or healthful Play,
Let my first Years be passed,

That I may give for every Day
Some good Account at last.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 456.
2 |saac Watts (1674-1748) was an English Christian minister, hymn writer, theologian and
logician. As prolific and popular hymn writer, his work was part of evangelization. He was
recognized as the “Father of English Hymnody”, credited with some 750 hymns. Many of
his hymns remain in use today and have been translated into numerous languages.
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Song:

Thomas Parnell?

WHEN thy beauty appears
In its graces and airs
All bright as an angel new dropped from the sky,
At distance | gaze and am awed by my fears:
So strangely you dazzle my eye!

But when without art
Your kind thoughts you impart,
When your love runs in blushes through every vein;
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your heart,
Then | know you’re a woman again.

There’s a passion and pride
In our sex (she replied),
And thus, might I gratify both, | would do:
Still an angel appear to each lover beside,
But still be a woman to you.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 459.

2 Thomas Parnell (1679-1718) was an Anglo-Irish poet and clergyman who was a friend of
both Alexander Pope and Jonathan Swift. He was the son of Thomas Parnell of Maryborough,
Queen’s County (now Port Laoise, County Laoise), a prosperous landowner who had been a
loyal supporter of Cromwell during the English Civil War and moved to Ireland after the
restoration of the monarchy. Thomas was educated at Trinity College, Dublin and collated

archdeacon of Clogher in 1705.
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Written atan Inn at Henley:

William Shenstone?

TO thee, fair Freedom! | retire
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din;
Nor art thou found in mansions higher
Than the low cot, or humble inn.

’Tis here with boundless power I reign;
And every health which | begin

Converts dull port to bright champagne;
Such freedom crowns it, at an inn.

| fly from pomp, | fly from plate!

| fly from Falsehood’s specious grin;
Freedom I love, and form | hate,

And choose my lodgings at an inn.

Here, waiter! take my sordid ore,

Which lackeys else might hope to win;
It buys, what courts have not in store;

It buys me freedom at an inn.

Whoe’er has travelled life’s dull round,
Where’er his stages may have been,

May sigh to think he still has found
The warmest welcome at an inn.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 556.
2 William Shenstone (1714-1763) was an English poet and one of the earliest practitioners
of landscape gardening through the development of his estate, The Leasowes.
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Piping Down the Valleys Wild:

William Blake?

PIPING down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
On acloud I saw a child,

And he laughing said to me:

‘Pipe a song about a Lamb!’
So | piped with merry cheer.
‘Piper, pipe that song again.’
So | piped: he wept to hear.

‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;
Sing thy songs of happy cheer:’
So | sung the same again,

While he wept with joy to hear.

‘Piper, sit thee down and write
‘Ina book, that all may read.’

So he vanish’d from my sight,
And | pluck’d a hollow reed,

And | made arural pen,

And | stain’d the water clear,
And | wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume I1).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 1.
2 william Blake (1757-1827) was an English poet, painter, and printmaker. Largely
unrecognised during his lifetime, Blake is now considered a seminal figure in the history of
the poetry and visual arts of the Romantic Age. His prophetic works have been said to form
“what is in proportion to its merits the least read body of poetry in the English language”.
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O Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast:

Robert Burns?

O WERT thou in the cauld blast,
On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
My plaidie to the angry airt,
I’d shelter thee, 1’d shelter thee;
Or did misfortune’s bitter storms,
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield should be my bosom,
Toshareita’, to shareit a’.

Or were | in the wildest waste,

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare,
The desert were a paradise,

If thou wert there, if thou wert there;
Or Were | monarch o’ the globe,

WA’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign,

The brightest jewel in my crown
Wad be my queen, wad be my queen.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 21.

2 Robert Burns (1759-1796), also known as Rabbie Burns, the Bard of Ayrshire, Ploughman
Poet and various other names and epithets, was a Scottish poet and lyricist. He is widely
regarded as the national poet of Scotland and is celebrated worldwide. He is the best known
of the poets who have written in the Scots language, although much of his writing is also in
English and a light Scots dialect, accessible to an audience beyond Scotland. He also wrote
in standard English, and in these writings his political or civil commentary is often at its
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Dover Cliffs:

William Lisle Bowles?

ON these white cliffs, that calm above the flood
Uplift their shadowing heads, and at their feet
Scarce hear the surge that has for ages beat,
Sure many a lonely wanderer has stood:;

And while the distant murmur met his ear,

And o’er the distant billows the still eve

Sailed slow, has thought of all his heart must leave
To-morrow; of the friends he loved most dear;
Of social scenes from which he wept to part.
But if, like me, he knew how fruitless all

The thoughts that would full fain the past recall;
Soon would he quell the risings of his heart,
And brave the wild winds and unhearing tide,
The world his country, and his God his guide.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 24.

2 William Lisle Bowles (1763-1855) was an English priest, poet and critic. Bowles was born
at King’s Sutton, Northamptonshire, where his father was vicar. At the age of 14 he entered
Winchester College, where the headmaster at the time was Dr Joseph Warton. In 1781
Bowles left as captain of the school, and went on to Trinity College, O xford, where he had
won a scholarship. Two years later he won the Chancellor's prize for Latin verse.
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Lucy:

William Wordsworth?

SHE dwelt among the untroddden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,
A maid whom there were none to praise

And very few to love:

A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
— Fair as a star, when only one

Is shining in the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceased to be;
But she is in her grave, and, oh

The difference to me!

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 57.

2 William Wordsworth (1770-1850) was a major English Romantic poet who, with Samuel
Taylor Coleridge, helped to launch the Romantic Age in English literature with their joint
publication Lyrical Ballads (1798). Wordsworth’s magnum opus is generally considered to
be The Prelude, a semiautobiographical poem of his early years that he revised and expanded
a number of times. It was posthumously titled and published, before which it was generally
known as “the poem to Coleridge”. Wordsworth was Britain’s Poet Laureate from 1843 until

his death from pleurisy on 23 April 1850.
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To Night

Joseph Blanco White?

MY STERIOUS Night! when our first parent knew
Thee from report divine, and heard thy name,

Did he not tremble for this lovely frame,

This glorious canopy of light and blue?

Yet ‘neath a curtain of translucent dew,

Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame,
Hesperus with the host of heaven came,

And lo! Creation widened in man’s view.

Who could have thought such darkness lay concealed
Within thy beams, O Sun! or who could find,

Whilst fly and leaf and insect stood revealed,

That to such countless orbs thou mad’st us blind!
Why do we then shun Death with anxious strife?

If Light can thus deceive, wherefore not Life?

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 141.
2 Joseph Blanco White (1775-1841) was a Spanish theologian and poet. Blanco White was
educated for the Roman Catholic priesthood. In Seville, Spain, he had worked with M elchor
de Jovellanos, an adviser to the king who advocated reform.
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The Grave of Love:

Thomas Love Peacock?

| DUG, beneath the cypress shade,
What well might seem an elfin’s grave;
And every pledge in earth I laid.

That erst thy false affection gave.

| pressed them down the sod beneath;
| placed one mossy stone above;
And twined the rose’s fading wreath

Around the speulchre of love.

Frail as thy love, the flowers were dead,
Ere yet the evening sun was set:

But years shall see the cypress spread,
Immutable as my regret.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 155.

2 Thomas Love Peacock (1785-1866) was an English novelist, poet, and official of the East
India Company. He was a close friend of Percy Bysshe Shelley and they influenced each
other’s work. Peacock wrote satirical novels, each with the same basic setting—characters at
a table discussing and criticising the philosophical opinions of the day.
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Chinese-English Version
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Translation:

The Peach Blossom Brook

Zhang Xu!

A high bridge is hazy in the clouds,
| asked a boatman beside the west of the rock.
The peach blossoms are flowing with the brook all day long,

Along it, then how can | get to their land?

(Trans. Liang Xiaodan)

! Zhang Xu(685-759), was a poet and calligrapher in Tang Dynasty, most famous for his
grass script. His poem “Tao Hua Xi” describes the beautiful scenery of Tao Hua Xi, which
reveals his longing for a utopiaand ideal life.
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Translation:

The Song in Gaixia

Xiang Yu!

With such great power | could shake the mountain,
That nobody in the world could compare!

This time | had no good chance,

Even the best Wuzhui horse couldn’t save my life.
What could I do if the horse wouldn’t run?

Yu, my dear, | only worry about you!

(Trans. Zhang Xin)

! Xiang Yu (232-202 B.C.) was a prominent general during the fall of the Qin Dynasty. His
name was Ji (%), Yu (CFl) was his courtesy name. He was a great general, a descendant of
Chu (%) nobility. It took him only several years to put a giant empire effectively at his
whim—but he was poor a diplomacy, man management and administrative affairs. He is
traditionally viewed as having an impetuous nature by Chinese historians, and that further
inability to realize his shortcomings doomed him to failure during his struggle with Liu Bang

(XF) over supremacy of China. He is commonly known by his self-styled title of X1ichti
Bawang (lit. Overlord of Western Chu).
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Translation:

Tune: Pusa Man:

Wei Zhuang?

Everybody says Jiangnan is an attractive place,
Travelers should stay and live until restin peace.
The river in spring is clearer than the unclouded sky.

In the painted boat listening to the rain 1 lie.

The maid around the wine stove shined like the moonlight;
Her fair-skinned arms are as beautiful as snow white.

Do not go back to your hometown till you are old;

Or your heart will be broken and feel like a stone cold.

(Trans. Hu Luangiong)

1 Pusa Man, a tune name of Chinese ci-poetry of Tang and Song Dynasty, also known as

“To the tune of Buddhist dancer”.

2 Wei Zhuang (HHE, 836-910), was a Chinese poet in late Tang Dynasty, and grand

chancellor during the early Five Dynasties period. He was best known for his long poem Qin

Fu Yin, which revealed the turbulence of the war at that time. He wrote simple but expressive,
and made great contribution to the narrative poetry of ancient China.
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Translation:

Mountain Scenery

Li Dazhao!

This is the beauty of nature,
The beautiful nature;
Absolutely deserted place,

The empty mountain ringing the running spring.

Outside the green hills are the clouds.
Inside the clouds are the people.
The clouds’re gone while the people come,

And there are still green hills.
(Trans. Deng Yuping)

! Li Dazhao(1889-1927) was a pioneer in Chinese Communist Movement and one of the
main founders of the Communist Party of China.
28



Pt — K KA |
RICARE T,
RAICHRFE T,

A — VIR ERORE T
RIEEFHRET .
AR T !

A A 1L,
ot HIG,
ot —VIRERADE,
P XL,

PR AT Energy fIE &

Utk B PEIRSCE SR Bk B0 g BIECE AR,
1981: 51.
29



Translation:

Tengu

Guo Moruo*

|
I am a Tengu,
I swallowed the moon,
I swallowed the sun,
I swallowed all the planets,
I swallowed the universe.
lam I!

1
I am the light of the moon,
I am the light of the sun,
I am the light of all planets,
I am the light of X-ray’s light,

I am the total energy in the universe!

1 Guo Moruo (1892-1978) was one of the major cultural figures of modern China. He wrote
prolifically in every genre, including poetry, fiction, plays, nine autobiographical volumes,
translations of Western works, and historical and philosophical treatises, including a
monumental study of ancient inscriptions.
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Translation:

| fly,

I scream,

I burn.

| burn like a fire!

I scream like a seal

I run like electricity!

I run swiftly,

I run swiftly,

I run swiftly,

I peel my skin,

| eat my flesh,

I suck my blood,

| bite my heart,

I am running swiftly on my nerves,
I am running swiftly on my spinal cord,
I am running swiftly on my brain.

lam I!
My | is going to explode.

(Trans. Zou Shaogin)
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Translation:

Cuckoo

Liu Dabait

Cuckoo! Cuckoo!
Urge in the morning and call in the evening,

If not urge in spring, autumn would not be ripe.

Cuckoo! Cuckoo!
Urge in the morning and celebrate in the evening,

Sowing a litre of spring grain, to get in 100-litre of autumn rice.

Cuckoo! Cuckoo!
Urge in the morning and call in the evening,
Farmers are busy while landowners are easy and wealthy.

Farmers only have porridge while landowners enjoy meat.
(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

! Liu Dabai (1880-1932), born in Shaoxing, Zhejiang Province, was a famous modern poet
in China.
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Translation:

Star

Wang Jingzhi*

The eye of that star

Shines at me.

Far in the sky though you are,
Your brightness illuminates my heart.
How delightful you are!

In such quiet night,

You accompany me with smile,
And comfort my loneliness.
Suddenly, a dark cloud rises,
Then covers you deeply.

Dear starlight,

| cannot see you anymore,

No more, no more.

But your light of love

Finally prints in my heart.
(Trans. Lin Yingying)

1 Wang Jingzhi (1902-1996), was a famous Chinese writer and poet. His collection Hui de
Feng, published in 1922, had become a sensation around the country.
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Translation:

Beside the River

Guo Shaoyu!

Above the head, are the clouds
On the ground, are the souls
Over the water, are the shadows

Covering the clouds, is the brilliance.

(Trans. Liang Xiaodan)

! Guo Shaoyu (1893-1984), born in Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, was a prestigious educator,
scholar in classic literature, linguist, calligrapher, professor in Fudan University, China.
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Translation:

Song

Zhu Xiang*

Who has seen yellow slender flowers

Fruitfully grow?

There are only fish and shrimps in the pond,

It’s not a place for flood dragon to hide.

No one has ever owned youth,

Like flowers blooming, but not in full,

Like water long, but not in deep.

Think about the abundant autumnal equinox not!
The sun shed golden light

Reflecting flowers blooming all over the ground;
The spring rain sprinkled with new seedlings.
Field is green,

To cultivate life for love;

It’s more moist than water,

Warmer than sunlight,

Everything who sticks to it is prosperous.
(Trans. Deng Y uping)

1 Zhu Xiang (1904-1933), was one of the well-known “four student poets” in Tsinghua
University. After graduation he received further education in the United States. Later he
returned to China and worked as a teacher at Anhui University.
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Translation:

A Long Journey

Bian Zhilin!

When we ride on the waves of the camels
to rush to the sleeping desert,
When a string of light ringing of the bell

crosses the silence of the dawn,

Then we casually put up a tent
to brew our tiredness into sleep,
Sour and sweet, which is deep enough

to soak us from head to foot.

Whether we will dream of the oasis or not,
We’ve already got drunken.
Just let a hurricane with sand and stones

to bury us on the sneak.
(Trans. Zhang Xin)

! Bian Zhilin (1910-2000), was a Chinese poet, literature critic and translator. He had made
great contribution to Chinese culture and education. In translation, he introduced many world
masterpieces to China, especially those by William Shakespeare. His own works remained
popularand “Duan Zhang” (Fragment) in 1935 was known to be the representative one.
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Richard Berengarten
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Richard Berengarten

Richard Berengarten (227, 1943- ) was born in London in 1943, into a
family of musicians. He has lived in Italy, Greece, the USA and former
Yugoslavia. His perspectives as a poet combine English, French,
Mediterranean, Jewish, Slavic, American and Oriental influences.

Under the name Richard Burns, he has published more than 25 books.
In the 1970s, he founded and ran the international Cambridge Poetry
Festival. In the UK he has received the Eric Gregory Award, the
Wingate-Jewish Quarterly Award for Poetry, the Keats Poetry Prize, and the
Yeats Club Prize. In Serbia, he has received the international Morava
Charter Poetry Prize and the Great Lesson Award, and in Macedonia, the
Manada Prize. He has been Writer-in-Residence at the international
Eliot-Dante Colloquium in Florence, Arts Council Writer-in-Residence at
the Victoria Centre in Gravesend, Royal Literary Fund Fellow at Newnham
College, Cambridge, and a Royal Literary Fund Project Fellow. He has been
Visiting Associate Professor at the University of Notre Dame and British
Council Lecturer in Belgrade, first at the Centre for Foreign Languages and
then at the Philological Faculty. He is a Fellow of the English Association, a
Bye-Fellow at Downing College, Cambridge, and an Academic Associate at
Pembroke College, Cambridge. His poems have been translated into more
than 90 languages.

The following essay (in the column Poetics) is a speech on the 30th
International Medellin Poetry Festival, Colombia, 2020. The following
poems are selected from Changing, Richard’s Selected Writings 8 (Richard
Berengarten. Changing. Bristol: Shearsman Books Ltd, 2016.), translated
by Dr. Chen Shangzhen (| i £).

44



(60)

Restricting
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Economies

Work clean, keen,
straight. Earnyour
pay. Yetrealise

love admits no
wage claims, overtime
bonuses, perks, rights,

manager’s profits,
chairman’s investment,
bureaucrat’s ploy.

The more you earn
the more you have your

self: Caesar’s code.

But love’s morse
patters its SOS in

the living heart’s

continuous present:
the more you give out
yourself the finer.

Setting

47
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1. In A Monastery Garden

Against these walls
wisteria, honeysuckle, clematis
and varied wandering ivies

curl and twist
spiralling tendrils. Woody gnarls
push up delicate green

feelers. Ages ago, monks
planted these wall-huggers, as
if to remind themselves

how such plants, even
though dependent and spending
much time in shadow

thrive on a cultivation
S0 quiet and patient their slow
determined thrust may seem

almost a permanence.
Coiling, tenacious, they grip
cement and brickwork

time to stay inside the courtyard
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2. Rodney

Rod prefered to stay at
home, pottering around
house and garden. He

could have explored,
and had plenty of good
opportunities to do so

but got frightened of
trying anything without
family or friends, who

encouraged him well
enough. More and more
stubborn, quirky, blunt,

he ignored chances, in-
cluding crucial advice, to
show up. Now thickened,

dulled, clogged, he’s like
a lukewarm stagnant pool
no fresh streams nourish.

over-restricting himself
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3. lzzie

I1zzie risks overflowing all
edges, frontiers, shorelines,
including those of her

own flesh, heart, blood, as
if she lived in Never-Never-
Land, not in this here-now

acute-and-fresh-wounded
by interlayered no-go zones,
hemmed in by endless

coils of numbers, beings,
things, sealed by prepositions,
dialectics, spacetime, death,

and hounded by Ananke” s
pack baying and howling be-
hind her. When this flood

of hers subsides, will she
recognise where her bounds,
her bonds, were, should be?

entire absence of restriction
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4. Tidying up, clearing out

Now it” s good
to clear the house of
everything not

needed, especially
pots, pans, pictures,
baskets, ornaments,

books thatwon’ t
be looked at again, gone
hopes, obsolete dreams.

Some things will go to
children or grandchildren,
some to charity.

From now on self
will be surrounded
by a very few

loved and familiar
objects and still fewer
impossible desires.

Accepting restriction
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5. On Mill Road

Apples are ripening
on their trees. Sam walks
up Mill Road to do

his shopping at the
Co-op and post three
letters. Then calls in

at greengrocer’” s
and buys a small bundle
of fresh parsley. Sees

a neighbour and they
chata bit. Summer air tastes
delicious. Walking is

good for breathing.
He enjoys it. Eyes keep on
being amazed at things

they see and hear. Heart
for now goes on beating
alert and strong.

Sweet
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6. Stacey

It wasn’ta good idea to
go on doing the same thing
year in year out, believing

at first she could/might
‘do’ better, which later (too
late) mutated into could/

might ‘have done’. So
Stacey’s grammar of self-
waste got generated from

possibility, through unreal
wish and longing, to impasse,
actual impossibility, plus

alternate self-revelling,
self-revealing, self-reviling,
in hypothetical pasts.

A dried husk of a self
shrivelled in remorse and
regret is all that remains.

bitter

restriction
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Li Lel
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Li Lei

Li Lei(Z=#%), born in Hubei Province, dean and professor of School of Foreign
Languages at a local university in the city of Guangzhou. As deputy chairman
of College English Teaching and Steering Committee of Guangdong Province,
expert for the evaluation of doctoral dissertation of Academic Degree Office,
Ministry of Education, and vice president of Guangzhou Foreign Language
Society, he published more than 500 poems and translated works in more than
30 periodicals, including People’s Daily, Poetry, and The Star Poetry Monthly,
and was awarded in 1985 Poetry Prize for College Student’s Poetic Circles by
Feitian, the celebrated journal of poetry.

He published two collections of English-Chinese translated poems and
stopped writing for 20 years. In 2019, the publication of Seven Sword’s Poem
Collection in 2019 marked his return to the world of poetry and in 2020 the
Selected Poetry Anthology of New Spiritualism published by Jinan University
Press brought more of his poetic masterpieces to the readers. Having published
more than 40 related papers in core academic periodicals such as Foreign
Literature Studies and Foreign Language Education and presiding as many as
13 research projects including Humanities & Social Science Project of the
Ministry of Education, Philosophy and Social Science Project of Guangdong
Province, and the Teaching Quality Engineering Project, he now mainly
engages in translation studies and foreign literature studies. In 2020, he
published Projection and Monologue, a Chinese and foreign literary treatise in
Guangming Daily Press.
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Translation:

The Crescent Moon Spring

The Crescent Spring is the eye in the desert

It turns out that the spring water has its shape

Like a teardrop of a beautiful girl, with a shape of a pearl
Dropping down in vast sands and solitary smoke

Now, | can never come back to my hometown

And know never where the soul can be settled down
Yeton the bleak gobi boundless

There’s an oasis in the forest of Populus

With the water flowing clear and blue

With a golden house under steeple

To harbor my wandering heart and soul

I have always believed that

The crescent spring is a tooth actually lost by the moon
Pure and white, and inlaid at the edge of the sands and storm

And all the people who come here, never talk at random
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Translation:

But I’m still captivated best the water of the spring
With a shape like a boat

With ripples swinging in such a loneliness

As the desertis sowide and boundless

We share and enjoy the hush of emptiness

Who can identify the footprints of theirs’

Whether to loss in the desert wildness

So the crescent moon spring

Keeping alone a beam of brightness
Between the turbid heaven and earth

And the spring so clear, never dry in the sands

To clean my filth inner

Either 1 were pierced through by a drop of the spring
Or bitten by the pure white teeth of the water

With a bright scar left over

Then I never go along with the evil in the secular world any

longer

66



Eix

SRR B — Y Ty

R I e N\ B )5
BATIE R REAE

B — gkt AR
MYy, HAKLET JLTE
ST M T R H o AL TEBE I Y
WEZY, AR LZ
WEELI R 38, 48 b BT G
0] AT J LA A7 A
FREEIIRO, RS EHEkR
(EE RS E NP S

WORTE B Bt R I H
B AL B 3R R s 4l
gyl RO R

MR BEHEHTASAE 2R tHE ) AR Y
Fr AR AR £ K196 E

B REEUHE, Ky H

VAN TE I R 7 F 1E Wy BE L

38 L — AR == R SE T
R VEARIE R IE Ve — 8
ke, FERIELILCE A
SVEE R — [ = R

67



Translation:

The Yumen Pass

| always want to discover a far-away place

That’s where many people are eager to go

Whether the Yumen Pass counts ? I don’t know

The sky there is high and blue

So pure without any parti-colors, but the coarse grits remains
With blood and sands, with the tears washed many times
The holy place is often washed with blood and tears
Lonely and vast, no so dirty and chaotic

No so much pollution left

I can pick off a few leaves of the willow

If | can pass through the Yumen Pass

I’'m sure my soul will turn clean and noble

But I’ve not been to Yumen Pass

Only read some poems full of the moons and legends
Don’t expect my soul is pure and clean

With the unblemished heart in the secular world

Who can bear and insist the weathered snow and rain
So | want to go there, roaming all over the place

To find out vast sands and solitary smokes

To look for the setting sun in the sand seas

In the ruins, 1 can perhaps meet Loulan, a beautiful girl
Who canalso wash me again and again with tears
Thus, in the messy and disorderly life of mine

I can live as a man at last, keeping clean and high

68



PEIRSFR B — I, BRI
SV [ AR A

BRI ERAED

TBAED, FRAT

WG s LS, 0 R,
BESR— € BEMT 2

P AR : AL B R S R ARTE
NRAZIXHE, mig BRI
—UIENEL], AR
FDUTTEH, RN Sk &
IR SESOUN 1Ry S 5153

Pt AR RLIZAL— Fr 5
PR, TR T R

69



Translation:

The Kumbum Monastery

The Kumbum Monastery was born in a drop of blood
The blood from the Mother

And the holy white sandalwood tree flickers

As if the grey hair of the Mother flutters

With her kindness and good wills

Under the Bodhi tree, sitting Lama Tsong Khapa
With ten thousand of lions roaring

I believe the Mother can catch the sound

So | say: the Buddhahood is originated from the motherhood
Both for the humans, and so for Tsong Khapa

All'is illusory, and the form itself is the emptiness
I’ve wandered from place to place

Yet overwhelmingly weary when | came back

As tired as this mortal world

Should 1 pick off a piece of leaf of the Bodhi

And hold a handful of holy water to clear up my unclean soul
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Translation:

But the messy world can never be washed clean

As we never washed away the inner desire and hidden bitterness

The Kumbum Monastery is splendid with brilliance

And all-encompassing, and so striking in the vast prairie

Here’s the root of the grassland, growing all beauty and goodness

As sweetness comes from bitterness and sorrow contains
happiness

I enshrine in my heart the bright moon and radiant stars

Sitting sedately like a lotus

We know: a grain of sand mirrors an entire world

With butter sculptured flowers blooming here, so beautiful in the
grass

Sparkling to the radiance of the ever burning altar lamps

In each and every mural, carved joy and anger, happiness and
SOrrow

More beautiful than sheer beauty, and deeper than love

I have an epiphany in my mind and think of the cause and effect

And greatest virtue always kept silent

As the firmament and the sea is all pure land for the heart

The multicolored barbola spreads the compassion of the Buddha
far and wide

Oh, the holy lamasery, | come from a far

Returning from a distance, unable to take anything away

Please bestow me in the east the first shred of the sunray

And shining into my heart

Now, it’s time for exposing to the sun Buddha,

And the Buddha belongs to all

Just like the suffering and love in the world belongs to all the
people
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Translation:

A Populus Euphratica

Standing firm in the desert, the Populus Euphratica
The fierce wind blew off all the heart-shape leaves
Full of scars, slashed by the swords

Struck by thunderbolt, like a man full of dreams
Never be forgiven so easily by the world

That’s why I adore the Populus trees

Leaning and slanting in the blood and sands

Never be rotten for years

Keeping a firm shape like storms

I cannot help thinking of ourselves

Bitten the bullet, but still overflowing with vigor
The tree is twisted, and the branches also distorted
If we cannot live tenaciously

How to resist so much the weathered rain and snow
But in the days glorious, in seasons full of flowers
The sunlight penetrates the dense leaves

Between the boundless heaven and the vast land
The trees are shining full of golden gleaming brightness
Like a interrogation mark so bright

As striking as the setting sun in the long river

If someone picks off a Gosang flower

And puts it in branches of a tree

Under the blue sky, so many of us will fall into reverie
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Translation:

A Lone Boat

I always think, in our hearts

Whether is there a boat also swaying on the waves

So empty is the wild lake, mooring a lone boat

Waiting for the wild ducks and geese

And the flying birds, into the deep reeds

In this era, who don’t want to save a corner

To harbor and rest something like the souls

Except for the little piece of the freedom

We haven’t owned any other wealth

Now, the lake’s so vast, and so sensitive our eyes

But this peaceful moment for us is so valuable and precious
When up flies the reeds and down sets the sun

The world rises and falls, and the boat wobbles up and down
The destiny is so elusive that the waves in the sunset

Are like a multiple choice

Urging us to give the final answers

Yet the answer flutters in the wind, we can hardly choose
The secret in the reeds kept so deep

That we cannot see through

And so dim and blurry seems the color of the waterfowl
But we can stand on the bow, adjusting to an optimal angle
Holding a fluttering reed in our hands

To see in which direction the autumn wind is gonna blow
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Translation:

The Rainwater

Rainy season comes, and strong winds blow open all windows
Listen to the voice of birds, when the ice-bound land melts

But this spring comes slightly different, with pains scattered
In the rain’s cracks, and a wisp of sorrow hidden in my heart

How | wish to hear the rain at night, either to express myself or
sow the seeds

Now I canonly sit at the door, staring at the roads covered by the
dense rain

The bygones past like smokes, and suffering makes the life
narrow
And so distinct in every detail, in the drizzling rain like a needle

But the rainwater cannot wash away all that has experienced
Such as beauty and ugliness, sin and punishment, life and death,
and the moved

The last falling leaf turns greenin an instant
To tell the world that the rain also falls with a different sound

Now that the rainwater is near, let the rain come a bit more
fiercely

To wash away and clear up the dusty world without any
hesitation
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Translation:

I Don’t Love the Spring, but I Still Want to Sing for It

So much beauty is worth singing in April

Yet | feel so sad full of sorrow

My mother past away in the new year covered with snow
And her turbid eyes finally

Never feared any longer the chaotic world

Many poets also disappeared in the spring

With tombs full of green grass, fresh and fragrant
As life flows like water, limpid yet silent

And my lover also in the spring vanished away
She’s the only highlight in my puberty day and day
All my flowers in the spring watered with tears
Such as the peach and willow, blooming in colors

Flickering the shadow of the hard life in twists and turns
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Translation:

I don’t love the spring, but I still want to sing for it

I don’t know why I must

Perhaps the spring breeze will blow greenall over the mountains
Giving all the people hopes and dreams

Perhaps a shower of the spring rain will moisten the icy land
With the seeds sprouting and all the kids growing the new teeth
With the life growing up

That is the most moving moment at the season

Perhaps my lips keep repeating the root of the word “freedom”
And the passionate sound can be heard by all of them

My mother can hear it, so my lover can

And they tell me only should we live like this

Thus to live up to their love

I don’t know why I must sing for the spring

But | know those dear ones chosen to depart at this time

And they will live in the spring forever
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Translation:

Going Home

Going home is an attractive word, more beautiful than the purple pea’s blossom
More beautiful than the pure and cool arms of a woman

We live as running waters in the vast land
Through the mountains and valleys, like a rabbit running around

Someday we hide ourselves perhaps in the wild grass
At that moment a shiny black shotgun precisely aims at us

In the secular world so boundless, nowhere could | settle down
The only doorway | can stop where Mom often sat for longing in her small

town

But my mother is gone now, to the world of bliss
It’s said more suffering left there that the Mom tastes alone

She said she’d rather suffer a lot, whether in heaven or in the earth
Thus | would be less painful, and to be safe and hopeful

Alife is like a journey against the current, but my suffering mother lives in the
walls
Going home to see my Mom, how many tears would blood in my soul

(Trans. Zou Peng & Li Lei).
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Poetics:

RICHARD BERENGARTEN

On Gathering and
Togethering

Twelve statements
prompted by
the 30" International Medellin Poetry

Festival, Colombia, 2020

1. At the time of the global COVID pandemic, the Medellin
International Poetry Festival has risen to an
unprecedented humanitarian and cultural challenge, and
in doing so, has set a new bar for attainment for all other
poetry festivals in the world.

2. The modern movement of international poetry festivals
began in the early 1960s. In 2020, by deploying the
latest Internet satellite technology to organise a network
of globally accessible poetry events for a period of over
70 days, the Medellin Festival has taken the entire
concept and practice of the international poetry festival
to new levels of involvement, participation, and
attainment. Over 200 poets have taken part from over
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100 countries. In this way Medellin has effectively
transposed many thousands of dreams and aspirations of
individual poets, over many generations, ancient and
modern, into a collective, present andliving reality.
These facts alone suggest why taking part in the 30™
Festivalin 2020 has been a powerfully moving and
inspirational experience. But these facts indicate only
the skeleton, not the entire body of Medellin as a living
reality.

To be human means to learn, use (deploy), pass through
and pass on language. It means not only to live in (dwell
in, inhabit) language, to be conditioned by language
(above, all one’s own native language), to experience,
explore and understand the world through language and
language through the world, and to think and feel, as
well as to receive and express the thoughts and feelings
of others, by means of language - but also to relish
(enjoy, delightin, rejoice in) language - and celebrate it
and testits limits. Since poetry is rooted and basedin
language, the poetic art is the core expression and
celebration of our humanness.

The core of this core is joy in freedom and freedom in joy
in both the expression and the communicability of
movement. Life itself is movement. By incorporating
(embodying) and sharing (transmitting, receiving) this
joy and freedom through language, poetry transcends
the merely functional (pedestrian) ‘uses’ of language. It
may be said, then, that poetry is language in a condition
of dance.

So, like all other similar festivals all over the world, by
focusing on poetry, Medellin celebrates the spirit of
humanity. What’s more, this spirit, celebrated in poetry,
isn’t limited to poetry itself. Rooted in poetry, its energy
spreads out, radially, inclusively and exponentially, to
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welcome and embrace all the living and all aspects of life.
Poetry, then, is a florescence of this living spirit.
“Poetry,” wrote William Wordsworth, “is the breath and
finer spirit of all knowledge; itis the impassioned
expression which is in the countenance of all Science”
(Preface to Lyrical Ballads). “A poem is the very image of
life expressed in its eternal truth, “wrote Percy Bysshe
Shelley (A Defence of Poetry). All life, all science, the
very image of life, flowering - these, then, are the
qualities celebrated by Medellin.

To what Wordsworth and Shelley said, I need to add that
the spirit of poetry is inherently welcoming, hospitable,
magnanimous. This last word, magnanimous, itself
means possessing and being possessed of (and by) a
large soul. And this also implies a big heart and a wide,
deep, generous and gentle spirit. And because the secrets
poetry offers originate in magnanimity, they’re
inherently both open and inclusive. Always at once given
intimately and yet available to be received by anybody -
and whenever given, always in the this, the here, the now
- poems are and embody presents in both senses of this
English word: presences and gifts. The spirit of poetry
extends an open hand to whoever willingly approaches it;
and so too the spirit of poetry responds to desire. The
spirit of the Medellin Poetry Festival is welcoming,
hospitable and magnanimous in precisely these senses
and in these ways: large in soul, big in heart, wide and
deep in spirit, and responsive to desire.

What all this means, further, is not only that the
Medellin Festivalis inclusive but that the inclusivity it
embodies and offers is one that’s continuously widening
and deepening. This in turns means that the quality that
characterises and particularises Medellin isn’t merely to
be approached and understood in terms of its already
highly articulated, actualised, explicate, present
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inclusivity, butin terms of the scale, scope,
ambitiousness (breadth and depth) that it invites,
implicates and holds, potentially, for the future, for our
futures, and for those of generationsto come. This
holding, incidentally, is part of what UNESCO has termed
humanity’s intangible cultural heritage. It involves the
complex notion and practice of tenanting, maintenance,
guardianship, holding in trust. The French word
maintenant, which translates rather more prosaically
into English as now, illuminates this motif: literally, it
means ‘holding’ (tenant) in one’s hand (main).

What’s more, by its inclusivity, the signal achievement
of the Medellin Festival to date has been to demonstrate
and affirm with total explicitness that poetry is a core
element of every culture in the world, and that while
every separate culture’s poetry is irreducibly distinct
and unique, ultimately all poetry is one poetry, and all
poems form part of one single poem. This one single
poem is the song of humanity in nature and of nature in
humanity, and it is sung through the imagination. This
potential and implicit reality, which Octavio Paz
(1914-1998), like many others, affirmed throughout his
oeuvre, the Medellin Festival has now made actual and
explicit:

Since the Palaeolithic, poetry has been a part of
the life of all human societies; no society exists
that has not known one form of poetry or another.
But although tied to a specific soil and a specific
history, poetry has always been open, in each and
every one of its manifestations, to a transhistorical
beyond. I do not mean a religious beyond. I am
speaking of the other side of reality. That
perception is common to all men in all periods: it
is an experience that seems to me prior to all
religions and philosophies. (The Other Voice:
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10.

Essays on Modern Poetry 153-154; emphases
added)

To spell this out some of these implications still further,
inherent to the theory and practice of inclusivity is the
fact that Medellin has demonstrated how poetry is an art
that belongs to everybody, to all people, regardless of age,
background, gender, language, and all the other facts
and features that individuate us, as well as those that
both bring us together and divide and separate us, such
as faith, ethnicity, class, income, status, and so on. To
put this another way, the Medellin Poetry Festival has
shown conclusively that the spirit of poetry itself
presupposes, postulates and advocates not only
community, but the commonality of all humans, all life,
all matter, and all energy. This, then, paradoxically, is an
inclusivity, a collectively comprehensive, innerness, that
in effect posits no outside-of-itself. Itis universal.

And to take up an earlier point, mentioned in §4 above in
the context of life as movement: Medellin has
re-affirmed that by its rootedness in the individual
human imagination, poetry is a key element of human
freedom - as, among many others, the great English
poets Romantic poets of the early nineteenth century
advocated (for example, Blake, Byron and Shelley); and
that poetry necessarily speaks out against injustice and
for and on behalf of the oppressed.

In all these ways, then, Medellin has reaffirmed that
poetry is an essential vehicle of expression for the finest
and most noble movements of our time and of all time
(as Paz says above, transhistorically), including the
advocacy of peace, decency, dignity, self-respect and
respect for others, love, balance, harmony,
connectedness, and all the physical, psychic, emotional
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and spiritual aspects of health (haleness, wholeness),
not only of human beings but of all life on earth. The
gathering of the Medellin community of poets, then,
extends to and embraces all poets, all people, all of
nature. It’s a gathering that is a togethering.

11. In this respect, one of the most important aspects of the
Medellin festival has been the encouragement of
children and young people to write, read and listen to
poetry, and so to open up the potential of their own
receptive and active imaginations. Included in all these
factors, as the English and international poet Anthony
Rudolf has argued, “Poetry presupposes futurity,
presupposes continuity” (Wine from Two Glasses, 45).
To presuppose futurity means not only to advocate hope
for the future but also to engage in action to protect the
future of all life on this planet Earth.

12. Making and responding to poetry involves the treasuring
of past, present and future. In terms of heritage, tangible
and intangible, the protective and projective celebration
of poetry in the present is action for and on behalf of the
future. Past, present and future are treasured together
in the Medellin Poetry Festival.

Cambridge, October 2020
This text adds to Richard Berengarten’s ongoing series of
statements on poetics entitled Imagems. Like the
contributions of all the poets attending the 30™ Medellin
International Poetry Festival, because of COVID-19 his
reading (15 September 2020) was delivered remotely, from
his home.
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