THE WORID POETS QUARTERLY

BB MULTILINGUAL
E45941] VOLUME No. 94 IN TOTAL

May 8, 2019

- taly]f-Domenico Defelice _

NSRS AR - AR |

%l

= 3
® @ AERA A TG ) % R
& = PRQy t:5rmE A LADGE . SEiFRIE A BRI T AR 5 T
2 % W (bR SRS Z (TWA) 200166 K [olbi it H ik 4 il
2 i EDIZIONI UNIVERSUM ( & AKF] ) Epbsl iy Al
oo &

o o ’ .
R — (B[ 50 AN B L R SR ¢ 1
— GLOBAL AUTHORITATIVE OBJECTIVE AVANT-GARDE INFORMATIVE

1%



Al#E#FF SPECIAL RECOMMENDATIO

(387 g ] sk [Singapore] Shi Ying
%ﬂﬁlﬂilﬁ\ 3 IEIE C4h=17) ItIs Brightening After Winds & Rains (and other three poems)
SHEAE I T AR P AN PR B The prime of my life catches me in predicament
MR HESRE The future is enveloped in mist
TREFE Quite perplexing
[A 52 bm) e R When persecuted by my higher-up
NIRRT To seek survival
Hbf e 7t I 'have to leave the journalistic circle
Pal e i To find a new way out
TE A7 30 ) AR g g On the way rough with briers and brambles
;Ejiﬁ;[ﬁ J& After years
&é‘%y_; } o My fortune turns well
MR A A winding path leads to a broad road
A NP2 s Heartening Child’s Voice
RESEL—EHR Naive laughter is like a key
ﬁ;{r B LA My long—sefale,d he‘art
Bl ﬁ HEITF . Is opened by the child s‘ voice
R s B A AR, Beaming faces are l.tke floyvers in bud
BB ER Slowly spreading their fragrance
i 20 s M e A Beautiful Veil Fails to Cover the Ulcer
Wk [ e ok JEn A huge sum is embezzled for easy living in a strange place
g%;;&é%ﬂ PR After hiding for years
ﬂ}ﬁ I H After money is spent
e L ) To helplessly return in secret
£s [ 3
%%%é;g%{gﬁ The trace is revealed and enmeshed
= [«j:'_—:'_: I%l‘]-[j"'] as The ever bright slogans
E‘_ %% * Wisp after wisp
e Under the cover of veil
(u \
%\%g%ﬁgi e [Singapore] Shi Ying Everything is revealed though the ulcer is covered up
iR gn
Hrhnyk 5 3
Wb 2 A i 2 0y [ ] Flattery Cannot Stand Test
: . Some literary men form a circle
,i_ﬁ;fpjt)l\?ﬁﬁjz/j\ L Going with a swing in the Lion City
}‘;‘Eé“ Tj—fﬁ gt Among the members
A A 5 It is a habit to flatter each other
Enkﬁel'ﬁg‘rﬁ (£ A white grain of sand
?EE?% E L S Is boasted as a brilliant pearl
GANF H A They flimflam
*%E& L Cannot see through
g Z:Jﬁ The turning force of millstone
‘%Eﬁ@$§ ipaYi s In the readership
g i - Upon touch by somebody
*E:ﬁ}dﬁlﬂﬁ'ﬁf’ It is crushed all of a sudden
T SR (Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)
TE# i About the author

S, I AP 45 (Chin Pan See), 7 mbk 4 {54
MIBEA. . 1940GEHUE FRthndl, LS ARl &,
WA 4R 2 (R AR N SR R TS AR R T M B,
Gl R rh b, 20Hed bR ROF IR 2 S0, LA
HOEAE, HB/E, BOC. Frik. EERERS FrEL
Ja AR R E BRI A IR, R R A
L PR, RIS, AR, AR, NELIE. WES

Shi Ying, original name Chin Pan See, is a distinguished poet-scholar in
contemporary Singapore. He was born in 1940 in Singapore, with his ancestral place
of Fengshun, Guangdong Province, P. R. China. He has ever been a newspaper
editor for important news and editor-in-chief of Entertainment Weekly. Middle-aged,
he turned to medicine and has founded Jianmin College of Traditional Chinese
Medicine. In the 50s of the 20" century, he began to be devoted to the literary world;
in addition to his chief composition of poems, he also writes novels, prose, and
poetry criticism. His biography and poems have been included into dozens of
international literary selections and dictionaries, and some have been translated into

W, EIE, BRHIE. Wi k-3 IEE 2 RAME 3CF.
Wk Z S, EATRE TR, LELH, 20064
W DURSCESME N . 20194E2 H 20 H i e 12183055 {587 I
SEREE

English, French, German, Russian, Japanese, Greek, Spanish, Portuguese. Polish,
Italian, and Slavic-Mongolian, etc. He has ever won literary prizes of a host of
countries. Shi Ying has published over 30 collections of poems and several
monographs. In 2006 he was nominated as candidate for Nobel Prize in Literature.
On the morning of February 20, 2019, the poet passed away in Singapore.
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DearDr.ZHANG Zhi, DearDr.ZHANG Zhi,
| would like to write in my Curriculum the prize that some ofmy poem

| wasn't sure if it was you | should be writing or the committee. . ;
L ) have received in 2018.
This prize came out ofthe blue, and again a great honor. Though | am My the world friends can find perfectly this English link:
primarily a poet, | have been translating from Portuguese and  http://blogsina.com.en/s/blog_5fff84d80102zevlhtml
Lithuanian into English for years. And recently, with much assistance, Is there another more accessible link in Chinese? It is the first time that

from Chinese. A book of Chinese poetry in English is now being | have _the honor, that they, ha\_lg been trans_lated in your language. And it is a
. " . f ) fantastic way to make your edition known in the world!
printed hy.BIack Square Editions in N-YC, John \.(au is the publisher. I send you one of my photographiifyou would like to hang it on the
Again, thank you and the committee for this award. internet. And congratulations to the poets who accompany me in this award.
Best regards, Thank you very much again!

Dr. Hilal Karahan, from Turkey Tonia Passola, Catalonia-spain

Dr. ShiYing, Distinguished Poet in Contemporary Singapore, Passed Away

Heartbreaking news: Dr. Shi Ying, a distinguished poet-scholar in contemporary
2019 2 20 12 30 Singapore passed away in Singapore on the morning of February 20 2019 which means a
brilliant star in the circle of Chinese poetry has fallen.

Shi Ying, original name Chin Pan See, is a distinguished poet-scholar in
contemporary Singapore. He was bom in 1940 in Singapore, with his ancestral place of
Fengshun, Guangdong Province, P. R. China. In the 50s of the 20* century, he began to be
devoted to the literary world; in addition to his chief composition o fpoems, he also writes
novels, prose, and poetry criticism. In the vale of years he is mainly dedicated to the
writing of historical material and data concerning Chinese poetry of Singapore and
Malaysia. He has ever been a newspaper editor for important news of the newspaper and
editor-in-chief of Entertainment Weekly. Middle-aged, he turned to medicine and has
founded Jianmin College of Traditional Chinese Medicine, while nmning a pharmacy. He
is good at curing incurable diseases, and can treat dozens of patients in a day, thereby he
enjoys great fame in the medical circle. His biography and poems have been included into
dozens of international literary selections and dictionaries, and some have been translated

- into English, French, German, Russian, Japanese, Greek, Spanish, Portuguese, Polish,

Italian, and Slavic-Mongolian, etc. He has ever won literary prizes of a host of countries.

2006 Shi Ying has published over 30 collections of poems and several monographs. In 2006 he
was nominated as candidate for Nobel Prize in Literature.

1940

IPTRC) The International Poetry Translation And Research Centre (IPTRC)

The editorial office of The WordPoets Quarterly (Multilingual)

2019 3 4 March 4,2019
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800 Chinese-English)
800 2018 2019 1
— <2018
>
800
) - 269
269 16K, 293
16K 400
70 58
IPTRC) IPTRC)

Selected Poems ofDUAN Guang an (Chinese-English, Written by DUAN Guang an)
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[Belgium-Spain] Germain Droogenbroodt
Nightfall (and another poem)

Indecipherable
the dark figures
ofthe night

neither at the mountainside
the signs, the flight

ofa lonely bird

so late, above the lake

nor the convulsion ofsilvery light
that breaks through the darkness
illuminating the mountains

and till heaven spans

~just for amoment

an ephemeral colour arc.

Prayer

May my mind

be as pure

as this moment

ofsunshine and blackbird’s voice
unconcerned about

-why

to which other answer fails

but what she in amultiple
ofleaves and colours can offer:
the rose.

[Italy] Michela Zanarella
Count the tears (and other two poems)

Count the tears

in this time

where the rights

learn to die

like fables behind the swings.

It clings in silence

dignity

as a truth that goes out

in the fence ofa frost

which does not go back.

The dawns fall,

stumble promises

and life bleeds

in aworld already wounded enough
which continues to dirty footsteps
to deceive days.

SPECIAL RECOMMENDATIONS
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Don tload your heart of hate

It's not the breed

the trace ofthe origin

or the weight ofa color

to make it less human

my fate ofwoman.

Don, t load your heart

of hate,

not advanced arrogance
rubbing her lips

in the distance

who kills.

Accept the palm o fmy hands
even if black,

think of the blood of God
that unites us

as knots ofthe same silence,
like heavenly feathers
dragged to the same fate.

It sin acontroversial land

It's in a controversial land

which is rooted in infinite tension
black flmnel in war.

Where are the days ofthe sun?
Or the warm roads that united us
to chase dreams or walls

where to return

far from the shadows oftime?
We have the same blood

eyes that speak the same pain

and no one wants to get bogged down yet
the stars and the wind.

About the author:

Michela Zanarella, bom in Cittadella (PD) in 1980. Since 2007 she lives
and works in Rome. She published the following collections of poetry: Credo
(2006) Awakenings (2008), Life, infinite, havens (2009) Sensuality (2011)
Meditations for women (2012) The aesthetics of the beyond (2013), Le
identity of the sky (2013). In Romania it came out in a bilingual edition the
collection Imensele coincidence (2015). The author of fiction and texts for
theater, is editor of Italian Journal and Laiciit. Her poems have been
translated into English, French, Arabic, Spanish, Romanian, Serbian, greek,
Portuguese, Hindi and Japanese. She got the Creativity Prize at the
International Prize Naji Naaman's 2016. Is ambassador for culture and
represents Italy in Lebanon for the Foundation Naji Naaman. Is in the
direction of Writers Capital International Foundation. Corresponding member
of the Academy Cosentina, founded in 1511 by Aulo Giano Parrasio.

. 1980 2007
2006)
(2008) - - 2009) 2011)
2012) 2013)

(2013) 2015)

Laici.it
2016 Naji Naaman

Naji Naaman
Aulo Giano

Parrasio 1511
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[China] HUANG Yazhou
Olhar j ovens portugueses a beber na rua (eoutros tres poemas)

A men verja e tarde demais

Os portugueses e as portuguesas elegantes ainda estao a beber no cruzamento darua
Sentando-se aos dois lados da bancada, conversando com alegria

Linguagens de diversas cores, narram-se dos sens copos ate as suas colheres

E depois revoam das colheres aos ldbios

A men ver eles ate podem ser defmidos como cavaliieiros

Nao insultam mulheres como os seus antepassados faziam quando estiveram na colonia

Eles fazem gestos mas nao

Eles fazem gestos, mas nao aqueles como

Antigamente i9avam vela, viravam estibordo e deportavam escravo negro para o conves
principal

A meu ver eles sao autoconfiantes como sempre, nao acham que

O estado econ6mico do seu pais estd mal

Eles estao com rostos vermelhos claros, olhos brilhantes e gestos fortes
Hoje a noite, vao levar a si proprios e ao seu pais

A passar na cerveja

A meu ver a noite ainda e bebe

A meu ver a mesa repleta das garrafas vazias nao significa nada
A meu ver 0sj ovens portugueses ©
Ainda estao a explorar pelo mar e nao foram envolvidos na navegagSo profimda
Assim que atravessem as ondas, eles tratarao melhor a mulher.

Bombao, bombao, carris Ascensor Gloria de Lisboa

Na realidade e cams eletrico que anda na inclina™ao acentuada, mas chama-se de
Elevador Gloria ao local.

Ap6s tres minutos, cheguei no topo de Lisboa

Bombao, bombao, que motorista engra?ado, imaginou que nao tenho grande aspira™ao,
mas ainda me dava

asas de a?o

Tres minutos depois, usava meus olhos como os de aguia

Tendo vista para as casas com telhado vermelho da capital de Portugal,

As nuvens flutuantes pelos telhados e o distante oceano Atlantic

Que engra”™ado o motorista, como se me colocasse na posipSo do rei de Espanha

Hd uma pintora da rua que est™ a desenhar no pico, e as suas tintas sao tao claras, como se
Ela estendesse os bravos e agarrasse cores dos telhados dali embaixo

10 que
Ele sabia a razao de “estar no alto mas nao se aguentar o frio”
Portanto voltei de tic-tac ao micio, com altura de galo
Agradecia ao motorista, ele entendia o principio de nao se educar o miudo imaturo
A subida e a descida da vida integram-se nesses tres minutos

As asas de apo batem uma verdade

Subir pacificamente, descer sao e salvo

Esse trilho de inclina”™ao de Lisboa, talvez fosse construido pela Comissao de Inspe”™ao
de Disciplina do Comite Central do Partido Central da China

Byron hospedou-se neste hotel

Sabia que e o hotel que se hospedavaByroti, o hotel localiza-se no meio da serrade Sintra
Ele ate ficou algumas noites e o cavalo dele

Mastigou forragens numa manjedoura qualquer

O hotel nao e muito perceptivel
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Passei e tirei uma foto em frente do portao do hotel

Este ato 6 muito menos perceptivel

Para atrair mais aten”ao, mantinha a expressSo facial de abrir a boca e expor os dentes
Talvez assim, Byron iria virar a cabepa e veria

O poeta chines que vem de longe com ofegancia pela boca e lama pelos pes

De facto, era assim de abrir a boca e expor os dentes que Byron encarava a alta
sociedade britanica

Embora ele fosse membro do parlamento

O sen poema ofegava a tudo e nao importava nada de elegancia,

A rima aterrava lama e era romantica demais

Ele sabia que, aos olhos da alta sociedade, o romance era jusante

Logo depois, ele pegava o cavalo e entrava neste hotel

Quando ele compunha os poemas turisticos da Espanha e de Portugal

Mantinha a expressao facial de abrir aboca e expor os dentes

E na manjedoura o sen cavalo tambem mostrava a expressao facial de abrir a boca e
expor os dentes

Baseando nisso, hoje mantenho a mesma expressao facial como eles

Na realidade, os poemas do poeta chines, tambem devem ofegar, ofegar bem profundo
Como se mantivesse uma maneira viva
A foto que tiro hoje, pode ser uma declara™ao

Quinta de Regaleira

Os ricos costumam comprar terrenos e construir quintas, aqui eis um exemplo
O Visconde Regaleira tambem era igual aos outros, nao fiigia a essa regra

Ele constmiu o seu pr6prio paldcio e outras tones e pr/dios, enquanto isso
Muitas folhas e chilreios

Estavam envolvidos entre eles

Assim, ele se sentia satisfeito e achava que era tao bom como ser humano

Ate colocou um chafariz

E um lago alem disso

Escondeu bem a entrada e a saida sendo assim
Ele achava que era tao bom como ser humano

Mas ele nao entendia que, ariqueza podia ser esgotada tal como o dreno do chafariz

Ele nao imaginava que, pouco tempo depois, a quinta que ele desenhava com
meticulosidade

Seria comprada por um medico

E mais tarde, uma empresajaponesa comprou-a e usou-a como hotel

Finalmente, nao foi facil, o govemo de Portugal voltou a compra-la

Hoje, tomou-se ao bilhete na minha mao

Ao0s nossos topos ricos Chineses, sugere-se visitar Portugal

Passear nesta quinta e tomar um cafe

O caf6 da quinta 6 muito gostoso, meio doce meio amargo

Quanto ao sabor, e que dentro do sabor, ha verdade de doce e tambem de amargo
(Traduzido por Xin Liu)

About the author:

HUANG Yazhou, famoso poeta e escritor contemporaneo, nascido de Hangzhou da
Provincia de Zhejiang, China. Foi o vice-presidente da 6aAssociagao de Escritores da China e
presidente da Associa?ao de Escritores da Provincia de Zhejiang. Agora desempenha o cargo de
vice-diretor da Associa9ao de Literatura e Poesia Cinematografica da China e de conselheiro
editorial da “Poesia Periédica”. Tem publicadas mais de trinta literaturas monogrdficas tais como
romanceiro, antologia poetica, antologia prosaica e antologia de guiao, etc. A antologia poetica
epica “Entoar Poesia na visita da Longa Marcha” ganhou o premio da 4a Sessao do Literario Lu
Xun da China. A antologia po6tica buc6lica “Ventoz 0” recebeu o prémio de prata da |aSessao da
Poesia Trovador QU Yuan da China e o poema em agrupagao “Entoar Poesia na visita da Terra
Natal do Conflicio” obteve o premio de ouro daT Sessao da Poesia L | Bai.
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[Italy] Domenico Defelice [ ] -
Life Brief but Intense (and other two poerms)

When | die,
not even a flower above my coffin

Let these dewy

and beautiful creatures ofthe earth
live their ephemeral life,

but intense as a prayer

made ofa single powerful heartbeat,
the first and the last o fthe heart

Golden April

Oh, goldenApril,
and who told you that | was in love
with Marcellina?

You broughtviolets

for her golden hair,

roses for her breasts i
and soft carpets of daisies

for her fairy-like feet.

But years have passed

and her mouth now reeks
oftobacco ofthousand men

and her legs have the lively sway
ofthe wildest dances.

And yet| live of memories,

| live ofdreams. Oh, her mouth
like ared carnation,

her fairy-like hands,

her golden hair,

golden April!

To My Father

Yesterday, in an old man's face

On a garden in the suburbs,

| thought | saw you, but he did not have

Hands like yours cracked by the frost

Looking like pomegranates. He too is sick

For other lands. “Pain  he told me, .
“Is the same underneath whatever hemisphere. N

Such is the children’s lament”. And then a silence

For along time, like one o fthose moments that seemed

To separate us after our first few words of greeting

To the rare occasions on which we met.

“Do you love him? , he asked me. "Love him? “ ” “

If one can love the blood

That flows in the swollen veins". ”

“So the space that lies between you “

Does not fill up the express-letter,

The voice of the telephone”. “So it doesn’t’. LI »
‘The same with my children. We Southerners “

Al suffer for the same problems”.

He then disappeared behind an artificial path.

“W ait! Wait let’s talk some more.. “ .
It does us so much good..” Out ofinstinct
| raised my arms... But did not dare :

The Southerner’s heart is armour-plated
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Against all effusion.

Sitting down before the sunset,

| thought ofyour cold and wind-racked house,
Ofyour pity for the grass

Under the lash ofthe wind. Feeling sad,

| felt within my chest, in wares,

A song ofyours, not sad:

“A plague-wind ofthe heart!

With alovely clear sky

Even the dimmest stream

Is tinged with love”.

About the author:

Domenico DEFELICE was bom at Anoia (Reggio
Calabria) - Italy - on the 3rd of October 1936. He lives at
Pomezia (Rome), where he directs the monthly magazine
Pomezia-Notizie which was founded by him 40 years ago. He
also teaches at Rome and Aprilia in a Professional training
Centre. He is a correspondent for the daily newspaper Awenire
and collaborator of many Italian and foreign magazines (Nuova
Antologia, Pietraserena, La Voce di Calabria, La Voce Pugliese,
I Corriere di Reggio, La Procellaria, Alla Bottega,La Voce del
Mezzogiomo, Cronaca di Calabria, Minosse, Aspetti Letterari,
La Gazzetta Ciociara, La Sonda, Luce Serafica etc.). He is also
foreign correspondent of the French magazines Aimales (of the
Accademy for Art Literature of Perigord). He is the organizer of
the Yearly International Literature Award Pomezia Citta. Among
his many literary works we would like to remind: Con le mani in
croce, 1962; La mania del coltello, 1963; Un paese e una ragazza,
1964; 12 mesi con la ragazza, 1964; Un silenzio che grida, 1968;
Geppo Tedeschi, 1969; La morte e il Sud, 1971; Andare a quadri,
1975; Canti d’amore dell’'uomo feroce, 1977; Franco Sacca poeta
ecologico, 1980; Pittura di Eleuterio Gazzetti, 1984; Sicilianita
nella poesia di Ada Capuana, 1983; Eleuterio Gazzetti, 1984;
Arturo dei colon, 1987; Saverio Scutella, 1988; Dialoghi all esca
1989; To erase, please?, 1990; Uorto del poeta, 1991; Nenie
ballate e canti, 1994; Meditazione sulla morte della Prima
Repubblica, 1994; Le poetesse e |'amanuense 1996; Dialettica e
miti in Partita Doppia di Giulietta Livraghi Verdesca Zain, 1997,
Temi umani e sociali in Carmine Manzi, 1998; Alpomo, 2000;
Francesco Fiumara, 2000; Un artista del mosaic “Michele
Frenna” 2001; Resurrectio, 2004; Rudy De Cadaval una vita per
la poesia, 2005; Poeti e scrittori d’oltre frontiera, 2005; Pagine per
autori calabresi del Novecento, 2006; Pregiudizi e leziosaggini,
2008; Silvina Olnaro, 2009; Diario di anni torbidi, 2009; Alberi?,
2010; Nicola Napolitano, 2011; Eleuterio Gazzetti cantore della
Valpadana, 2013; Alleluia in sala darmi. Parata e risposta, 2014;
Maria Grazia Lenisa, 2015; A Riccardo (e agli altri che verraimo),
2015; Nino Ferrau, 2016; Giuseppe Piombanti Ammannati e
“Pomezia” 2018. Some of these works have been entirely
translated in France, by Paul Corget and Solange de Bressieux, in
Spain, by Nicolds Del Hierro, and in Argentina by Luis Cayetano
Fiorenza. Also some single passages have been translated in
Greece, Rumania, United States, Chile, Portugal, Russian (by
Adolf P. Shvedchikov) etc. Defelice has translated in Italian
many French, Spanish and Chilean authors. Hundreds of critics,
newspapers, Italian and foreign magazine have written abaut
him and his work.
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[India] Shujaat Hussain
Peerless Among Excellences

Knowledge is the greatest

And the bestbounty ofAlmighty
More than the sun moon and stars
Silver, gold and diamond

Worthier than the martyr’s blood
Peerless among all excellences
Semi God and half prophet

Angels touch the feet of knowledge
And spread their wing to welcome
Ready to serve atits call
Knowledge guides the way to the sky
Tames the lion

Blesses wings to fly

Paves the ways from the seas
Command the rising waves

Makes desert fertile

Power, protector and pleasure
Guide, advice and wealth

A light to dispel darkness

Like the flowing stream

Cultivates the mind

Ensures purity ofthe souls
Creases conscience

Leads the person to glory
Enhances quality of prayers
Possession o fuseful knowledge
Reflects from the parts of the body
But acquiring it an uphill task
Essential conditions are willingness
Sincerity, devotion, perspiration
Aspiration and passion

Neither age nor gender bar

Caste and colour cannot mar

T INTERNATIONAL POETRY

[China] DUAN Guang’an
Apusul Soarelui Peste Campia Zapezii (8i alte patru poezii)

Urme de iepure, cateva randuri
Se tntind peste campia zapezii
lerburi ve§tede i§i lungesc gatul
Spre cerulSi intinderea fara sfarsit
Apusul de soare e vultur ranit
Insangerand  fhitoat de aripi

Apusul Insangerat Al Toamnei la Tuanbowa

E toamna la Tuanbowa
Cu natura cioplita in lama de cutit
Ce picura sange

Trestie veche
Din care curge sange

Un soldat greu ranit

Lupta cu soarele, corp la corp,
Pana cand apusul

8iroieSte de sange
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18i poarta capul
§i pieptul ii izvoraSte
Sange §uvoi,itra s r8it

18i azvarle capul msangerat spre cerul apusean
Ca sa se scufunde in lacul

Napadit de sange

In revarsare

WA
Langa Parau

Oile suntla pascutca mereu

Frunze cazute §optesc sub picioarele lor
Pe§tii miSunain adancul apei

Dintr-o data

Un chip straniu pluteSte la suprafata
Zgomot de paS8i fara odihnaumple aerul
Vorbe de spirit adunate sa oglindeasca
Imaginea sinelui

Graul Verde

Sufla o briza,u§oara ca rasuflarea pamantului
8iIntr-o clipita

Campul uscat se umple cu grau verde
Stralucitor

Vreo cateva fete

Jopaind ca pe muzica

Se plimba primavara

Inalfimea Salciilor De Duna

Cioatele retezate ale salciilor de duna
Stau pale pe o movila
Pe care vantul o sculpteaza in forma de pagoda
lar ploaia inghetata o transformaintr-un sloi
Ce infrunta vantul rece
Prin insa8i inaltimea sa
(Traducere in limba romana de Drago§ Barbu)

Despre Autor:

1956 DUAN Guang'an s-a nascut in 1956 in Tianjin. Poet 8i cercetator §tiintific de
renume,este preSedinte al Association of Tianjin Lu Li Study, director 8i secretar
general al Tianjin July Poetry Society, director executiv asociat al Tianjin Poets 8i
membru al Asocia™iei Scriitorilor Chinezi. A publicat peste 600 de poezii in ziare §i
reviste de specialitate cum ar fi Poetry Periodical, Selected Poems,The Star Poetry
Periodical, The Forest ofPoetry, Digest 8i Xinhua Wenzhai (sau New China Digest),

600 etc. A publicat dona volume de poezie: The Poems of DUAN Guang'an Selected
- Poeme of DUAN Guang’an (aceasta §i m versiune in limba engleza). A obtinut mai
multe premii pentru poezie. Versurile sale an fost incluse m diverse antologii literare,

unele dintre ele fiind traduse m engleza, araba, italiana, romana 8i rusa.
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Domenico Defelice POMEZIA-NOTIZIE 2019
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THE COMET>)> (LA COMETA) FLYING IN THE SKY)> (VOLARE NEL CIELO) A STONE SAYS TO
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[Austria] Kurt F. Svatek

Nightmare (and other two poems)

You are asked questions,
and you know the answer
oryou don't.

Butin the end,
it is the grimace that remains,
certainly not the face.

At the Destroyed Coral Reef

Humans are humans
and notmerely managers oflife
that hire and fire ideas.

First, they must learn to dream
so they w ill not leave only emptiness behind.
It is odd, indeed, what they subject themselves to

although, for sure, all ideologies
have ultimately proven wrong,
some way or the other.

For desiring
is a long way from loving.
And even the clown fish may forget how to laugh.

W hite is the Colour of Feelings

The lightless facade

almost blends

with the street,

because the lamplighter, it seems,
is having a day off

as has the moon.

If then the fog,

this cloak ofnature,

merciless in hiding all,

by and by starts to suffuse

the propitious glitter ofthe stars,
then how easily

can a black shadow blot out the white,
but never the otherway around.

Mind Wanders (Chinese-English, Poems by Lou Deping)

“MindWanders” (Chinese-English),

“MindWanders” (Chinese-English) ,

100 49

1
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[ 1 [Kiva] XU Chunfa

H rENETEIPAMOY K1 Em

yevteipd pn)
yiaxi o*aya7r6 x600 PaQid,
yiaxi ei™Niai técto expE/afjivoc; \eaMva;
Eivai, yiaxir| poo
...... e(vai paOid pi®o”ivri e5ch...

H yevteipd
yiaxi ttlv KMpmca xov mjvaio&mdTOOv,
Yiaxi 7rr|(j,"Dp("a) \e O”rjciri Kai k i;
Eivai, yiaxi aKOD(j,7r6
axov "8qjt6 Kai jieyd”o aoi) Kép(po...
(Translated by Zacharoula Gaitanaki)

[Slovakia] Pavol Janik [ ] -
Nocturne for diabetes (and other two poems)

Diacritical signs
ofimmortal Dio

@ appear in the sky.

Dialogues ofthe diabolic

intersect within us.

Oh divine Diana
preserve our diagnosis,
sugar-beet campaigns and oil fields.

Save within us the diapositive

and make us diametrical.

Diagrams of sorrow

and diamond diadems

we place atyour diagonals.

Oh dialectics of dia-marmalades.

Into our diaries we write

our last hour

and the deadline of our posthumous diasporas.
Just so that we don't forget to die

and for the last time decorously deny ourselves nothing.

Pedestrian with absolute right of way

Live life

without a car.

Be slowef than atrolley bus.

Be tired.

Be late.

Be unable to get out of the city.
Be unable to arrive atyourself.
Be a pedestrian.

Entire and without impediments.

To subvert the rules
regardless ofanything.

Prolonging my understanding

WPQ
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For awhile | hesitated,

at the place where one enters.

And then so many mirrors

as if after death or during it. n
And so many unreal girls

in the shallow depths o fthe glass.

There, where | entered for the last time

still as a boy with portraits

ofPierre Brice and Lex Barker in a pocket, s
was the window ofa small wine tavern.

And above it the warning signals

ofred pelargonia —

had permanently remained.

These inexorable semaphores

which didn’t permit me

to speak in the direction of the wind

and turn aside as the wall approached. fi

| grew up

to the level of salaries,

the length of debts,

to measurable historical latitudes

andto a size

where the era of dieting begins. ©

Now only my hair grows

slowly and completely pointlessly.

and thus | come

to prolonging my understanding

and ridding myselfofthe purchasing power
ofapowerless Samson.

About the author:

Pavol Janik, PhD., (magister artis et philosophiae doctor) was bom in
1956 in Bratislava, where he also studied film and television dramaturgy and 1956
scriptwriting at the Drama Faculty of the Academy of Performing Arts VSM U)
(VSMU). He has worked at the Ministry of Culture (1983-1987), in the 1983— 1987
media and in advertising. President of the Slovak Writers’ Society
(2003-2007), Secretary-General of the SWS (1998-2003, 2007-2013),
Editor-in-Chief of the literary weekly of the SWS Literamy tyzdennik
(2010-2013). Honorary Member ofthe Union of Czech Writers (from 2000),

2003—2007
1998—2003 2007—2013
Literamy tyzdennik

Member of the Editorial Board of the weekly of the UCW Obrys-Kmen (2010~2013 2000
(2004—2014), Member of the Editorial Board of the weekly of the UCW Obrys-Kmen

Literatura - Umeni - Kultura (from 2014). Member of the Writers Club (2004~2014 Literatura-
International (from 2004). Member of the Poetas del Mundo (from 2015). Umeni- Kultura 2014

Director of the Writers Capital International Foundation for Slovakia and the 2004

Czech Republic (from 2016). Chief Representative of the World Nation 2015

Writers’ Union in Slovakia (from 2016). He has received a number of ( 2016

awards for his literary and advertising work both in his own country and 2016

abroad. This virtuoso of Slovak literature, Pavol Janik, is a poet, dramatist, .

prose writer, translator, publicist and copywriter. His literary activities focus

mainly on poetry. Even his first book of poems, which appeared in 1981, 1981

attracted the attention of the leading authorities in Slovak literary circles.
Pavol Janik’s literary works have been published not only in Slovakia, but
also in Albania, Belarus, Belgium, Bulgaria, Canada, Chile, Croatia, the
Czech Republic, France, Hungary, India, Israel, Italy, Jordan, Kosovo,
Macedonia, Nepal, the Republic of China (Taiwan), Romania, the Russian
Federation, Serbia, South Korea, Spain, Syria, Turkey, Ukraine, United
Kingdom, the United States ofAmerica and Venezuela.
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[Romania] Nadia-Cella Pop [
An Epilogue of the W orlds (and another poem)

This night seems to me an epilogue o fthe worlds,
A sorcery ofinnocence and mystery,
Which is covering the silence ofdoubts
Is the peace ofnature beyond the mankind’s sleep
Is the infinite that is falling donwn on a moonray,
The diaamond mistress o fthe dark,
The lighthouse star ofthe regrets,
Our image, sad and cold.
In this night with rover stars
That announce their own
extinction in the past
I plunge in the fascination ofguiltiness.
Zenith ofa legend,| become your slave,
With the deepestlove ofthe madness.

Embers of Love

In the hearth oflove
Even the last embers are extinguished.
It is midnight.
At dawn, there w ill be frost.
A polar, unforgiving frost.
Where are the embers
From the burning hearth?
Ofcourse, they were stolen
By the delusive brushwood.
But soon,
It will be night again
And frost again.
(Translated by Drago§ Barbu)

[Saudi Arabia] Thuraya al Arrayed [

“A Silk Lily”

Had | been a “silk” lily

In an omate shining pot “
Or a queen o fbutterflies

With wings from shimmering shells

It would not have really mattered

If you remembered me

Or totally forgot

It would not have really mattered
Where | started to change your world
And where | ended

what season | came

Took form and shape. Became!
Colored my wings

Extended

Soared to ecstasy

It would not have mattered

WPQ



Details ofmy name

My face.. the color ofmy eyes
The sprouting yearning in my heart
Upon a random meeting

Or a fancy game

Butl amnotalLily ofsilk
Lifeless
And Lacking feeling

| still don’t know

What sins | have committed?
And who w ill punish me
-When | decline my dreams-
Who tightens my shackles?
What have | really gained?

Here | am

My Fragments scattered

As mirrors ofmy existence shattered
Falling asliver ata time

Between me

And illusions of our yester dreams

| watch my splinters

crushed by longing

My masks unraveled

My face reflecting childlike pureness
No fake proclaim

Here | am

Seethed in sorrow as | confess
You are still infesting my memory
Huge as my whole being
Hankering alienation .. misery

| try to prop me together again
Twitch my wings

Distance myselffrom you..

I wantto fly

Exit from memory ache

From surreal sub consciousness
Shatter the myth of time
Frozen atthe turning point
Forget

Forget You.

Erase you from my loneliness
My languishing for you

Butthe memory oftime
Refuses adamantly to stop!
Declares its disobedience
Tightens more my chains

Details float back

All details

Burning their etchings in my heart
Echoes of songs and laughter
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Details ofyour features

Haunt me

Cleansed by tears

Flickering Shadows of candles
As our lashes Trembled
Quietness and dark

| come back to you
| come back
Drenched in tears

The wings are crushed!!
Why do Faces come and never leave?

Today | am filled with an agonizing wish
A horrific desire

To die in your arms

Maybe this time | w ill Move time
For the last time

So | would not be

Eternalized

In the memory oftime

A lily ofsilk

An illusion butterfly

Tattered dreams

Wings that cannot fly.

About the author:

Thuraya al Arrayed, bom in Bahrain cradle of life yet open country .
welcoming all. Her name: Dr. Thuraya Ebrahim Hussein al Arrayed; Present -
Job: Consultant; Education: PhD Educational Admin and Planning, UNC at . - .

Chapel Hill North Carolina 1975; MA Educational Administration ofHigher 1975
education, American University of Beirut AUB 1969; BA Education and 1969
linguistics Beirut College for women BCW 1966.

Career & Professional Experience: 1-Bahrain Ministry of Education:
She worked for ayear in as a high school teacher of English. After returning
to AUB in Beirut, and graduating in 1969 with an M A degree in Educational
Administration, she was appointed in the department of Planning &
Statistics, working directly with Minister ofEducation, the first female in the
central offices of the Ministry of Education. 2-Saudi Aramco 1980-2006:
Planned and executed the mobile library program where old vans of the oil 2. 1980-2006,
exhibit were redesigned and equipped to carry books to government schools
in far regions. 3- Saudi Majlis al Shura: Dr. Thuraya al Arrayed was one of
the first 30 Saudi ladies selected and appointed by King Abdalla Bin 3. . d
abdallAziz as a full member ofthe Saudi Majlisa Shurain its 6th term 2012-

16 during which she was a member of the committees of International 2012-2016,
Affairs, Security Affairs, and Social Development Affairs. And in the
friendship committee with African and Scandinavian countries.

Awards and Honors: Last Received-January 2018 From Saudi Cultural 2018 1
Authority in Riyadh; March 2018 in Kuwait from Al Babtain Lit Foundation
for Poetry; April 2018 in Fez Morocco from For poetry.

Participation in National Cultural Development: She is involved in the
national and regional social, economic, political, literary, educational, and
security issues within the total development prospective, and has participated
in high profile specialized national, regional, Arab, and international projects,
forums, and conferences.
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[Lithuania] Kerry Sha>vn Keys

In Washington DC, thinking of my children across the ocean

fo r Matthew Olshan, the redbud man, and “after’Du Fu

Cherry blossoms crusted with snow.

Black ice shadows every step | go.

Two weeks since |'ve leftyou, seem years.
Such sadness bums up unwept tears.

Your motherwrites me the fruit trees are dead,
leftuncared for, unfenced, girded and fed
on byjackrabbits and bitter, winter wind.
The apple you took a bite out of, Kyva, fallen.

0 my daughter, is this what's come ofany Eden.

And my son, w ill you soon transpire some new sin.
Never mind, before leaving, | planted a staghom sumac
from the New World. | Il bring Judas Tree pods back.

[Turkey] Serpil Devrim

Conquest (and other two poems)

Do not tell me about conquering my heart
I m closed for depredation o fthieves

What you call conquering is, raping what belongs to life
My dove nests would be destroyed

My cool, cobbled street would become asphalt

My childhood would get lost

in the backyard of a wooden house with bay window
My storks would not come over

to the scratchy slum rooftops

My youth would be rasped

My agedness would go senile

You would start dealing with my thoughts unmannerly
and be through with my beliefs

You are both impertinent and unfit

The magic in the texture

ofan old city is beyond your ken

You would talk about burning heedlessly

about burning and destroying

I would talk about not burning and not being bumed
What we understand is not the same passion

Neither for dreaming nor for hoping

Hold My Dead Branches!

“mysoulwas a doorhandle
as mymind never matched the steps”

the brunette refugee child with otherworldly descriptions
who lands down on the cage of my chest fluttering

your face is the gap called wound this evening

your eyes were a single country, the whole earth

WPQ
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the insensitivity ofthis erais a death trap
the thundering robbery, plunder, pillage of an avalanche
with its cooperative loam the red-brown marsh

depth and the subsiding weight do go away

lacking humanity that makes it lose its way

it has no roofto wash ashore or to take shelter

in September the unhugged body the surplus o fwater

the iceberg drifting from where it belongs is just like you
woven for the outer world a long time ago

its fragile body lessens by moments, from which

it adds itselfto the water that w ill drown us all

I+

wherever | turn the speed oflight is the same

one s circle, occasionally recurring mercy sprinkle
which pours down on the sift ofthe sky

from a long distance

Hold my dead branches! Hold my dead branches!
let the dead leaffall!
let my crooked branch flatten...

If You Were to Come Out

If you were to come out as though you wiill stay with me
The dead sleeping in my house ofcoyness w ill start to talk
I1f | dress myselfup spring bud pink

1fi run toward the mountains i'll become a wind barefoot
like an unruly rebellious child

The peaks w ill strip off the snow completely naked

Ducks will go down to the water in my mallard lakes
Leaves scattered aboutin the vineyards

Onyour lips the vintage molasses

Sparrows will fill my branches extemporarily

and hastily contribute a small share by pouring, by scattering
The night o fwillow branch will be too sorry to say a word
The evil eye will affect, hands w ill touch, love w ill speak
Handkerchiefedge laces w ill pour out of my breath

If you were to come out as though you w ill stay with me
The moonlightw ill redden,

Harmandali dance w ill be done with relish

About the author:

Serpil Devrim, bom in 1960 in istanbul. Her interest and love for poetry . 1960
and literature began in her middle school years. Speaks English and German. She
worked in Istanbul as an export import company owner for 15 years and she
moved to Canada and lived there for 12 years. After returning to Turkey, she
started to publish her works. She has both citizenship: Turkish and Canadian.
Poetry Books: At the Birth ofday; One h alfis h alfdone; The road was ending;
Pain oftheEarth. Short Stories: Purple alphabetwomen.Novel: Like water.

Serpil Devrim has won the Muammer Hacioglu Literary Award for her 2018
book One H alfis HalfDone in April 2018. One H alfis H alf Done was
translated to English, italian, Russian and Bulgarian. Purple Alphabet Women
andLike Waterwere translated to Bulgarian.

She has taken place at many different international poetry festivals such
as: Feministanbul, Bodrum Bineali and Kalimerhaba. She lives in Bodrum.
She is a member of the PEN international Writers Association in Turkey. She
is member o fthe The Universum Academy in Switzerland.
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[Pakistan] Muhammad Shanazar [
Just Wish (and another poem)

| have an ambition that | should write,
Before my departure, a moving song,
Which before the catastrophic end,

May be sung by the gusts ofwind,

Under the shining sun and blue sky,

In amelancholic tone while roving

Through the formations of troops,

And being influenced the warriors may quit,
The intent of last world war.

| see the leaders o fhumanity

Forsaking all lessons ofhistory are heading,

To wage a final expedition against the fellow beings,
Caring least for the consequence.

| see the decree of death has been inscribed

On the famished countenance ofthe Earth,

We arejust waiting for execution o fthe task.

Death scares me not, nor am | avaricious for life,
| just wish along with my generation

To breathe a few breaths with ease and liberty,
And die a natural death before the utter ruin.

Chess Pieces

The combatants are heartless,

They may have the hearts but o fwolves

Or made ofsteel, or ofstone,

Butnothuman hearts at all.

| seek for men and women with tender hearts
Those may absorb or share human pangs,
But metavery few.

Here lives ofthe people are purposeless,

They live but for themselves,

They are bom with the shackles of selfishness,
And don't have their own choices

To live in this world,

Either they die or killed but in either form

They have no option to savour the taste of liberty.

When they wish to speak

Theirvoices get struck into their throats,

They are merely chess pieces

In the hands ofthe rulers to play with,

They only number them in elections,

To get hold of the authority and nothing else.
They are the part o fthe game ofplus and minus,
But they have no powerful role,

Theirvoices are but without contents o f emotions,
They have the eyes but sans vision,

They are bound with the cycle of fate,
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And the so-called leaders of humanity,

Keep it moving on, as they wish,

But

All the time conspiring with the monster o fwars.

[USA] Teresinka Pereira

A Love Poem (and other three poens)

It doesn’t take much:

a little bit of fire,

alittle hope

can break the indifference

and make

arose outofone petal
mountains, out o f one piece of dirt
and oceans, out of one wave
on a moonlit night.

To write a love poem

it only takes a few small words
that have wings

and dreams.

Pluto
ToAlan Stern*

A cold and distant world,
aplanetis asmall

dream paradise

in the solar system:

Pluto, the dwarfplanet
stays three billion years
from the Sun

and almost ten years

of the spacecraft Horizon
from Earth.

Alan Stem waits:

there will be photographs
ofthe Plutonic five Moons,
enough to drive an astronomer
or alunatic poet

out of their minds.

*Alan Stem is an astronomer and”\"eatsupporter o fthe mission to Pluto.

Year of the Monkey 2016

In the Chinese horoscope
2016 is the year

ofthe monkey,

the elementof

influence is fire

and the color is red.

We will be influenced

by the auspice in activities
and adventures,

we w ill have impetus

30

2016

WPQ

2016



ambitions and aggressiveness.
Poetry will be at the pinnacle
of our inspiration and,

if we dedicate ourselves

to verse, we will produce
with excellence, deserving
and getting recognition.

My friend poets:

the opportunity is on time:

it is good to make use ofit!

Everybody’s Dream
In memoriam o fDr. M artin LutherKing

May the irascible supremacists
recognize the mud

in which they drown themselves
with their incompetence.

May the pseudo-democrats
notice that heaven flames up
with their hypocrite fights.

May the cowards look around

the tombs and see

the prints of their fingers
thatwithout pulling the trigger
have killed so many human beings
in useless wars caused by their
ambition and unlimited greed.

The wish for peace could have
taken shelter in all oftheir conflicts,
if we could ever ask the irascible,
the hypocrites, the cowards:

What is your dream?

About the author:

Teresinka Pereira: Brazilian-American poetess, President of tlie
International Writers and Artists Association (IW A), President of the
International Congress of the Society of Latin Culture. She received from the
Knights ofMalta Sovereing Order o f St. John of Jerusalem the hereditary title of
“Dame of Grace” signed by the Grand Prior S.0.S.J. Dom K. Vella Haber
(Malta, January 8, 1997). January 1999 she was appointed Senator of the
International Parliament for Safety and Peace. Dr. Teresinka Pereira received, in
1985, the noble title of Dame of Maggistral Grace from Dom Waldemar Baroni
Santos, Prince of Brazil, for her literary merits. Teresinka received a Ph.D. in
Romance Languages from the University of New Mexico, USA, and in 1997
received the Doctor Honoris Causa degree from the University Simon Bolivar,
in Colombia. In 1972 she received the National Prize for Theater in Brazil, in
1977 she was nominated Poet of the Year by the Canadian Society of Poets, and
in 1992 was nominated Personality of the Year by the Brazilian Writers Union.
She was awarded a golden “Laurel Wreath as “Laureate Woman of Letters”
from the United Poets Laureate International (UPLI). In 1994 she was the
winner of the Su-Se Ru International Literary Magazine Company Prize in
Korea, and in Greece, she was the winner of the Prize City of Athens. Also in
1994 was elected Director of International Affairs of the Society of Latin
Culture. Since 1989 she is a member of the North American Academy of
Spanish Language, correspondent ofthe Royal Spanish Academy.
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[Cyprus] Rubina Andredakis

The Church-bell Tower

At the age of 70 | went up to the top of the high church-bell tower!

| proved my spirit's power!
| was supported by my sequence,
As | climbed the narrow, winding stair, for instance!

However, it was a hand from above;
It was love,
That guided me to the top
Without any stop!

The winding, narrow staircase is life;
Moving upward is the strife!
Reaching the top is achievement,
That surely brings fulfilment!

The fact,
Ofthat unbelievable act,
Confirms that the power ofspirit
Has no limit!

[UAE Shihab M.Ghanem

New Year’s Eve

The longer pointer embraces the other
At the top ofthe disc oftime.

And at the moment o ffusion,

One year falls dead,

One year is bora.

No pangs ofa mother

Just the familiar chime

Then a wave of ecstatic emotion

As humans embrace each other

And glasses kiss and cluster.

Yet well beyond the din and sway -

As always when folly crosses my way -
My thoughts go galloping far away

And the enchanting Muse - like Sleeping Beauty -
Wakes up to whisper into my ear:
“Is this a moment for ecstasy?
Or, for mourning?”
Then quickly adds in a fainter whisper:
“Oris itjust like any other moment?”
And after somereflection | say:
“None ofthese is right
“It’s a moment to think and ponder
“Or else a moment to pray”
And whilst a year is bom around me
A poem struggles to see the light
Before the break of day.
(Translated by the poet)
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[Anhui] XU Chunfang

Li He (and other three poens)

The plums have ripened
Agate-colored fruits bending the twigs
A bumper harvest to celebrate

Why can’t | compose such poems?
Stumbling rosy clouds
Are tom open by dragon claws

In the infinite universe

The arrow oftime is shotat top speed
A few immortal statues

Eyeing it askance

Untitled

My love

Hurts me most

Like a littering tourist

Ruining the serenity o fthe whole lake

My hatred
Like intractable eczema
Clings around my neck

On the Pillow

| often
Wake up in the whirlpool ofariver

| can t gethold of
The blue sail fluttering in the sky

At this moment, the moon seated on the window cries out
Reminding me ofthe reality

In my bed
Is only one night after another

Moonlight and reveries concentrated therein

The beauty of the night is wordless

My temporary sleep

The heavy snow covering my body

Conceals the countless paths and hills in my soul

The curve ofabird in flight

Hooks
The incarnation madness and power-off

A Misanthropist

The face transformed in the flame
The monk meditating by the Zen bell
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The parasol tree shaking in the drizzle
The stars drowning in loneliness of the past

Such are the shifting scenes: your writing brush
Splashing ink on the white rice paper

Dark clouds billowing in the sky

How heavy are the miserable stones!

The old days are carving beautiful dreams

A cupful ofnight snow dating the stone bridge

A tree’s shadow cast by the towering precipice
Life flowing away like the power ofthe cell phone

The soul seeks the key to freedom
Praying for the rightway out?
Poetry is the illness oflies and despair
Branching the world’s errors one by one
(Translated by SH1Yonghao)

[Taiwan] FANG Ming

Flesh Space-time:

Face to Face with My Grandchild by my Hospital Bed

The cold bed grips my lonely lingering gasp

The pale walls trap my gossamer-like breath

My frail body can no longer hold the anxiety pervading my whole body
My equally week quivering message o fthirst for lust is slurred

My shivering eyes and tip o ftongue signal a simple desire in a pale shade

The moment of eternity is just around the comer
I grip my grandchild’s tender burning hands
At this moment, with all my energy | am stunned by and envy

All the faces sharing the same blood before me

She has replicated my long-gone youth so brilliant

Her fluttering mane sending o ffa fragrant appeal

Her rosy cheeks giving you a bite of happiness

Her flexible waist presenting the most sexy view

Her coquette lips and teeth inflaming the love in alover
Her sweet aroma secreting a wilful sentiment

Her delicate tender skin coveted by Venus

Her bright body winning butterflies from the hand of Spring

Wordlessly, | collapse before this perfect replica

In the cycle oflife and death, my soul simply will notyield to decaying
But crawls before a unparalleled youthful sculpture

The look still fixll of inexplicable jealousy

In prostration | still remember the distant past days

Once there was a handsome lover tamed in my fragrant bosom, inciting some romances

But now my feeble breathis full ofdecaying smell ofmy flesh

The redemption oflove and hate turns into the somniloquy in the numbed world
(Translated by ZHANG Junfeng)
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[Hong Kong] CHOI Lai Sheung
Languishing Gaze (group poemnms)

Fair hair dangling to the shoulders, red lips burning a girl is standing leisurely atop
the mountain, and the mountain is beautified and redolent.

Time flies like a shuttle, and youth is like a song. The girl cannot forget the smile of
the mirage. Her tender blue eyes are gazing languishingly at the far bank, and she has
been transformed into a cold star in the night sky; when she is gazing at the deep sea,
she is transformed into a cold moon in the middle ofthe water.

Boundless is the sky, and vast is the earth. Mountain flowers appear to disappear, and
green grass green to wither.

The girl is white as snow, and pure as before. With the lapse of one spring after
another, her hope is dimmer and dimmer from the stave oflife. But she is still silently
summoning the unattainable attainments and the hopelsss hope; her thin and lonely
form is the background o fthe view...

Flight From Wing to Wing

Whose thinking is so dense and heavy, and the tide ofthought is surging and rising?

A pair of swallows are twittering a heavenly song in the branches of spring, touching
and lingering.

The elegant form, in the lonesome night, has burned a flimsy lamplight and has
enkindled a skyful of stars, giving rise to a lovable scene after another scene, which
suggests a sense of flight.

Enveloped in the affection, the cascading hair is fair and tantalizing in the tender air.
Material desires abandoned to go through the red dust o f the world. Flight from wing
to wing over time and space, in spite of winds, rains, thunderstorms, and lightning, so
as to go toward the boundless realm and approach the nest of love.

A tuft of flaming flowers open with fair spring, giving off the warmth of spring, and a
new space oftenderness is hence created. And the air is redolent with romanticism...

Wings Spreading

Time is washed by the running water, in order for the fair girl living on the opposite
bank to wade across the river o fspring and greenwaves.

Sheer simple simplicity, the boat is abandoned to be on the bank, with footfalls after
footfalls. Why only a long bank and a broken bridge?

Why the sorrow? As farmers are infatuated with farming land and fishers are fond of
fish and water, it should be march-bound and there should be no turning back.

Wings are spread with effort to fly over the broken bridge, to lean onto a bosom that is
strong enoughto keep offwinds andrains. And love is expressed on the clear lake oflove.
The water is exceptionally tender, the flowers are exceptionally fragrant, and the trees
are exceptionally green. Climbing to the top of the mountain, the mountain is
particularly lovable.

The leisurely white clouds never break their promises and they, in pairs, are scaling
and climbing on theirway o fmutual love.

Frame ofMind

With the glittering starlight of the M ilky Way a Magpie Bridge has been built up, and
the keen yearnings o flovers both ancient and contemporary are hence resplendent.

If a solemn pledge of love is regarded as the touchstone for prompt action, true love
must be more bright when it is grinded, to be brilliant under the sky ofyearning.

To love and to be loved, it is a sweet, wonderful frame of mind. Promises are
irretrievable arrows, and loyalty is the only criterion.
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If a life is without love, each day will be a pale day. Let the veil of human world be
unveiled, and let danger, through understanding, be changed into vitality, and let the world
of emotion be evergreen around the four seasons.

Hand in hand, let’s scoop a handful offair spring, whicliis redolent throughout tlie field.

Dream Fondness

The dream is sleepless lovesickness, which transcends the expanse of the space step by

step and covers the endless journey, while guarding myriads ofviews on the changing.

Faith sits silently in fate, and time flies. Alas for chilly winds and miserable rains; the roads

are locked by cold rivers, and not a single soul is seen.

There shall be neither shouting nor crying; promises are warm candlelight which, in

languishing yearning and missing, contain a burning fire and reveal an aspiring vogue.

No need to inquire after the growing red and the languishing green; | am transfixed to gaze

atyou with emotion, longing to be enveloped in intermittent whispers and honeyed words.

Though far and distant from me, still you are the Big Dipper hanging in the sky of my

heart, and my eyes are sparkling with the twinkling starlight.

Within the dream and without the dream, so long as love persists, life will be sweet like honey.
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[Sichuan] Zi Ying (Purple Shadow)
If (and another poem)

If there were no Earth

Where should | return?

If there were no cosmos

Where would our Earth return?

If there were no me

Where in where would be your home?
Oh! Love, please pardon me

The shadow is the most perplexed unicorn
Which is also a mankind

You are to define.

Missing the Pear Bloom

This spring
He mailed me news by the wafting wind in the evening
Dandelions on their wings, their spread petals stirred my curtain in passing
In the sunny Sichuan in this season
Though magnolias have purpled and whitened the hills,
And azaleas have been moved into the gardens
My finger tips are pinked with the peach blossoms
In an alien town
The pear blossoms bathed in the rainwater is like fragrant Lady Yang out of her bathroom
| ve known him on the Internet for years
But have never met him in the face, only eyed him on the screen.
When | passed by Yuanping in my youth, | did not taste of the freshness ofpear blossoms
Those who have never encountered each other w ill never take apity on departure
Pear blossom, please give me a chance
| fear that he would be getting old with time
And could not see his time-changing smiling face through the pear branches.
(Translated by YANG Xu)
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[Gansu] LIANGJiUn

The Moon Rises Over Qilian Mountain (and otherthree poers)

The moonrises over Qilian Mountain, the deer cry by creeks
A line ofvehicles are running in the meandering vales

A shooting star, must be the ash flipped out o fthe pipe
Ofthe deer-raiser sitting on the high bank.

A night bird startled, flies from a tree to another tree, as if
An old man, in turn, ties his pipe onto the waist
O fanother old man.

The falcon.
Like the broad axe ofblack steel
Which has cut off an old branch of the night.

Bayin Village

This is avillage oftwo yaks

This is a village of ten yalcs

This is one hundred yaks stepping over the setting sun—
The village with a sun-lit c liff

Your name is not Natasha, nor Caragana, nor Zhuo Ga
You embrace loneliness

The loneliness of a poem, of the world

You embrace ariver

A Chinese lute

Waving rippling and sparkling, like fire of the night
Bones ofthe night

Dream ofthe night

Pain ofthe night, and

Turning over

Bayin Milage ofMay, grassland ofMay
The blue vault of a drooping windbell

| am your distance

| am your closeness

| amyouryurt

| amyour horse

| amyour day, | amyour deity

| am your night, | am

Your ghee lamp

Hosi Corridor

An eagle, | mean ayellow eagle on the eagle pier

She spreads her wings and God opens the door

In her eyes there are two ancient wheels without a stop
Are transporting the Jurassic wind

The morning whose traffic is blocked by the heavy snow oh the lattice

Against which swallows warm themselves. A camel is the campfire from which
we get warmth in the night

Oh Hosi Corridor, a castle upon a castle and a beacon fire after a beacon fire
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o The morning ofdeep winter with heavy snow, sky in the west region
1111 The trace ofrut
The blue vein on the ground
C This has stored the blood vessel of lightning

Each grain ofsnow is a new word

Is the prophecy which has not yet been used
Whoever can translate her into love

He himselfis The Book o fOdes

Over Wilderness. A Bird Flies Over My Head

A large stretch of sunflowers have been harvested. No horses
With a breath ofwind riding a two-stringed Chinese fiddle is galloping in the west region
However large a stretch of wilderness it is a piece of cropland
A heart, however small, is a kingdom
The eyes ofa sheep are actually two drawing pins; it eats grass and bleats
To nail itselfin the morning o fthis deep autumn
The sun ofAvery, like Dunhuang
A twitter ofthe bird flies over my head, like trill
A word is like arebound lute
A slip ofbamboo, is also like
@ Another country
Each piece ofcloud is a wafting praying banner
Each sunflower plate is a golden lamp

Oh time, with clink, like another trill in life
Which is indispensable
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[ 1 [Liaoning] YAN Lueshu

Fragment (and other two poems)

On a pitch-black night

A young man with a sharp weapon
Takes out the moonlit dagger

Puts it against your body

And, as in amovie scene, drags your

World in a grain of sand

If this dagger can't
Be effectively pierced into your heart
The poison on its tip will

Putyour soul into a queer leather trunk

A gravity hardens the dagger

until it becomes bendable

Smelling ofgreen grass,

It's madly angry and blood-thirsty

Those who live on dead leaves also wither

Onth apple God has bitten
There must be a fragment of me hanging on your lips

And a sweet and plump feeling in your heart
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Please say it! My sin
Is the post-traumatic rebirth ofthe cold light
O fthe moonlit dagger pierced into my body

Leonardo da Vinci’'s Self-Portrait

Deep pools and flames guard the windows
Blocking others’ view

Converging on your nose,

The passwords triggers wind o fhistory
Coming from a stubborn mountain mouth

With a long beard ofthe trunk
And a broad face sternness

He gave the smile to Mona Lisa

Male aswell as female

You draw yourself a happy name

Tis notanoun but a process

The music the shining forehead inserted into

My eardrums, has not yet elapsed

Phone Ring

My phone ring

Is not merely music, or

A gruffbull-fight tune

Or festive Yangge song, but

What | record myself
The chirping ofbirds

In the early morning field

Full of fragrant flowers

A lot of people like my
Phone ring, because the birdsong

Is green food

But many people hear but
The ring ofmy phone calls
They can't hear the ring

Which wakes me up every morning

So sweet is it that | feel like snoozing a little longer

POETS IN CHINA

(31)

(Translated by ZHANG Junfeng)

About the author:

YAN Lueshu is a post-70s poet in China and founder of Post-imagism of
poetry. There are more than 300 poems published in Poetry, Stars, Poetry, Chinese
Poet, Poetry Tide, Green Wind and other poetry publications. He has won the Poetry
Award of the Third Shengjing Network Literature Award, the Best Network
Popularity Award, and the Fifth China Contemporary Poetry Award-the New Sharp
Award and other awards. He published poetry collections include The SecretRiver.
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[Chongqing] TANG Zheng

Absolute dawn (and another poem)

Darkness is relative
While the dawn is absolute

A shadow, robbed by darkness
Standing outside ofthe window
How | wish to hug her

Anywhere blessed with light
Only restores a small part of daytime
How | want to restore a small part oflove for her

When the darkness departs
The conversation of the lost is favored
While the dawn, prefers the silence

A Cup of Emptiness

I m only with my silence

In between most ofmy time
And put my tiny selfiiess
On the front desk

(32)

An injured bird

emerged

with not the limpness ofwing

but hesitation towards the future route

Rightin frontofmy eyes
An empty cup
How | desire to fulfill its emptiness!
With worries-Ifs waiting for extra usage
(Translated by GU Huan)

[ 1 [Shanxi] Tongtian Jianri
In the Lab

We have forgotten the time

We only have the passion, shock and failure
However, we do not understand the mechanism
It’s more pain forever

But before that, under the moonshine in the sky
And we give up loneliness in our operation

In the lab, cells, molecules and proteins are a family
And with beautiful antibody tubules together

Al ofthem are indeed extraordinary

Like heart lamps, better than the festivals

And all kinds of friends society

In the lab, genes exchange each other
Or be married each other
They are shining stars like the eyes ofthe future
And the desire to succeed
(Translated by the author)
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[Hunan] ZHU Likun

Middle Age (and other two poers)

When you talk about humans and events my theme falls on pets
You say life is so beautiful
| give an answer to the wrong question now somewhere in paradise it is snowing

Go to Father’s tomb to see cuckoos learning to fly

To sing praises ofthe dawn

Return to my village together with silentwild lilies and perilla flowers
Opening and falling happily

Where is my master
Looking after his squirrels and fallow deer
| do not care

The sun extinguishes behind me leaving her fluting in the wilderness
The moon enkindles my approach
The tryst with diabetes is reaching its 3656ttime

Mother and Family

Mother has departed

And such abig family

Is disassembled into a pile
Of solitary relatives

The Dream
I cry
| laugh
| sing wildly
I howl

The requiem overflowing over my head
The whole world changes
Into the third eye
Ofminewho is different
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[Hong Kong] ZHANG lJizheng

Autumn rain (and other four poens)

Autumn rain comes with the wind and the thunder,
Sometimes heavy, sometimes light;

Autumn rain is a temperate sprinkle,

Washed red leaves brighten our eyes.

Autumn rain accompanied by the wind and the thunder,
Cools the summer heat;

Without camouflage, without affectation,

Wash away your complaints and exasperation.

Autumn rain goes on with the years,
Sometimes heavy, sometimes light;
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Autumn rain is the expression ofthe soul,
Wet body and mind, washing away the dirt.

With the tremble o fthe autumn rain,

There is no more dirt or sweat;

No mystery, no capriciousness,

As if words flowing warmly from the heart.

Amidst the autumn rain, some are happy, some are sad.

Did you know?Autumn rain washes away the sorrows ofheaven and earth;
Some like it, some don’t

Did you know? The sky turns blue after the autumn rain.

The Passion of Fog

You are the only one with such a charming posture,

You are the only one with such an unworldly spirit;

You are as soft as cotton,

Facing the morning light and spreading out upon the earth.

The grass grows straight with your comfort,

The mountain flowers are in full bloom with your nourishment;

You condense crystal dewdrops on the green leaves, Even if you pass,
You w ill still shine all over the world!

You are the only one with such an unruly form,

You are the only one with such a romantic mind;

You are as emotional as poetry and painting,

Facing the sunset glow and

Adorning rivers and mountains;

Your heartis open in the haze,

Your passion surges in your artistic conception;

You wear a mysterious color for the journey,

And with courage and wisdom, run to the brilliant future!

A Gentle Breeze

Oh, gentle breeze,

You wake upthe frozen earth;

Blowing open the peach and plum flowers,
| am grateful for your warmth and beauty.

Oh, gentle breeze,

You create apool ofripples;

Blowing the green lotuses about the pond,

| am grateful for your tenderness and sweetness.

Oh, gentle breeze,

You play the music of the harvest;

Blow the fragrantrice throughout the field,
| am grateful for your generosity.

Oh, gentle breeze,

You move the beautiful scenery of snow;
Ignite the red lanterns,

| am grateful for your romance.

Breeze, oh, gentle breeze,

Your vitality changes color in every season;
Breeze, oh, gentle breeze
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Your dedication brings the world joy!

Chant of the Water Lilies

Rosy clouds shine on apond ofwater lilies,
Really want to bring one home;

Picked unstained out ofthe mud,

I love your pure white flawless beauty.

The morning breeze kisses a pond o fwater lilies,
Really want to bring one home;

Clear and pure,

| love your fragrance and elegance.

You softly bloom the buds,
Glowing with the clouds;

You green a pond of water,
Cooling down the summer.

Water lilies, you are the most beautiful Chinese poem,
Water lilies, you are the most exquisite landscape in China;
Let love sproutin all hearts,

Sublimate noble morals!

Enlightenment from Pebbles

Suffering from the wind and rain of the years,
After the cleansing ofhistorical torrents,

The protruding rock is reborn.

The beads are as round and smooth as goose eggs,
Glowing with brilliance and splendor!

The edges and comers are smoothed and Motionless.
Simple and honest, friends all over the world;

Paving the way for the rippling streams in the countryside,
Adding beauty to the bonsai on the desk.

Converging the edge no more fighting.

Selfless dedication never costs anything.

Paving the foundation for the winding paths of the scenic gardens,
Build dams and walls for villages.

The pebbles wash away a body of mud.

The pebbles dilute the utilitarianism ofthe mind;

Harmonious, oh, intimate.

Enlighten us to sublimate the truth, goodness, and love!

(Translated by LIN Lin, Hong Kong Poetess)
Aboutthe author:
ZHANG lizheng, a Hong Kong poet, lyricist, calligrapher and painter. Graduated from Fine

Arts School ofHangzhou Normal University. He is currently the executive director of The Chinese
Music Literature Association, the deputy director general of The Association of Chinese Culture of
Hong Kong, the president of Hong Kong Music and Literature Society, the director of Hong Kong
Writers, and the chief editor of Hong Kong M usic & Literature Review. More than 2,000 poems,
lyrics and paintings have been published in more than 100 newspapers and magazines, such as Ci
Kan, Songs, Chinese Poets, Hong Kong W riters, etc. Seven poetry collections and lyric collections
have been published including Two Rives. His works have been anthologized as well in many
selection and dictionaries such s Dictionary of Chinese poets and poems.
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[Tianjin] LUO Guangcai

The Yellow River Cannot Contain My Love (and other four poems)

To the south bank ofthe Yellow River there is a film studio oflife
Where aboy wipes dish stains from the mouth comerofa girl

He is tender and attentive

In the eyes there are ripples ofthe Yellow River

“How | would like to be with my love,
And | can also wipe her mouth comer9 | remark.
The girl is quick ofreply: “Just bring your wife here!”

“But how, the Yellow River cannot contain my love”
| blurt out.

The water is running endlessly, and the extending nobility

Is approaching secluded beauty

To be limpid in the flourishing and withering o ffour seasons
Spring wind is running, narrating in ease and leisure

The trance before the eyes remains the same

Like backward glancing from the former life

When | ask the boy and the girl

To re-play the scene a while ago

The girl covers her face with her hands
Her shy smile is like happiness itself

The empty-bellied sand is stitched into the river
The soaring travelling bags and smoke of the earth have been bleached
The Yellow River cannot contain my love

Falling Leaves Are the Freckles ofLove,
the Flashing White ofthe Earth

We are shadow under the sunshine

Falling leaves are the freckles oflove

The flashing white of the earth

Too many words in the way of falling down

Are thin. Hence in good spirits

Golden coloris the old age ofgingko, instead ofthe doomsday
It is not the life ofthose who have no transmigration

In the afternoon | will return by taking flight

The air is the route by which | pass

| cannot stop, nor can | stay

Wilderness in the sky is bestrewn with mourning veils
We are a group who fight to live out o fdeath

Unconsciously, our bodies
In the sunshine, are overgrown with the freckles oflove

The Setting Sun
Through years | am always like a piece of soft paper

Blurring and overlapping
The thick pastoral is ethereally flimsy and flaky
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The spruce is silent and the setting sun is mottled

Such screen protection of high definition

Has enkindled and smothered our sight years ago
With me there is adequate temporary falling

Long-time subjugation and weak lights on fishing boat

The setting sun, is my father who has passed away for years

There is a shadow from where | come

The setting sun, is my mother who is 86 years ofage

My destination is traceless

The setting sun, is the hate ofmy 16-year daughter to me

Not knowing the next year or the year after next can it be solved or it remains the same

The setting sun, is the woman beside me who likes to be in red
| am afraid ofher leaving and | always awake from the dream
To see whether or not she is still by the bed

What | Have Promised,
Just Take It Back in Nilka

The waving grassiis like halfa lifetime o fturbulence
Being blown hither and thither in the wind

The flashback growth

Waiting or praying, concern or solicitousness
Merely akind of dancing

Nobody is integral, but Nilka is.

Not any emptiness has never been cut off, but Nilka is.

Not any distance can be crossed, but Nilka is.

There is always an expansiveness which connects the sky and the earth

There is always an encounterwhich is away from darkness, melancholy and mire
There is always an affection which rushes along

This is your Nilka

Where there is freedom pervading the sky and the earth

The thunder can rumble, vastness can be dense, and flowering season can last
As muchblood as many blossoming flowers?

As much close fighting as many leaves covering the hillside?

In Nilka, hot blood gradually cools down

In Nilka, the undercurrentis still

There are no sudden and perplexing changes of clouds

Only Nilka in my eyes

Wrapping me up wetly

Far away from those rivers whose depth is known after crossing

Concerning the pain a thousand things are to be done, the most beautifiil view out of pain
The transferred herds o fhorses, sheep and oxen
Nilka, is the way which is homeward

Except for the time promised for Mother and daughter

What | have promised,just take it back in Nilka

Just here

Sinking into the possession which is doomed eternally — like ababy.

In Tangbula Grassland, | Am Not a Passer-by

Like many other places which | have beento, | come to leave
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And even | do not remember having been here, for example
My friend says | have ever passed by here
Tangbula, though | do not fast remember your name
“ ” | am not “a pale and fleet shadow”
Actually | always regard myselfas a blade of grass
To come to the grassland for the root.

The wilderness in wavy motion crossing distant hills

As atraveler who never compromises with himself on life

Whether it is withered yellow or green,

There is longing and yearning

Not merely the vast expanse of eternal life or short-lived brilliance

In short the grassland has not stopped, we have not stopped

The grassland is walking, and her subjects: herders, herds of sheep, oxen, horses, and rivers
Even the sun and the moon and the stars are walking

As background, what should notbe ignored and can be vague

All are wildly growing in trudging

A young horse astray is looking for its mother

The waterfall in the distance, in its eyes, is ariver in the hill
When it is quiet the blade ofgrass in mother's mouth

Like apretty girl

Like | at the present time

Secretly requesting my friends

For those who have ever brought disaster to me

To secretly seek a vote.

Before leaving the grassland

| like to have the wishes fulfilled: to repay injury with kindness.
Grassland is the very birthplace oftendemess

A blade after another blade of grass into waves
Majestic, boundless, soul stirring
What about one person connected with another person?
What comes to my mind renders me silent
| only want to say that my fortune
Is far from the purity ofthe fortune of a blade of grass.
In Tangbula Grassland, | harbor my stubbormness which can not be abandoned
Keeping warmth and awe in the heart
For what the grassland has given me | will repay —
The hidden growth, and the touching at all times and places
Together with the grass in the wind
To applaud for the love in our heart
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

m m About the author:
1969 LUO Guangcai, bom in 1969 in Hebei Province, P. R. China, is a poet and poetry critic.
He now lives in Tianjin as the editor-in-chiefof Tianjin Poets. He is a signatory writer o fthe
14 , 14th Hebei Literary Institute. He has published a host o f poetry collections such as Selected
Poems o fLUO Guangcai, Lovefo rPoetry, ThePoems o fLUO Guangcai etc.
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[Chongqing] Mu Lan

The Kite (and another poem)

The kite goes upwithout looking back,
Soaring high in the sky at its wiill,

And trailing a thread of affection

In the limpid eyes lies the sweetheart afar.

The mirrored flower shadowsfleetin spring.
The moon also waxes and wanes.

A lone goose ages fast.

Drinking alone stokes up grief.

Who'd tell me where the green grasses?

The world lacks true love for long

Red mansions are a mere dream-world.

Who would be always confined to his old nest?

Retire into a monastery to ponder life.

A lovesick soul tends to get lost.

Love and hate breed a besotted spirit.

In quest for a heaven to heal the broken heart.

A frog in awell has only tunnel vision.
Enjoying its bliss in a cramped abode.

A slip can hardly convey my age-long love.
Let it reside in heartuntil my hair turns grey.

Dragon on the Earth-Earthworms

Swallowing down dirt and spit out fertile soil. Day after day you repeat the samekind o flabor.
Never ever have you competed with others, focusing on going your own way.

You are taciturn yet with the bearing of a gentleman

To live alife ofhard work to glamorize the growth ofall things.

You're so weak and tiny that no one has ever noticed you

But you're determined to dedicate your life to achieving your dream.
You only seek to make up your soul, believing a person without virtue,
His appearance is only a false dress no matter how attractive it is.

Disregarding either storms, lightning or sneers,

No matter whether your home is barren or fertile, you don't fish for fame.
Despite the humble growth of a sprout and an inch of frontier pushed back,
You w ill cultivate and measure it with your heart and love.

You never feel inferior though treading the lowest place in the world,
Knowing that without the farmers sacrifice plowing the land,

There w ill be no plump mothers and no coordinated steps of the four seasons,
So you throw outyour chest to endure the hardship.

Someone despises you for your ugliness.
In fact, you have been a dragon rather than a worm.
You faithfully watch over your home, being a true nobleman of the wilderness.
Without you, the land w ill not be blessed with God’s care.
(Translated by LU Feng)
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[Sinkiang] Qin Chuan

Dedication ofthe Country to the Good Cause

From time immemorial, dedication of oneself to one’s country has always been
reckoned as leading a righteous and moral life. However, there hasn't been an ambition
transcending one’s country and society.

Along with the accumulation of civilization and rapid advances of science and
technology up to date, the vision and horizon of mankind has long changed, hence thejoint
exploration ofthe unknown universe beyond our planet earth.

The establishment of an outer space station is a multi-party cooperation with
respective plans to explore Mars. If the project is successftil it will be a good way for
human beings to expand their living space or migrate in the distant future.

Looking down at the earth from space, things like human beings are so insignificant in
comparison with the magnificent Mars, the brilliant sun and the mighty Milky Way. Having a
peace of mind comes before achieving our goal: To dedicate our country to the good cause.

We are to dedicate our country, the land, the people and the flag to the exploration of
the distant future and the galaxy. Based on the land, cheered by the spirit of our people and
oriented by the flag, we are to connect the galaxies, the far-flung and our ideals. When our
goal materializes, the earth w ill be a base for backup supplies and the outer space a transit
system for the exploration o fthe farthest possible.

Devoid of the land, people and the flag, then exploration will be reduced to a mere
scientific and technological level which lacks social cohesion. The combination of the land
as our spiritual home, the people as the continuation of culture, and the flag as the source of
power w ill enable us to forge forward from victory to victory.

Experiencing the ebb and flow of the kaleidoscopic world, we must have a clear
picture of drunkness and ignorance in mind. Wisdom may be concealed in drunkness and
bliss lies in ignorance. A man embraces a mist of dust in drunkness and dares to find away
out ofignorance.

China, the orient, is rising with growing power. China, in the 70th year after its
founding, is a land of prosperity where the exuberant people are forging ahead in a
determined and concentrated way to explore the outer space with greater maturity and
confidence.

We are determined to dedicate our country, our land, our people and the flag to the
exploration of the distant future and the unknown galaxy as well as the complete
integration of Chinese culture in the future, which has survived a long and eventful history.

The voyage to outer space is a test of fire of flaming flags, Mars and the sun.

Determined to dedicate our country and guided by the flaming flag, we hope to
embark on the arduous and solitary journey across the outer space where we re to ignite a
legend ofthe five-star flag.

China, the orient, will surely open itself up to the outside world and realize the
sharing of science and technology to explore the distant, unknown and new world.

We are determined to dedicate the integrity, the inclusiveness and the dauntless image
ofour country to the right cause.

The culture of China in the past was shaped with the fluidity ofwater.

The land of China in later years was forged with the mightiness ofthe mountains.

The prosperity of China in the future will be achieved with the dedication of the
whole nation.

(Translated by LU Feng)
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[Shandong] WU Liangru

Smiling Counsel

~to A Young Poetess

Never, never ever
Anchor the boat ofyour own life
To abollard ofsomeone else...
(Translated by BrentYan)

[Henan] L | Zhiliang

Seemingly a Flower (and other two poems)

Myriads of snowflakes
Fall on
Myriads of sprays
Snowflakes and sprays
Are exchanging
Tranquility and agitation
The guantum entanglement
of
Existence and death
November 28 2018

Dark Night

A withered tree
Is listening
To the soaring of an eagle
In the wind it has been flying
For myriads ofyears
Butit fails to find
An abode for its soul
December 10 2018

Life and Death

Brilliant raindrops
Between life and death
A lightning through dark night

Is not a poem
But the poet's
Gentle sigh
December 12,2018
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)
About the author:

L1 Zhiliang, bom in December, 1945 is a native of Minquan County, Henan
Province. Under the pen name of L | Pengfu, he is a famous poet-writer in contemporary
China. He is a member of Chinese Writers* Association, life-long researcher of the
International Poetry Translation Research Center, and director o f Chinese and Overseas
Prose Poetry Society. He began writing poems, prose pieces, prose poems, and short
stories at 16, and has published 2,600 pieces on about one hundred various newspapers
and magazines such as Peoples D aily, Guangming D aily, The World Poets Quarterly,
Hong Kong Poetry Network, Poetry Tide, The World o fProse Poems, Selected Prose
Pieces, Surging Waves, American Californian Poetry, Business Newspaper of the
Philippines, Chung Hua D aily o fThailand. Some of his poems have been translated and
introduced to America, Britain, Germany, Romania, and India, etc. He has won a host of
literary prizes with his publication of ten-odd books including Choice Selection of the
ShortPoems ofL | Zhiliang, The First Step, Choice Selection o fthe Prose Poems ofL |
Zhiliang, and Selection o fthe ShortStories o fL IZhiliang, etc.
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[Beijing] ZHOUYuming
A Swimming Fish and the Saturn Field (and another poem)

If a swimming fish

Can swim anywhere it likes
Anywhere it can surf

Who would lie naked on the beach

If the crust ofthe Saturn

Can keep the secret

To internally compose odes and literary pieces
Can true feelings be easily revealed

With the camera of Silver Winter brand

The earth aims at the Silver River of the last night
The rays mixed with totem art

The light oflove overflowing

If a swimming fish

Can swim thither

The bank serves a spot for surfing

The heavenly ladder can support torrential waves

Awake from a Long Sleep

The long dream awake from winter

The dreamy frozen emotion

The illusion ofice flowers lurks

Wi illow branches without the window waving in the wind

Dreams in dreams

To animate the frame ofmind

The umber-black color ofthe earth of the source
Lends amisty touch to theriver bend

Crowds of people pass in haste
Laughter against beaming faces
Tiny mume blossoms

Eavesdrop the footsteps ofspring

Beneath river waves
Rich opportunity is hidden
Walking slowly with the moon
To mirror easiness of the dream
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[Gansu] JIA Shuanglin

The Evil of Maternity(and another poem)

Perhaps the womb is safe and quiet. You hark

Domestic animals are mooing, the sacred baby is bom, no crying and screaming
In addition, the stable and field of withered grass are also safe and quiet

The wooing noise comes to a stop the sacred baby wakens up, without any noise

M allia is worshipped by three doctors from the east
Those gold, mastic and medicine
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Can they stop the brutality andjealousy of a slaughter
Herod is representative o fwar, and who is the embodiment of liberty

This world, the repenters from the bodies of reformed prostitutes

Are they greediness, cruelty orignorance and evil

As cruel and greedy and ignorant as “The Baby ofMacon” directed by Greenaway
Like Die Blechtrommel by Grass, in which a mother becomes a reformed prostitute
Like in Das Parfum by Siiskind, the mother is low and loose

Who heartlessly abandons her newly bom baby into the spot of stinking fish

Is this ajeer of maternity? The creator of this world

Why so helpless about birth and extinction

Why the cradle oflife is in the stable and field ofwithered grass and the spot o fstinking fish
Why on the chapter ofbirth, moldy taste, urine, sweat

And even the metallic grave accents which have been bound onto the earth

Chateaubriand is dying: the season of autumn wind by the tomb-side

The huge waves uplifted by the gale are bellowing, covering the cry
Yourcenar also blasphemes the bedroom: which is beautiful

The spot of amurder. The declaration ofbirth is crying

The world is a sultry labyrinth, which is filled

With souls in lion skin wandering in the wilderness

The wilderness and couch, the delivery room and battlefield

Are encircled by humanity, to become the possession oflife & death and evil

O the mother o f spring approaching the first night

Please come in the direction ofbetuk platyphylla forest

Along the road directed by Yesenin

Imagine the miracle and fortune which befall there

Better be “a frizzled lamb

Strolling in green grass under the blue sky, the head reaching calamus
Producing boundless flame and strength”

In Case ofPatricide

Father, | should have killed you earlier  you affected the face o f<4ny struggle” before me
For me to wantonly become “a walking shadow and a thinking soul”, | am Flaubert's idiot
Who has been afflicted for a lifetime, besides disease, can not afford half a light tower in
the midnight

How | wish with the violence o flanguage, to accomplish the great act o fpatricide
Like Athena whojumps out o fthe skull o fFather Zeus, to own new light

But, oh father! At nightfall, | see you as a money-raiser in dark cloth
Among your children, somebody gets your penis in fancy ofAphrodite, and some

Become Nazi and vampires, your youngest son is consequently the most malicious Cronus

And | fail to see heaven and earth which are like stars and silk, where is the song o fMuse
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[Jilin] LIU Dianrong
Some Particulars of My Parents (and other three poens)

It is said that | could not breathe at birth
Seeing my little cock, Dad managed to have me saved
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But my sisters had simply been given up when found so
That makes me question our 5000-year civilization

Mom sometimes steams custard for Dad and me
With only a little spoonfiil for each ofmy elder siblings
She herself only has scallions, sauce and pickles

Mom pads coats with fresh cotton for me
Heryoungest and thinnest child

She does needlework by an oil lamp

With a tiny bowl, a shortwick and weak light

When digging radicchio for vegetables in the fields
Mom is very careful notto tread on crops

When scissoring weed seeds,

She never cuts a wheat ear

Mom selects best steamed buns and millet pies for neighbors
Leaving broken ones for herself

Fond o fsmoking a pipe, Dad never wastes matches
Though he knows not The Little Match Girl

Fond ofdrinking, Dad drinks only a little cupful
A salted duck egg can last him three days
He does so just to save for my education and prospects

Dad likes to look at the clouds to tell the weather
He always prays for favorable weather

Dad loves the soil and the crops
He believes diligence is always rewarding
Though it may mean backbreaking plowing

Once | pulls aradish in others field
A slap in my face by Dad teaches me a lifetime lesson

In the particulars ofmy parents | grew up
In the particulars ofmy parents | brave the world
In the particulars ofmy parents | see the common and the great

A Few Passing ldeas

A man
Standing before the mirror
Can make tiim selfbetter-looking

Some men
Standing solemnly in the martyr cemetery
Have forgotten the martyrs unfulfilled wishes

| standing between the mirror
And the martyr cemetery
Just perspire, unable to wield the sword
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O bituary

My soul is gone
Saying that it has followed my parents
To where there abounds in crop scents

My eyes are still so bright
As to see through power-money
And carnal trading

When you wake up
| have found the pivot ofmy life
In bamboo bone, pine breeze and lotus

A gravestone
A runaway steed

To the Firefly

It is said that Cui Yongyuan has been out o fcontc

It always tries to challenge
To give outlight
To break through the deathly still walls

The night

Seems so long

The storm,is imminent

Please fold your feeble wings

And seek a hiding place

To sniffwisps of fragrance ofyour dreamy Shangri-La

Quiet down,just wait

For the strong wind to awaken the world
For the surging billows to beat the shores
For the thunderbolts to shake the earth
For the light to pierce through the clouds

Leave some faint light
For the nostalgia and cooking smoke

For the way back home

POETS IN CHINA

-Preface

(Translated by SH|Yonghao)
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[Romania] Toth Arpad [ 1

W indfalls (and other two poems)

Dreadful sounds,a moaning voice

In the deep ofthe dark forest

Howling wolfwraiths far beyond in the moonliglit
The ruthless storm is crushing down

The mighty trees,in scourge of wrath

Twisted roots rise out o fthe screaming cliffs

Mad winds scatter hollow streaks on the range,
The wild is shaking its coasts in anger
The woods split down in weaving fallings
Into the roaring forestin mists of hidden danger
The Nothingness is raising!
(Translated by Drago§ Barbu)

A Forest’s Tale

A twitter of birds pervades

The dark comers ofthis forest,

Feet can walk slowly through the moss and
Here, beside the spring, a mighty bear lives!

The boughs take a bow to the man

The troutjumps over the dome ofrocks,
In the hazy murk a trickle is flowing

As a sweetkiss dripping in the sunlight.

A stalking blackadder in the foliage

And a gust ofwind is whistling on the cliff
The wood sorrel comes out o fthe spruce shade
And a plane is breaking the silence faraway.

When the lungs are filled with fresh air
The oxygene turns the weak body back to life.
Here,a tired smile and some drops of sweat
Mean more than any beautiful flower.
(Translated by Dragon Barbu)
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W inter In Chiurug§*

-twilight portrait-

Ice picks hanging down on ragged branches
They rattle loudly in the frostwaiting,

With the sparrows*joyful chorus

The incoming white snow on their fleeting ridges.

Blizzard like a fire,makes the sparrows fly away,
Their chorus is broken by the fear

Snowflakes dance zealously in their honor,

Till they get dizzy and tired.

Going down with every move,

Full ofcandour,

Snowflakes often lose theirway.

The day goes downthe night is raising,
Black darkness wrecks the scenery,
And all the colors quickly dissapear
Under the hood o fsnow.

Now, go to sleep..all ofyou!

*Chiuru§ is an old small village in Transylvania.
(Translated by Drago§ Barbu)
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About the author:

TOTH Arpad (penname Artangel) is a prominent poet and writer in
contemporary Romania. He was bom in Sacele, Bra§ov, where he finished his first
grades then he moved to Covasna County where he will becomeas a studenta
literary award winner in poetry and Romanian language,in Papauti and Targu-
Secuiesc. His academic background includes two degrees, Civil Law and
Silviculture. He is currently working as a Forestry Engineer, commisioned
Technical Secretary to the Forest District of Comandau. Married to Rozalia, father
of Beata Beatrix,Toth Arpad is also very active in the field of literature. He
published more than a dozen ofbooks to date and his works were highly-praised by
readers and critics. His most popular work is “Man’s Close Encounters with the
Brown Bear” book series. In 2014 he was awarded the collective prize for “The
Best Literary Magazine of The Year granted by IPTRC, China. In 2017 he was
awarded Merit Prize ofthe N aji Naaman Foundation and became lifetime honorary
member of FGC. Toth Arpad also delivered many radio speeches related to his
literary works and personal experience in the wild. His poems were also published
in “Creature Features” magazine (Cyprus) and “ll-Pont Magazine” (Malta).
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[China] WAN Longsheng

Pioneiro contemporaneo da China em entoar poesia durante a viagem

————— Prefacio da poesia “Minha Espanha, Meu Portugal”

Sucedendo a publicagao da antologia poetica “Minha America do Norte, Minha
America do Sul’ “Minha Africa do Norte, Minha Africa do Sul o HUANG Yazhou
apresenta ao leitor “Minha Espanha, Meu Portugal” que e a sua nova colheita da
viagem a Peninsula Iberica deste ano.

Ao observar a maioria das obras anteriores que compreende as antologias
poeticas publicadas nos ultimos anos, tais como “Entoar Poesia na visita da Longa
Marcha”, “A Minha Sereia” “Eu Canto Sustentado em Sichuang” “Eu Canto na Terra
Natal do ConfucioM “Remoto Caminho Longo Rio” e “Eu Canto Hangzhou do
Huang, eu acho apropriado acrescentar-lhe o titulo de “Pioneiro contemporaneo da
China em entoar poesia durante a viagem”.

Muitos poetas gostam da maneira de entoar poesias durante a viagem gquando
compoem poemas. Entre as boas obras po6ticas que circulam até hoje, M muitas que
sao poesias de entoa™ao durante a viagem. Usa-se o grande poeta Bai Li como van
exemplo, cujas obras tais como “"Can”ao Lunar da Montanha E'Mei “Partir da
Cidade Baidi de Manha%sao poemas que foram entoados durante a viagem.

Ora visitar ora entoar, ora cantar ora andar, que feliz!

0 poeta Qu Yuan nao e so o precursor dos poetas Chineses, mas tambem
iniciador da forma de entoar poesia durante a viagem. Ha poema pode provar isso, que
e, “ja o Yuan Qu foi exilado passeando pelo rio Xiang e entoando poesias durante o
passeio a beira do rio. (“O Versiculo de Chu « Pescador” No poema “Desejo da
- Primaveria em Changsha ao amigo de Cenyang”do poeta Qunyu L i da dinastia Tang hd
i “Vento calor esquenta crescer relva, imeijo-me na tristeza e nao ha destino para eu enviar

a saudade com a poesia entoada”E no poema wLouva?ao do pdtio cheio de flores «
Titular a pintura Reuniao do Ganso Selvagem em Luzhou do Fu Zhu da dinastia Yuan”
do poetaNa Lan Xing De da dinastia Qing ha “Queria ir entoar poesia durante o passeio,
deve ser dificil encontrar, o paradeiro que deixo”. Tudo isso sao exemplos que se
integram diretamente a maneira de criar poemas com entoaQao nas frases poeticas.

Desde o surgimento do novo poema, hdjd produzidas muitas boas obras que sao
entoadas durante viagem do poeta. “Visita da Montanha’ do Wangshu Dai e “Sai do
Caf6’ do Duging Wang, sao os titulos que se notam logo da poesia entoada. A viagem
dos poetas que entoam poesias chegou ao estrangeiro: “Caminhar Dez Quilos Metros
no Pinhal k Noite” e “Esperansa ao Futuro da Montanha B ili” foram criadas na viagem
ao Japao do Moruo Guo. E a famosa obra “Lembrar o CrisSntemo”do Yiduo Wen,
embora seja uma poesia feita pela memoriza™ao, e na realidade da visita aos Estados
Unidos daAmerica, e pode defmir-se como uma poesia entoada da viagem tambem.

Indubitavelmente, e uma boa forma de criar poesia com uso de entoar poesia
durante a viagem porque a visita pode inspirar os poetas a fazerem entoagao e a
criarem muitas boas obras. £ claro que nem sempre se consegue ter uma produ9ao se
for uma visita qualquer. O crucial de produzir boas obras 6 ter perspetiva unica e
tenica excelente.

Em geral e facil de tratar a presente obra nova do Yazhou Huang como um
blogue vivido turistico. Pode divulgar-se os pontos turisticos, costumes locais da
Espanha e de Portugal e gozar o prazer da viagem, no entanto, acrescentando
conhecimentos sobre esses dois distantes paises, que sao até um pouco misteriosos
para Chineses. Todavia, quando acabar a leitura, a concep”ao esta totalmente diferente.

Conseguimos perceber que a presente obra pode ser uma poesia turistica e
tambem um blogue turistico da ideologia. 0 autor usa a perspetiva do poeta
ideol6gico, lidera os leitores, em todos os pontos de todos os momentos a observarem
e pensarem. Sendo assim que na colisao de diferentes areas e valores ele tenta o
maximo para os leitores poderem alcaiiQar a alma da superficie dos obijectivos.
Adquirindo entao o lindo prazer e tambem elevagao da ideologia.

Obviamente, o poeta foi conhecer, com compreensao e “incompreensSo’ a
hist6ria descritiva e a realidade dos paises em que ocorre. Ele s vezes expressa
diretamente toda a sua opiniao e valor penetrante e profundo, levando os leitores a
seguirem indubitavelmente a sua descri?ao e outras vezes ele sabe bem a regra de
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cri9ao poetica, nao expressa diretamente a sua opiniao, apensa “mostrar’ a aparencia,
deixa os leitores a considerar e compreender.

Honestamente, ao entoar poesia durante a viagem era paises como Espanha e
Portugal, e muito facil de se deleitar naquela unica paisagem exotica que nao se
consegue deixar e e facil de criar textos que deslizam sobre a superficie como se
fossem chamativos sem substancia. Todavia, o Yazhou Huang conseguiu alcan”™ar o
nucleo de profimdidade e tamb6m saltar para fora, ficando no alto ponto hist6rico e
moral, da superficie extema ao nucleo intemo e apresentando o seu profundo
conhecimento. Em frente da paisagem ex6rica, ele nao se esqueceu gue ele préprio era
uma “outra pessoa’ que veio de longe. Em frente da vista cheia de igreja, mosteiro e
ruina do templo, ele insistiu a sua concep?ao filosofa.

Entre muitas obras, a sua opiniao, ou obvia ou escondida, sempre nos surpreende.

Pode dizer que, a caracteristica ideologica e historica e o espinhago desta obra.

No primeiro capitulo da primeira antologia, “A Minha Espanha” desta nova obra
- M Espanha% obviamente o autor resumiu a Espanha de macroscopica perspetiva
hist6rica0 E 6bvio que 6 um desafio extraordin”*rio para um poeta “ estrangeiro” resumir
globalmente o tal pais. Mas o autor e muito inteligente. Nas quarentas frases da poesia
“Oliveirense Espanha” ele concentrou-se sempre na imagem da oliveira, e a poesia
mostra a historia complexa de que a Espanha foi invasora e tambem vitima.
Centralizando-se no gosto todo de “dcido-adstringente-amargo-doce” de azeitona, a
poesia mostra a experiencia e o sentimento dos espanhois e por fim, implicitando o
bom meio ambiente social da Espanha contemporatea com a expressao de“pleno
apropriado sol e chuva”.

Esse exemplo de multum in parvo, tem ainda mais no primeiro artigo “Falar
Fronteira da Espanha e de Portugal na segunda antologia “Men Portugal”. A tal poesia
descreve a amizade extraordinaria dos dois paises, onde quase nao se instala a defesa
da fronteira, e o autocarro pode chegar ao outro lado no instante. Talvez a maioria dos
passageiros possam achar esquisito, porem, o Yazhou Huang expressou a sua boa
experanga de ~\globaliza™ao mundial” que e: Ate aquele dia,

Desaparecera o recordo do guia, restara somente 0 meu voo como vento

Ate gue a nuvem negra espionada desaparega, por todo o mundo, haverd
somente

Sol brihante, chuva aguaceira

A expressao de tal incisiva opiniao e esperan9a pode mostrar o seu alto e grande
espirito e mente aberta.

Quanto a algumas complexas questoes politicas, o Yazhou Huang tambem nao
fiigiu delas e a sua maneira de tratar parece muito inteligente. O contexto da poesia
“Tratamos a Independencia como Paisagem” e o Catalao do nordeste da Espanha que
luta pela independencia, o Yazhou Huang declara assim sendo um visitante, “viemos
visitar igreja, pintura, Colombo e Gaudi. So se pode tratar a sua petipao intema e
declara™ao extema como “paisagem . Todavia, no moment em que se trata como
“paisagem”, o autor tambem apresenta a contradi9ao nitida e objetiva aos leitores.

Os povos da Antiguidade tem proverbio de “Fazer dez mil leituras e como viajar
dez mil milhas isto e o principio pratico para todos os poetas de entoar poesia
durante a viagem. Salienta-se que e necessario que os poetas fagam bem preparasSo
que 6 dominar plenamente os conhecimentos relativos ao destino. Neste sentido
quando criar a produgao e que pode descrever a sua observagao a vontade e expressar
em perpendicular e horizontal o seu pensamento. A meu ver, 6 mesmo assim gue o
Yazhou Huang tem feito e isto e que e o0 secredo do seu sucesso.

Se a ideologia do poeta incorpora apenas na profimdidade do pensamento da
obra, mas nao na manifestagao da arte, pode faltar potencia e veemencia. O poema
possui forga porque e a alta integra™ao da ideologia e art e o co-vigor da profimdidade
e inteligencia.

Obviamente, o autor visava-se nisso e e assim que a sua explora”ao obteve exito.

A inteligencia do poeta floresce em todo o lado da obra. Hd algumas observagoes
que sao engrapadas como por exemplo, ao fim da poesia siNo sul da Espanha, esses
campos de safra a0 contr™rio da sua prenunciagao, surpreendentemente, ele criou
<ima cauda de leopardo” assim:

Para a realvida, a terra
Nao se permite a enterrar

E mais assim:
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Opintor espanholusa a suapropriaforga, leva
Tudo deste pais
Os antepassados podem levar dos outros paises, porque e que 0 povo proprio
nao pode tirar da suapropria casa?
So epreciso, ter escadas ao lado dapassadeira
So epreciso que as belas-artes e renovagao pertencem a Espanha

A parte textual de “Pintor Espanhol” compreende tantas informagoes: os
riquissimos materiais que o pintor espanhol adopta a histéria de invasao extema do
tempo passado da Espanha, o significado valioso da arte para o pais e aimportancia da
renovagao para arte.

A natureza da arte das poesias do Yazhou Huang, em maior sentido, manifestada
ainda no sen unico humor gentil e momo.

(0] humor nao 6 a condi?ao fundamental da boa poesia, mas 6 a surpresa para os

leitores. As poesias do HUANG Yazhou possuem sempre o humor e sempre
conseguem agradar-me. Como por exemplo, a piada que fez ao fim da poesia “La
Lonja de la Seda of Valencia” parece que a loja sabia a chegada do visitante de
Hangzhou e estava timida de ser aberta. Por isso fechou-se tres horas antes. Como se
dissesse a loja que, ja tinha fechada, como posso mostrar a seda em frente do povo da
sua origem.

“Mostrar a seda em frente do povo da sua origem” A descripao nao apresenta
implicito o orgulho do visitante da terra da seda?

A presente obra adopta bem a t”*cnica de: de um ponto presente a outros pontos
futuros, ampliar a quantidade acrescentar a profUnda “imaginasSo”. Como por
exemplo, “O sentiment de andar nas cal™adas, 6 sempre muito agraddvel / Por causa
das ca”™adas asperas / Toda a sola do pe sente o acidentado da historia ” *“Cidade
Antiga Portuguesa: fivora”), e mais no topo do oeste de Portugal, no cabo de Roca hd
0 monumento em que grava “Aqui onde a terra se acaba, e 0 mar comepa” 0 poeta
ainda imaginou assim: De facto a terra ainda existe / Saltando daqui para o mar, indo
nadar mais nove mil milhas nduticas k frente, jd poderd / Chegar k margem, encontrar
os Estados Unidos da America.

A visao at6 alcan”ou fora de mais de nove mil milhas, consegue uma pessoa qualquer?

Notei que, quase ao mesmo tempo do acabamento desta nova obra de entoar
poesia durante a viagem do HUANG Yazhou, “O 1° Prémio da Poesia com Entoagao
da \agem do Yazhou Huang” realizou-se com sucesso em Wuxi, Jiangsu. Entre
diversos premios sobre poesias no presente, este e, indubitavelmente, o premio mais
caracteristico, e vai definitivamente promover muito o desenvolvimento da poesia com
entoa”™ao da viagem da China.

HUANG Yazhou nao s6 pratica pessoalmente, mas tamb6m se dedica em
produzir as poesias com entoagao da viagem, aplicando o concepto da sua cn9ao e
tentando o maior esforgo em desenvolver a poesia com entoagao da viagem em
contemporaneidade, a fim de produzir cada vez mais excelentes poesias com entoa”™ao
daviagem. O que se faz admirar. que grande Sxito!

Por tudo isso, acho muito apropriado de titular ao HUANG Yazhou como
Pioneiro contemporaneo da China em entoar poesia durante a viagem. So ele e que
pode merecer esta honra.

Acredite-se que e verdade.

(Traduzido por Xin Liu)

Perfil da tradutora da lingua portuguesa:

Xin Liu, professora do curso de Lingua Portuguesa do Instituto de Xinhua da
Universidade de Sun Yat-sen tradutora do portugues, Mestre da Faculdade de Letras da
Universidade de Lisboa. Nascida na cidade de Fu'an Provincia de Fujian, residente em
Lisboa. Foi assistente comercial do Grupo PowerChina e trabalhava residentemente em
Angola e Mozambique. Foi tradutora para a equipa do servi?o tecnico do projeto de
doa%ao do Ministerio do Comercio da Republica popular da China para Televisao de
Mozambique. Foi apresentadora da “"beautifil China” para a agencia filial em Madrid da
Administra”~ao Nacional de Turismo da Republica Popular da China na 28aExpo da Feira
do Turismo de Lisboa. Foi tradutora de auditoria contratada para seus projetos de auditoria
no Brasil da empresa de contabilidade de Li Xin (department dos assuntos das empresas
estatais). Foi tradutora e recepcionista do jomalista presidencial do Brasil para a
Conferencia de Cupula de BRICS de 2017 em Xiamen e foi professora assistente em
tradu”™ao portuguesa para o Semindrio de Gestao Aduaneira Modema e Avalia”™ao do Valor
e Classificacao do Produtos dos Paises Lus6fonos em 2018.
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[China] SHIYing

~ m ( >

Traditional Inheritance, Rich Novelty
~On Selected L1 Zhiliangs Short Poems

| noticed Li Zhiliang's works early on and have written a number of reviews on
his poems and proses. Generally speaking, Fve been deeply impressed with his works.
However, in the past ten years Zhiliang has persevered in writing extensively and
achieved great progress in some aspects, all of which is very heartening. Recently, |
have seen his straight three publications of Selected L | Zhiliangs Short Poems,
Selected L | Zhiliang s Proses and Selected L | Zhiliang’ Proses and Poems, which
have refreshed and delighted me a lot This post-reading reflection serves much as a
literary review with which 1'd like to compare notes with him.

His three-hundred-page-odd collections widely cover history, geography,
humanities, particularly the arduous revolutionary adventures the Chinese have
undergone, from which have sprung up numerous awe-inspiring revolutionary martyrs
as well as role models and pioneering representatives after the founding o fnew China.
Li*s works, based on Chinese bloody and righteous revolution, dominate his
collections, which has gratified me the most.

His revolutionary poems feature, to be specific, emotional sincerity and
eamestness gushing forcefully from his heart. Take several lines about General Peng
Xuefeng (Maple) for example: “Maple leaves along with cool-fragrant red lotus have

« reddened the waters of Lake Hongze; Broadsword March intones on maple leaves;

/ / Maple leaves grip dawn on the horizon.” It is the word of Maple that generates a
/ ” wealth of imagery. The natural integration of emotions and landscapes reveals the

« authofs endless reverence and recollection of the revolutionary martyrs. The reasons
why Zhiliang has paid such high tribute to General Peng, as far as | know, are because

of the profound revolutionary comradeship his parents had forged with General Peng

in the course of numberless revolutionary battles. His passion for the revolutionary

martyrs in the genes has rendered his poems strikingly pertinent. Hence can the poet

“ ” heartily utter: "Even the heavenly water can’t cleanse the martyrs of their fory” (A

Eulogy to Qu Qiubai), and proudly sing out “The spirit of Mountain Taihang is

forever memorable; The present is in harmony with the past; The Red Flag Canal

“ / " greens Mountain Taihang; The Canyon of Huguan looks up to the sky” (The Battle in
“ / Mountain Taihang).
/ / However, Zhiliang s poems express his aspirations with righteousness, character
" ) and fierce determination. Meanwhile, he also pays great attention to the poetic

imagery, just as the title of this essay suggests: “The inheritance of two
traditions”~the tradition of the revolution and the upright trailblazers; the tradition of
poetic imagery in conventional Chinese poetics which is also known as the tradition of
poetic art. Zhiliang”™ rigorous observance and practice of the two traditions are
undisputed. Take A Tranquil View on an Autumn Mom: “Here sits my childhood
swing; with delicate memories lingering; When the cocks cry, the moon hangs midway
in the sky.” In A View ofSpring the poet defines his poetic imagery as follows:
“Willow buds are your manifesto clean, quietly weaving the tender green. Who is the
first to appreciate you? Soars above clouds the oriole’s high tune.” The poet excels at
painting the green and calm scenery with a touch of lines, blending his meticulous
observation, his pure aesthetic imagination and the elder poet's latent childlike
innocence.

In addition, the philosophical implications in Zhiliang*s poems are also a quality
that cannot be neglected. Since the title of this collection is Selected Short Poems, it
« ” must be refined work, and philosophy exactly falls in the highly refined and

speculative category, unmatched by those hollow and superficial works. In this
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respect, Zhiliang’s early works have spoken for themselves. This shows that his poetry

creation and diligent thinking are complement each other, and I'm more than glad to

see this strength has been put in a better play in his recent works. Take The Rhythm of

Nature: “Only when the raindrop falls on the sea, the turning point oflife can we see.”

“Plant in the soil the seeds of light, will the land eventually teem with sunlight” “The

/ v setting sun is apparently gone, leaving behind the poetic dusk.” “The body of a pebble

/ ro is the answer to the passage of time.” Oftentimes an entire poem is a philosophical

/ T construction: “Every single ancient path is paved with blue stone slabs, how | wonder

/ ! who built them! In the distant past, the difficulty in travelling surpasses that of
ascending to heaven.” (The Ancient Path).

In essence, philosophical verses abundant in philosophical thoughts, should be
the condensation of the author’s vision and the purification of time. Zhiliang s poem-
16 writing career started at the age of 16. Even though his continued persistence and
exploration aren’t his deliberate efforts, they have surely stood the test of hellfire
where the sparks of philosophical thoughts, after hitting each other head-on,
condensed into a fatal weapon, glowing at sunrise and blazing chilly light at

sunset~his pride andjoy. | definitely believe he will carry onwith it in the future.
Furthermore, the synesthesia in traditional aesthetics of poetry and display art as
well as painstaking phrasing keep flashing up throughout this collection, which is a
perfect illustration of his masterly application ofhis techniques, all ofwhich, if applied
properly (neither overdone nor vulgarized), will undoubtedly build up his poetic
expressiveness and spice in his works, without which dullness must be an inevitability.
It can be seen that sometimes techniques and approaches not only belong to the sphere
ofform, but also have a positive effect on the content o fpoetry.
° Last but not least, concerning what | have read about Zhiliang's views on poetry
and relevant critiques, | have got a well-defined impression that his poetic creation has
purposefully mirrored his explicit views on poetry. In other words, his creation is
undertaken under theoretical guidance, which | think is more valuable. We can
arguably claim that poets and writers ofhis kind, well-established both in practice and
theory with justifiably constant pursuit of a harmonious blending of them, is not a
common phenomenon. Therefore, it is quite understandable that despite some
occasional shifts in his long-term practical creation, the essence of his thoughts has
always been consistent and true to his heart. For some time, some people have
blatantly asserted that poets need not have any sense of social responsibility, and real
poetry is all about pure personalization. However, Zhiliang has adhered to the integrity
of poetry with his own poetry experience: An individual poet can neither disconnect
himself from society nor completely disregard human justice and social progress; the so-
called Pure Personalization cannot stand up to scrutiny after being seriously considered
It has been nearly 50 years since his first poem came out, but his enthusiasm for
poetry is still undiminished. Since he regards poetry as one ofthe most dynamic factors
in his life, he has been keen on originality and has maintained an intense pursuit of
exploration in writing. His perseverance in poetic and literary composition in his daily
life undoubtedly derives from his hard work and time-prizing mindset, which is both a
general rule and a prominent feature.
I wish greater progress to Zhiliang’s poetry writing!

(

(About SHI Ying: Renowned Chinese writer, essayist, poet, editor of People’s Daily, honorary president of China Prose Association, member of China Writers
Association.)

About the translator:

2009 LU Feng, pen name: Farmer; Gender: Male; Date of birth: 24t January,
1966; Title: Senior lecturer; Affiliation: Haining College, Zhejiang Open
University; Research interests: Chinese-English translation.

WPQ



WORLD POETRY NEWS

1000

Notice to Contributors
of The Book Series ofthe World Poets (Bilingual)

2010-2020) ,
500-1000
16K( 265x170mm) ,
10 160
1600-1700 300g
2509 80g
60
25 25
100
35
16900 2900
2800 (16
1600 400 400
031
400020,
113001777301,
SWIFT BKCHCNBJ59A
iptrc@ 126.com
2011 7
16K 234K, 30

WPQ

\4

Warmly welcome poetic works from all over the world!

With the view of enhancing the communication o f poets throughout
the world as well as the development of poetry translation and research,
the Editorial Department of the World Poets Quarterly, together with
International Poetry Translation and Research Centre, the Earth Culture
Press, decide to publish a series of personal collection of poems entitled
The Book Series o fWorld Poets (Bilingual). The publication (2010-2020)
is planned to consist o f 500-1000 volumes.

Detailed information is as follows:

1. Poets with influence, achievement and capability in poetic
creation in any country, any language, any nation, any religion and age,
ate warmly welcome to send yourworks to us.

2. Fees for the printing and the postage of The Books Series of
World Poets are paid by the authors themselves. Translation o f the poetic
works is sponsored by International Poetry Translation and Researcli
Centre.

3. The Book Series o fWorld Poets are published in the same style of

16k (265x170mm) and priced according to the same criterion. Each
volume, 160 pages with 1600-1700
lines, can be composed of any type of
poems like long poems, short poems
and serial poems. Front cover is
colorfully printed with copper plate
paper (300g) and inside page is
printed with light offset paper (809).
On inside front cover fold is the brief
introduction of the author (bilingual)
and a colored picture of the author.
Each volume is printed in 1000
copies. Price of each copy is: CNY60,
US$ 25 or EUR 25. After the publication of his collection of poems, the
author will get 100 copies of sample books free of charge. Part of these
copies, with the Word Poets Quarterly will be presented to the UN
Library, UNESCO, Nobel Prize Committee the libraries of famous
universities and literary research institutes, etc.

4. Three to five poems from an author’s collection of poems are
meanwhile represented in the World Poets Quartery”™ with his/her brief
introduction and colored picture.

5. Besides the collection of poems with his / her self-introduction
about poetic experience, the table of contents and his / her colored
pictures, an author is supposed to send by e-mail: iptrc@126.com.

6. Fees paid by the author add up to CNY 16900 (US $2900 orEUR
2800) every increase a printed sheet (16 pages), want the increase printing
and mailing costs CNY 1600 (US $400 or EUR 400). Remit money and
post contribution to: Dr. Zhang Zhi, P. O. Box 031, Guanyingiao, Jiangbei
District, Chongging City, 400020, P. R. China. If pay by Bank, our bank
account is: 113001777301, Bank Name: BANK OF CHINA CHONG
QING JIANG BEI SUB-BRANCH, account: Zhang Zhi, SWIFT CODE:
BKCHCNBJ59A.

The International Poetry Translation and Research Centre
The Earth Culture Press
The Journal of the World Poets Quarterly
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Notice Inviting
= “The Archive Centre for International Poets”

1995 5 8 “THE WORLD POETS” (multilingual) has been paying much attention to the

collection of materials of poetry since its foundation on May 81995. Under the help of
International Poetry, having collected ten thousands of signed works of poets, poem critics,
poem translators and sinologists of different countries and having developed into a small
scale for research and introduction. In order to expand our work we decide to solicit
materials of poetry from all countries 24 hours a day:

A, Any collections of poems, collections ofpoem commentaries, selections o f poems,
dictionaries of poetry, collections of materials of poetry, newspapers and magazines of
poetry and any information of poetry in any languages w ill be solicited. Please send one
copy ofyour life story and vitae, two signed black-and-white or colored photos who you
send us the relevant materials so that this journal can choose the best for publication.

B B. Poet-friends are warmly welcome to join us in providing information and
NN materials. For unique editions or rare materials, we shall return after having them xeroxed.
C * " C. Those who have provided us with valuable materials will be given the collection
cards or the latest issue of ourjournal by the Editorial Department for commemoration.

D.Address: The Editorial Department of The World Poets Quarterly

031 P.O .Box 031 Guanyingiao, Jiangbei District ©

4000200 Chongging City 400020,P.R. CHINA.

Notice

- This journal advertises the worthwhile poetry reading free of charge. News
( ) well be announced as soon as two copies of sample books, journals, newspapers are
received.

e This journal introduced at length one poet’s serial poems, long poems or
several short poems in each issuer. Those interested in that please send us their best
300 350 poems of 300-350 lines together with two copies of their life story and vitae and two
colored free-style photos. Return postage enclosed. Final result will be given in a
month. The works will be returned if rejected. Those selected need to take up

i corresponding fees for translation and mailing. E-m ail: iptrc@ 126.com.
iptre@126.com Add: Dr. Zhang Zhi P.O.Box 031 Guanyinqgiao, Jiangbei District, Chongging

City 400020, P.R.China.
The Editorial Department of The World Poets Quarterly

031 400020
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Notice of The WorldPoets Quarterly to Contributors

A This journal is the only quarterly for the purely modem poems published in the multilingual languages such as Chinese, English,French,
German, Russian, Spanish, Japanese, Greek and the contributor's mother tongue, circulated in over 190 countries. It is ajointjournalfor members of
World Congress of Poets (W CP) and The International Poetry Translation and Research Centre (IPTRC) International Writers and Artists Association
(IWA) and International Society of Greek Writers & Arts (ISGWA).

A Welcome are those poetic works, poetic criticisms, poetic stories and interviews of poets, critics, translators and sinologists and historical
materials.

AContributions w ill not be revised except for some technical treatment. Due to the limitation of time and manpower, all contributions including a
short resume ofyour art experience and achievement and two color photographs must be written in two or more than two kinds of languages and sent via
E-mail to: iptrc@126.com, iptrc@ 163.com, No contribution w ill be accepted if it is inadequate.

ANo contribution will be returned. If demanded, please add adequate postage and envelops.

A Contributors are responsible for legal matters. This journal is notjointly responsible for the illegal writings and pictures.

AThis journal has the right to select and publish the writings and pictures published in this journal.

A Welcome to contribution and subscription. Anyone who subscribe this journal w ill be favored in his contribution provided that his is equally
qualified as others. Price: 1year (4 issues) US$80.00 or EUR80.00.

AA11 publishing expenditures are raised by the editors (No financial allocations), and there is no pay for contributions. You will be offered a copy
of ourjournal when your contribution is published.

APlease mail to:

Dr.ZHANG ZHI
The Journal of the WordPoets Quarterly,
P. O. Box 031, Guanyingiao, Jiangbei District,
Chongging City 400020, P.R.CHINA

031 400020
) _ 1
WV
80.00 80.00 200.00
140.00 140.00 360.00 )
113001777301, 13452083776

THE WORLD POETS QUARTERLY

Mail Subscriptions to
Dr. Zhang Zhi
P.O.Box 031 Guanyingiao, Jiangbei District,
Chongging City 400020
P.R.CH3NA.
FiTstand Last NamerPRINT, PLEASE)

Citv Countrv Postcode
1 year (4 issues)US $80.00 or EUR80.00 1; 2 years (8 issues) US$140.00 or EUR140.00 [
(#Payable in U.Sftmds or EUR. Pay to the order of ZHANG ZHI. Open an account. BANK OF CHINA CHONG QING JIANG BEISUB-
BRANCH, AccountNo0.113001777301,Account: ZHANG ZH |, SWIFT: BKCHCNBJ59A. Tel:13452083776).
(Duplication ofthis form is valid.)
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