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Editor’s Note

If you have contributed your manuscript to Poetry Hall, please do not submit it to other places. Contributors are the sole
persons responsible for the legal rights of the materials they have submitted. We are not responsible for the copyright of
anything you have submitted to us. Your contribution to us means and equates assigning your right to us to edit, select,
online-post, and publish the materials. No other parties are allowed to use any part of the materials published here without
obtaining a written permission from the contributor or us.
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Preface to the Debut Issue

The invention of the internet has facilitated instant online posting. This
has catalyzed the revival of poetry writing, which has furthermore
revitalized the rapid emergence of poetry magazines. As a contrast,

however, overseas Chinese overall are still dormant to this new

burgeoning, although there is no lack of poets among them. Therefore, it’s
a demand of time for them to set up a platform of their own to publish

their poems. Hence this poetry journal.

Poetry Hall is a none-profitable journal that aims at providing a
platform for all Chinese, especially for all overseas Chinese, to publish
their well or excellently written poems; Poetry Hall is a Chinese and English
bilingual journal that aims at introducing well or excellently written
Chinese poetry, in both Chinese and English, to the Chinese language
world and to the English language world. Our criterion for selecting
contribution is quality; our specialty is bilingual, using both Chinese and
English to publish poems. Our philosophy is: Poetry is the voice from the
heart. Therefore, we advocate poetry that comes from the bottom of poets’
hearts, that is rich in substance, and that conjures up vivid images and
suggests cherished artistic conception.

China has a long history of poetry writing. It has been about two
thousand five hundred years since its first poetry book The Book of Songs
came out. During this period, just like stars never stay still, the Chinese
poetic forms have undergone some changes, from the free tonal-patterned
classical poetry, to the strictly tonal-patterned classical poetry, and finally
to the modern-Chinese-language-engendered modern poetry. To present
multifaceted perspectives of Chinese poetic culture, Poetry Hall accepts the
contribution of all well and excellently written poems that are fresh in
language and active in content, regardless of their forms and genres, with
the focus on newly written modern or contemporary Chinese poems, along
with newly created free tonal-patterned and strictly tonal-patterned
classical poems.

Plum blossoms emit scent in cold weather;
A sword sharpened through repeated stoning.

A good wording conjures up wind and rain,
A great poem moves gods and immortals.

Let’s translate into practice these ancient Chinese poetic maxims and
strive together, to make the journal worthy its name.

Poetry Hall, September 1, 2018

PH




B E/POETRY HALL

ED FAHE)
1. B

— M FiEk
ZEERE X
R

KA

AR R L
—RREY KT
BRI
RRARAVEL K

Rid g—oK

p=39J: )i

2. £ 5 ZH
— LN RS FI TN

A=A

L RFHE
BERE—X

R B

EER ST I
AFATE
ER
EEM%E
AR EHHRE

KLt AY 4 H
KAt AISE H

3. BEX

LEENES
ER—%
4T

(EFA: |
TERE

E—H
T
a—H

¥115%6 / THE GARDEN OF NEW POETRY

William Marr (Six poems)

1. Television

The world
is easily
switched off

yet not quite

A spark of hatred

from the dimming screen
suddenly bursts into flames
soon spreading

over Vietnam

over the Middle East

over every feverish face

2. Song of Birth and Death
—for a starving Somali child

he wants to blow up with his last breath
the collapsing balloons

that hang listlessly

from his mother’s chest

and watch them soar

high into the sky

on this birthday of his
on this death day of his

3. The Homesick Drunk

A short alley

has become a tortuous
writhing intestine

of ten thousand miles

One step left
ten years

one step right

ten years
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OH Mother

I am struggling
toward

you

4. Yellow River

If you trace up the turbid current, you will find
as any geography book can tell you
the Kunlun Mountains in Qinghai

Yet according to history’s bloody accounts
this river

which turns clear at most

once in a thousand years

has its origin in millions of eye sockets

of suffering human beings

5. Bridge

Clasped together
intimate and tight

We really don’t know
nor care

who was the first

to extend

a hand

6. Windows

no window is big enough
to hold the panoramic views
of the world

so smart human beings

convert all sceneries
into virtual images

on the streets

at the beaches
on the mountains
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in the wilderness
the only scenery that remains —

people standing
walking
sitting
squatting
reclining

all stare at the tiny windows
in their hands

(Translated by William Marr / JE5#)

William Marr

William Marr has published 23 collections of poetry (two in English and
the rest in his native Chinese language), 3 books of essays, and several
books of translations. He has also selected and edited several poetry
anthologies of Taiwan and mainland, China. His poetry has been
translated into more than ten languages. Some of his poems are used in
high school and college textbooks in Taiwan and mainland, China,
England, and Germany. A former president of the Illinois State Poetry
Society, he now lives in Chicago.

Liu Chengyu (Five poems)

1. The River I Love

The river I love should have no

name. The water shouldn’t be too deep

The swimming fish and the swaying weeds

should all be clearly seen. It delights me to see her

walking in the dale, winding in front of the village

bringing the peach-blossom tidings from the east of the village

to the pier at west, bringing the ditty from the north of the village

to the boudoir window in the south, bringing the candle-flame-swaying
night

into bedroom murmurs. What fascinates me is

she sings all along, singing about withered grass

a rice-hunting ant, and an insect

in love. I love her persistency in

heading to the lowest, while still

singing merrily

2. The Hermit Chrysanthemum

Like a white cloud hermitized into mountain woods

music into sound-box, the Hermit Mum
quietly, in an afternoon

toward another mum waiting for it, hermitizes
like a light beam hermitized into the darkness

Like flora hermitized into the great earth
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wings into the sky, a drop of water

into the sea, the Hermit Mum

hands clamor to the dust and smoke, carriages to
the history, future to breeze

to the bright moon, to a piece of

painting still wet from colors. It is

a poem about autumn flora clusters around a house

The Hermit Mum, like a drop of transparent dew
hermitizes into the sunshine at noon

3. To Love a Mum is not That Easy

To love a mum, you have to love the entire autumn

and like autumn, you have to give up spring, give up summer, and give up
all other burdens

Thus, on the road to autumn, you will see

a mum coming up to you

To love a mum is not that easy. You have to love

its low fence, its solitude creeping on the fence, and the wind-driven
wings. And you have to quickly root in the earth, to grow

into a mum too

To love a mum, you have to, together with the mum
from among the greens, pick the softest light, to weave
into warm flowers, and in the desolation

shine yourself bright

4. Water Sleeves

Since you held that meek and graceful river in your hand

you are the water, you are the sleeves. Dressed in green costume, you
mince

like smoke, around your king.

The territory is none of your concern, but you use the water in the sleeves

to nurture the mountains and rivers. King, your deeply loved man, always
survives

a desperate situation to be with you again. As you cannot use your sleeves
as swords

like water, you use your endurance and let torrent run quietly in deep
water

You on your meek nature and graceful affection survive

You never talk, but hold yourself in your own hands, flutter, fling

flap, flip, and then use a measuring tape to measure your longest sorrow
and your deepest pain. With your sleeves

you dance onto the high stage, for the clap of hands

5. Let Mutable Life Play the Music
of High Mountains and Flowing Water
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Toward the nest-like setting sun, water birds wing one by one
At the fallen dusk, the great earth appears boundless
Every stone here carries a river of its own

Beachcombers, in small knots

explore here and there, plucking at the rosy-ray music strings

the song of high mountains and flowing water. I wonder

who with fragrant ink has painted me onto the beach

sauntering along the river. Vicissitudes are far gone with the water

The stones washed ashore are smoothly round and exquisitely transparent
Beachcombers are searching for stones and vice versa

In the rosy clouds, they tug at each other. Sometimes

bust out laughing and sometimes burst into tears

Under the firmament, the brimless water flow

(Translated by Xu Yingcai / #RZEA4 )

Liu Chengyu

Liu Chengyu, Male, born in Sichuan Yilong, now lives in Sichuan
Pengzhihua. His creative writings diversify in fiction, poetry, prose,
reportage, drama, etc. and are seen both at home and abroad in Poetry, The
Literature and Art of People’s Liberation Army, Stars, Poetry Monthly, Green
Wind, Poetry Forest, Poetry Tide, Young Writers etc. Some of his poems are
collected and included in 21st Century Chinese Poetry (Volume II published
in U.S.A. Chinese and English bilingual edition), Beijing Poets — My favorite
poems, Selection of New Century Poems, Contemporary Chinese Poetry Yearbook
2012, Book of 100 New Poems 2015, Excellent Chinese Poetry 2016, Prose Poems
2017, etc.

Zeng Meng (Three poems)

1. You Hit the Road

I didn’t catch you saying anything

Neither did I notice your exhaustion

The office is overshadowed by lush green twigs

And lush and green they remain throughout the seasons
Only the distant hills flick through

Lurking within them is some supernatural energy

You sat on the left, talking of the things at your arm’s length
Life and debt, family and affection

And the agreements, insinuating worries

Outside the window, even flies flew as humans would

Before enjoying their breakfast in peace

My eyes roamed over your head, out of the window,

And fell upon the birds hopping, the butterflies with pollen
Winging off, and dipping again on the leaves

The morning sun’s casting generous shades

On your profile, your protruding features, without expression
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You sat by the window, the purplish curtain diffusing the light
Like a garden sprayed with morning dews

From outside, a breeze timidly pushed the door ajar
The autumn chill at once filled up the room

The moment you grabbed the door knob

You started anew, you shut the door, you hit the road

2. Savaged by Time

As I think about life, I've already been savaged by time
No more bus back to town, no fog around

At the foot of the hills, hawthorns are in love

While my soul is strolling in their midst

My home country is sneaking to dusk

Like any aged one barely breathing

I'm gathering the blunders, and verbal scars

As I sit in a wheelchair at home

Being wheeled away by my senile suffering

My woman is outside, eyes fixed on the sunset’s glow

The wind is crawling over the wall as usual

A shy holly brush is watching

My youth being rumpled like the pond’s lotus-petals

Every afternoon, some seniors lean on the bridge and doze off

Their features like those of the legendary justice-doers, widely retold

My blood vessels remain as intact

As the Jinsha River, current drifting flowers and mustering
power

My whole life is lusterless and dim

I'm asleep, as peaceful as I'm deeply so

And correcting typos and dabbing eyes in a dream

3. A Lover’s Song

I'd never squeeze into your bones for shelter

Even if all the houses had crumbled

And all the rivers had been ruined, in a disaster

I'd still refuse to waste my affection

For those clouds loitering or hanging idle

Even if your bones are soaked with the tint of the sky
What you possess is the scent of a rare metal

I wouldn’t put my ears to iron and steel
Though all father has is a wok broken
And daughter doesn’t have a pencil box
I would fetch a black music stool

And sit by that rusty piano

Listening to your tainted hands play
That century-old ballad of passion

Even that would not stir up my love
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I hate the landscape in front of the house, and the river behind it
Only on a moss-shrouded tile

Would I spell LOVE, and sketch a talking bronze craft

I hope you won't lose sight of any worldly dramas

Nor of blabbering skeletons or green-crusted copper

I hope you'll place my foot-prints, and my will, in record

I hope you'll not fumble that pipe on the table
Or books, or the keyboard, out of which my life is to tumble

(Translated by Wang Dajian / + K&

Zeng Meng

Zeng Meng was born in Sichuan, China. He published his first poems at
16. He is the founder of China Artistic Critique and Arts of Southern China
(two websites). His publications include Home Country and The World
Suddenly Quiets Down.

Shi Wei (Three poems)

1. To Watch

I watch from inside the core of the universe
I watch from inside the belly of an eel

I watch from on the tail of a line

I watch from on a flying seed

Some detach sight from the eye

To watch as a rebel

Some detach thinking from knowledge
To watch as a lover

But I voluntarily choose to be rejected

To watch through the sober eye of an outsider

To watch the watching between us humans

To watch the collaboration

Among plants. A dog

Has walked across my life...and left on the snow land
Its kissing marks one by one

2. Still Life

Still lives in a basin on my desk

And my desk looks like a sea in the distance
A noisy plant in a pot
With plump leaves, is always waiting for wind
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In a different time and space, we once met

You were a horde of beautiful transparent wings
I was only a flower, a seed of life

That could hardly move its legs, but cry

Now in this time and space, you are planted in the pot

Roots frenziedly tangled in the dark
While I tour...up in the sky and down on the earth
We only occasionally watch each other from on the opposite bank

RAPUIT D 21 LR RE AL
MREER LT 555
fRERENKASRIMEBREE

3. KM 3. My Sun

£ AIEE A AH Each looks up to his or her own sun
And his or her sun is not discernible to others

;%Egkiggéﬁf?; AT Your pose of up-looking separates you from others
= Your pose of up-looking lets the smog

AME, iLEE Fall back on the earth

[El5% 4%

Whether my sun blossoms or withers
Has nothing to do with others
I've conceived it, during which it has done me too

HHY KPR BT R RS %

igg?f*mwﬁgﬁ I eat it as food
5l ;? e e¥H Through which, it swallows me too
AE AR
T B My sun
Is a token ball of marriage from heaven
AR In choosing between marrying or not
= SR B GEER My twisted roots are firmly tangled
E PR
RSB My sun
HEZRED A meteor that shoots past my lips
Lonely lips, that can only be placed back on the shelf
HAIAH

—FRIEERRR (Translated by Xu Yingcai / 37 #%)

i
BENE, REMEHBREL

I Shi Wei

EA R, BR. SHESATEE. K Shi1 1Wei, a }zioet, wr'iter, Painteclir, sll)le 'onide Etudied ir'l ’ch:l Lu Xur:i Liberal Ahrt
2y FEEEELSA. N\HEAKFES College, Fu an University and obtained her PHD mF e Umte States. She
R o s Ty 4 8 ++ began to publish her works toward the end of the eighties and has so far
&R, ERABAFHNETERS, HER Dlished nearly fi i h of words both ot h d abroad
E BRI — B ER RS W published nearly five million worth of words both at home and abroad.
e o ~ o »a:“ She has received the first-place award of World Chinese Narration and
ﬁ#&%ﬂf>> fﬁﬁx%» <<Ef*§ﬁi”\>> ﬁi%ﬁ other awards and published sixteen books tht includes Apostate, Reputation
=5 /_\‘E'M/E””i B «i’lﬁ?ﬁ—z—&%» #:B’E of a Noble Family, The Song of Highbrow Songs, Soul, etc. She is the Chief
et ARREDZRNPAFER. SERK  Editor of Literary Series of Lingxing and other magazines and newspapers.
AEREZME. HR. KEF. She has given quite a number of personal poetry and painting exhibitions
both in China and the United States of America, has collaborated with

musicians on grand symphonic poetry, suite of songs, drama, etc.

KELLRF (FUE) Zhang Yuhong (Four poems)
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1. Read You as Dusk Falls

The poor can't afford to buy daylight

But split the dear moon with night

The moon gleams over your unfolding gauzy tiers
| sit stiff like a go-between

Having mulled over you for about sixty years

My exclamations puff your heart open

My emotions slip into tears before uttered

As if a brook mumbling in a dream

In the middle of such placid starry night

Love is swelling in the breeze

Songs are diffused among the tips of weeds
Resonant throughout the St. Stephen’s Cathedral
To honor the title of your life

Decoding a book costs me a few dark hairs

Whereas musing on a poem awards me wisps of silver
Just like no one's ever caught the tide in sea fare

I've never fully appreciated your flavor

You are neither innocent nor weird

But all in all a clean sheet of paper

Whose dark prints are of my destination

Which is bigger, the sun or the moon

Is my dream farther, or the night out there

2. Mourning of Mother

A pristine cloud perches on the pine-needles
Mesmerized in its own murmurs

The hills lounge in silence, so the rain alone prattles
Only the breeze's busy unveiling the rape plants
Awaking their yellow blossoms from a trance

Panting and shoulders hunched
| arrived at Mom’s doorway

Having gushed about my heart’s ache

While a stick of incense’s burning

| laid the paper-money onto the ground

Where | simultaneously threw my weight

Reading aloud to dear Mom

A letter composed in sky-scorching flames

In their midst stands her figure

Lively as ever as she calls my pet name

Though too fuzzy and blurry to soothe my heart’s ache

| would not relent to your hard-heartedness
| am asking you to redeem your promise

You've vowed to keep the family together

How come you've tossed behind the worldly matters
You never cringed when facing hardships and toil

A woman like you is a harbor for a man

Yet you've fallen under the impact of a scoop of loess
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4. BAEL &

Like a miniature sun planted in the soil

Mom, stop being willful but come out brave

Mom, stop hiding, see the sprouts out of the dry twigs
Mom, wake up from your winter slumber to this spring day
A wisp of bluish smoke swirls around, and then away

| lifted my rickety spinal

Moaned and twitched like a shrew

And again fell prostrate

3. The Night Away from Home

As soon as God closes his eyes

My old wounds would open

Cannons rumble in my heart's stiliness

Having never learned to lay down my weapon
| give my torturer many thanks

Crouching in this colorless realm

That solitary lamp casts smiles onto the vexed faces
The guitar in my arms can't talk like humans

She lets her pubescent tune fly without wings
Pelting my retinas with her notes

As if invoking an uncontrollable rainstorm

To wash my face and body clean

Out of that corner protrudes a rustic wheat stalk
Since when has it been there by the walls

With a straw hat braided with night's gloom

Its solid head is droopy and weighty

Waiting for the flash of the sickle blade

“Please use your tender fingers to snap her moan,
and use your yearning lips

to tweeze her fleeing soul.

Then, wake up the sky, and take her home!”

4. A Cherry Mole

Attia BAZEWHREEE ——FF | had brushed aside many alluring moments

YR—RMiZH AR FHREF T HAM—TT  But you flicked another on as you flitted by

REFRTEENBFTIMRELRSE Though you altered your gait through the crowds

WHER T ABFAES LML Your stance remained, like a red plum-blossom on a snowy twig

RUZPEAFTACE MEDmAiL{REBE— How many times had | mumbled your name to crunch my yearn
S Or to catch you smiling as your head turned

W ZER A BANIRIE 8 BPAUAL AR Ek For years | had admired that red cherry between your browses

EXTEENGNER F2BREAEHNES  Wasit a sparkling fairy tale, or a night’s signal

X7 I had no clue of when to reach my dreamed virgin soil
WAREITR A B EHA R b it So to taste with you a passionate touch of intimacy
S-S MREFERRAHZ And to let your cherry fill up my petty void

RRAE KRB IR KA =)
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Then | was just an on-looker whereas you, a green apricot
QOutshining the landscape and catching all the eyes

How could | be pleased just to stand by

| knew my life wouldn't be in peace thereafter

My route diverted its axis that night you didn’'t know

| had sat by the alley studying your beautiful scarlet dot
Waiting to put on your finger a ruby ring with my body warmth
Yet time was evasive and subtle, casting a dream | can'’t follow
Only the breeze hummed a faint tune

Puffing the sleeping dews off the grassy leaves

But who was it there and then

That cloaked the lonesome fall night with sorrow

| bet you're miles away cuddling with affectionately yours
The sentimental breeze hints me to let go of my indignation
And transform into an ever frozen plank of ice

So to submerge into simmers of oblivion

What could be worthier than such a wish

So I'll tiptoe away with your aroma that lingers

Till green mosses shroud my limbs and torso

Where a scarlet cherry like yours will grow

So much the better--our breaths will be synchronic

So much the better--I will have my own cherry mole

(Translated by Wang Dajian /E K& )

Zhang Yuhong

Zhang Yuhong was born in Sichuan, China. He fought as a soldier in
China’s border war against Vietnam and received several badges of honor.
He is now a member of The Association of Writers of Sichuan. His
publications include Xiaofeng Zhang-the Wily Solder, a novel, and Forty-
Three-Year-old Me, a poetry collection.

He Huiping (A group of three poems)
The Plateau of Poetry and Wine

1. My West Yunnan, My Village

These years, I've frequently waded across the river of moonlight
like an exiled king in his own land

weeping over a puny weed not reflecting his glory

I trudge along, shoes splashed by the wet light of moon

The shoes murmuring under the pale moon about missing home
But I cannot stop here

My bag holds the seasons, rain and crops wanted by my subjects
The familiar yearn for rain on their bronzy faces
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weighs heavily on my heart like an uncured ache

I once held a rock in my arms to warm me up

Yet the moonlight was getting colder

I was so exhausted and finally fell asleep that night

and saw in a dream the rock burst into a flower

that I was back in the village, where rain is plenty

that the breasts of cows and sheep swollen with milk

that my own silhouette getting thinner in the autumn wind
hunchbacked, walking farther into distance

amid the mountains of Western Yunnan

2. The Plateau of Poetry and Wine

One can’t sing without drinking. On this south plateau
only when the glass is emptied do I find

the mountains bowing to me like my subjects

The swelling roaring river

surges into my thirsty blood vessels

Youth is my pal. Who can bring by way of the river
birds’ twitters and flowers’ scents?

I recall the first home return, when piles of dreams
like wounded fruits soaked in sad balm

lay under the storm, on your sweet bosom---

Lovers on knife blades

Songs and flames in the water

Love seeps in the tears of crickets

The dawn of a frog

expects to be warmed up by my morn glow

I want to go into the blue flame

dance and sing on the blades

I want to use the forlorn wind to

touch and shrivel your breasts of magnolia

as well as the foot prints like lotus” shy bloom

South plateau. I boil blood in my pale skull

Then, after the harvest, I caress the waned sickle of moon
And weep in silence. South Plateau

I sing to the wandering moon, I dance to dispersing shadows
And every leaf is reincarnating its forever youthful face

3. Wind under the Sun

This life is not destined to reach a fictitious word
just like the sizzling summer is unable to reach

a fictitious snowfall. Under the sun

wind chants the sutra on the grassland
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A river flows as destined through the lines in the palm
Upstream, birds flying, grasses growing, willows green, flowers red
Midstream, meandering like a tune of sentimental beats
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Downstream, finding no causality
Where does this life end?
Where will terminate the next one?

Under the sun, wind continues to blow

The wind under the sun

keeps on chanting the sutra on the meadow
Eagles would not fly, crows would not cry
A page of the sutra is soundlessly turned
Butterflies are shrilling

straining their translucent wings

to hold up the late fall sky

(Translated by Yu Lan/ T X #)

He Huiping

He Huiping was born in Dali, Yunnan, China, in February 1976. His
publications include poem collections Another Voice and Happiness Made of
Water. His poems have appeared in Shi Xuan Kan, Xing Xing Shi Kan, The
New World Poetry, Singapore Chinese Literature, etc. He has won Beautiful
China 2013 Chinese Poetry Gala and the 2013 Poet of Readers’ Choice

Award."

Meng Na (Four lyric poems)
1. Mother of All—the Sun

Over countless mountains we’ve climbed

before

meeting in this life

You've entrusted Spring

to bring your warm breaths
You and I

in the rapids of time

are destined to be

an epic of the ages

You have to turn to a corner

to gather savings from the past through future
I have to traverse darkness

to sew a wedding dress for the bride
Drummers are roistering

The universe’s flying

the feather wings on an epoch of time
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I don’t merely intend to block wind and rain
neither do you, to cherish my delicate charms

all because of the ports of our previous existences
to which you and I exchanged the keys

and agreed that no sooner would the door open
than our hearts should embrace

Even if the backyard’s old age

can’t be combed with young life

you say

Open a window

A dazzling ball of gold

Will steadily rise

By then

for many moonlit nights

the definition of happiness may not apply

Snow’s falling

Love’s boundless

like a beam of light

having itself sunk into the abyss
So

wilderness stands upright

and luxuriant green grasses
weeping in dews

At this moment

In my heart you've resided

2. Rainstorm

Darkness, may not mean night

Just as, light may fail to shine

The dark’s pressing, drum-beat’s raising windows’ dust
thus splashing Spring’ wrath

Wrath, erects sheer misty water-jets in thousands

The high wind is tossing and sweeping, traceless

Merely the overcast’s tussling with the sky blue

That big tree by the road, was planted after WWII" triumph
Its memories, of all ups and downs, have been washed white
Lying lifeless

lifeless, it is subject to such appalling atrocities

Will the moon drop in again as tonight ticks away

Who'd care, at the moment, if the universe is dustless

streets, villages, roofs, my study...

How I crave for chatting with that frolic minstrel

over scrolls and swords, crooning while drinking

or, just gazing eye to eye

transient as lightening, piercing into one another

Ah, lightning, a fascinating flash of Queen of the night
Unutterably beautiful, like imperious bones
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Dangling in the air, extremely heart-rending and courageous
Ah, these silverfish blazes straddling earth and heaven

are lancing through the pacts in the unknown void

changing into crisscrosses of the world, hurriedly back and forth

3. Painting

Some uneasy petals

are lying on an open sun-lit oil-paper parasol

telling about their lofty solitude

This brush-rendered painting

in the outlandish blue eyes

expresses an undoubted theme of withering or drifting

The world has seen too much drifting

homeland, foreign land, hometown, foreign town

A lonesome wild goose in the twilight

may be full of hatred, often with love, but never without sorrow.
If the clothing is flimsy, it picks up a leaf

for blocking the cold

I thought I had already preserved

the destined departure

the way I would save

a love letter that had been long overdue
or an unexpected but late encounter
like the fragrance of a lotus flower

This piece’s sketched, in a single stroke

the silhouette of one trudging off into the distance

in the season of the millennia chiseled hollow

kicking off the dust in oblivion

releasing the sunlight at varied angles, daubing exotic scents
that permeate my gallery, where nothing is for sale

Certainly, I'll carefully dab your moist lids and lashes
Pigments would ooze like dews out of my brush

Your untamed absurdity of youth will still be preserved
Allow me to dabble in your short possession by love
and its incineration afterwards

So life will be aflame again on the sketch board

Yes, only affectionate composition

and degree of zest

may measure up your vicissitudes

That's a lonesome night

and a bright full moon

is lighting up for the persevering soul

Should you transcend life

and withstand wind- and rain-storms

I should wish to see you

as a twig of plum blossoms crossing the window
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that of an entirely different character
blooming with vigor in this silent winter

Alas, go, fly

somewhere unknown to me in the distance

exists what you have waited for but long overdue
As for me, I will wait till your next life

when you'll again

paint the days as yellowish as gold...

4. Leaf

You were my elf

The moment I opened the window pane
you waved me goodbye and left

to find, but never will, your destined home

You were just tired of swaying

like me, tired of foreign clouds and mists
You'd just no longer

for a tree, blanch your solitude in moonlight
no longer

light the clouds’ pipe, or spray weeds’ sorrow

Gone, is your crooning

your green, your constant

glances back

Submerge in the billowing haze

Fate, will fade into one of white clouds
who gather no sooner than scatter

There is no eternity in this world

Neither should you be serious

about a reunion goodness knows when
Roll me your eyes with affection

or treat me to a dance

so your departing steps look elegant

Let me undrape the dawn

and trap a few threads of sunlight
so to lock them up, in your private
gorge of freedom

Even if you'd turn into dust

or into an abyss

orinto ...... a future I can’t foretell

You will remain, my window scene
heart’s dearness
even when you, drift farther into distance

(Translated by Magicicada / [FHRP)
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Meng Na

Her name is Li Minming, a Chinese writer living in Netherland. She

started publishing her work in 1990.

Her poems were published in Collections of Overseas Poems, Poem Collections
of the Outstanding Overseas Poets, Annuals of Chinese Poems, Selected Poems of
Global Chinese Poets in 21 Century, Selected Chinese Modern Poems, Northern
Writing Congress: Special Issue of Global Chinese Poems in 2013, etc. Her
poems were also included in many collections. Equation of Nth Order was
awarded the third-place prize in “CaiLishuang Patriotism” Global Modern
Poems Contest in 2012. In addition, her metrical poems were included in
Han Tang Three Seas Elegant Han Tang Poems, published by Zhejiang

Ancient Books.

Gu Yuehua (A group of nine poems)

The Crown of Blood
1.
Deep
As a submarine vortex
Hot

as burning volcano lava
Once appeals to the world

It dies

2.

Stars tremble

flash

With happy tears

The moon contemplates
Lonely

Reposing in space

The earth laughs at their paleness
Forgetting that they are its own
Shadows

Reflections

And similar faces

3.

One hundred thousand miles to a foreign land

A lonely heart is lost

Like all stars

That drop to the terrestrial world

And turn into meteorites on snow-capped mountains
The deceptive sunshine

Never thaws

The snow on the other side
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4.

The seven music notes

Form the angels’ language

The three primary colors

Coat the world in a riot of tints

The twenty-six letters

Bridge the human gaps

When dial a bunch of Arabic numbers
It directly reaches the dreamland

5.

Fireflies drink dews from the grass

And the dews then light up all over their bodies
I wallow in hell

On blood stained tile debris

Who see them as diamonds

6.

Only the sun
Plus the moon
Can form my courage

7.

Out of brambles and thistles

I've trodden a road

Along which, you've collected the leaves

And weave them into a crown of blood for myself

8.

I only want your light

To shine upon me from afar

Like the last ray from the sun

To brighten the moon out of the dark mess

9.

The sun sweeps over the sea

Do you know

The sea, with all her feelings

Absorbs the warmth the sun has spread on her

(Translated by Gu Yuehua / J5i A #i%)

Gu Yuehua

PERRESEESERRS L G4 T4e Gu Yuehua Bachelor from the Stage Art Department of Shanghai Theater

PH




B E/POETRY HALL 26

RMesK TEER . BXE (EikfE%E)  Academy and Chairperson of the New York Chinese Women Writers
GEHBIH) o e (E%1E4)) . %  Association, Gu Yuehua has miscellaneous literary publications. Her major
NIEZEPICEME, TEE (RFE4Z=) works include prose collections Half a Sheet of Letterhead and Out of the

(EEEE) (HREME) (W) (& Previous Life and Biographical literature The Love Story at Shanghai Theatre
£y (HHERY (AHERE) (GLRE) Academy. Many of her works are chosen to be included in literary series.
- v & /\ﬁi IE;E;MD AR E;E SMER Her most important literary collections are Exquisite Writings, Lush Tender
=T, . ! N

. — Grass, The World Is So Beautiful, Story of Two Cities, Bound through Food
P NN : . ) X
WRER, XGRS, L BITXR X Tasting, American Dream, Chitchat about New Yorkers, Customs and Habits of

%. AEADFRELEIEE. New York, etc. In addition, she has writings published in many major
newspapers such as People's Daily Overseas Edition, World Journal,

HEpd, 80, NEZRRIKREFRERNAX.  Literary Digest, City of Guangzhou, Yellow River Literature, Beautiful
Writings, etc. She is now a columnist for New York Overseas Chinese
News. She has won many international and domestic awards for the
poetry, prose, and fiction she has written.

K (FNE) Rose Lu (Four poems)
1 — P& 1. This Girl
— &% This girl
ARG MA BN weaves a garland with roses
fram—KpA E::}{eliil:iv?te}f;hgios;lvzll‘ii?;sses
KW)T XFEIR dth
BXEFT and then move away
g leaving it a dream and illusions
BT T mEmg
This girl
— M in courting the fleeting sunlight
A—KEEK turns away from the splendor of rainbows
B4 T R AT AIDENE
This girl
— AL longing unfulfilled
BEs love unexpressed
BR= to see the sunlight again
B — KA resumes her kneel before the Buddha

BRI AEMHA

And her garland weaving

X IR RRIEIR
2. N 2. A Hand Fan

—EEE —EmEM One side is spring, the other autumn
REE BRI you are the spring, I the autumn

" The spring and the autumn
Efﬂ _ on opposite sides of a paper
—j&;ﬁf] between the corners of the world
RiEZE
5™ Spring and autumn
FHEHERMEE with temperatures alike
HKZA BT yet never belong
EEECESSH to the same season
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JK# , ROSE Lu, MEEESDE=M, HiEFHik
S RS AR A KR, B RFEH SRR
LERFHRER,  ZEHHE (XRHEE)
(THISIS LOVE) . EKBAIEEY (ROSES BY
THE STREAM)E, #WEAN'BEHER". "FizH
W, FESERUES.

BN (FEREE)
FENH
—. EEKH

FHE B CRERES RN
REEEE. KA. PHFEMBFE
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RFIETE L B T AIBRALIED
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3. It's Neither Frivolous nor Drifty

Water in the river swells over its banks
Willow twigs brush the water
This is neither frivolous nor drifty

Water in the ocean embraces the beaches
Waves caress the reefs
This is neither frivolous nor drifty

4. Alley

May or June

Fine drizzle and soft breeze

come into the slumbering alley

Dreamland-like stories are written all over the wall

A lady emerges at the window

to bathe herself in the afternoon sunrays

A pair of eyes appear at the end of the alley
bright and ardent as July

Gazing from May or June

to the distant October or November
on that wall in that small alley

is written another beautiful story

(2, 3 translated by William Marr / JE5 %)
(1, 4 translated by Xu Yingcai / #R3EA4 %)

Rose Lu

Rose Lu is now living in Maryland, U.S.A. Her unique poems have earned
her the epithet of “Bing Hua Style," and she has won quite a number of
international poetry rewards. Her poetry collections include This Is Love,
Roses by the Stream, etc. and is thus regarded as “The Queen of Love
Poems,” “The Rose of Poetry,” etc. She was once interviewed by China

Central Television.

Shi Yu (Two lyric poems)
Sayram Lake

One. Sayram Lake

Not sure if I'm treading on the brim of a dream

Not sure if yurts, cooking-smoke, milk tea, and sheep
Have sprung to life from paintings

Not sure in which valley a shepherd is singing

Not sure if my footprints drowned amidst flowers
Have alerted you that I've once been in here
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Neither do I feel sure
The prophesized love would come true

The stories of Kazakh men and women
Are strolling at the pace of the sun

Across the lush pasture under the bare mountain ridges

All folks are lying drunk

On the shore of Sayram Lake, the swans’ haven
This world is enticed to kissing

Just tonight

Over the northern prairie

A song of love is in the breathing

Tonight, blossoming grassland is rolling its waves
So are the converging passions of the human race
The Last Tear of the Atlantic

Is what poises at my lips

That sprawling azure of the lake

Or the sea of love, so to say

I've never perceived it until now

That such agitating qualities--

Purity, Honesty, and Credulousness

As everyone talks about

Are what I have in me truly

Hence I seek for our rhythm and rhyme in common
And go deeper, and kiss you dearly

So to swallow the whole night’s silence

The flowers bloom in a twinkle

With hues of spring pelting my pupils

Khitan and Stocko are crooning in the distance
Gapped by the epochs

Their grief and joy finally feel at home

As a maroon stallion’s trotting off on white hooves
As a swan’s sweeping across the lake smooth
Leaving a white curving gleam

As an eagle’s hovering over the snow-capped peaks
Should I be singing solo

Or drinking to my fill

Or quietly emulating them all in my soul

Two. Populus Euphratica

The west wind wields its blade, carving you—

A vivacious poser in solitude

Into an incarnation of living perseverance

So you’ve become that tough guy in legend
Knowing all secrets and metamorphoses on Earth
You've waved half of those for me to preserve
Kashgar’s Populus Euphratica

An impacting force, an evasive mystery
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1. BRYE B FERIUR

You spread over Aksu’s bed and the leveling western shore
Dispersed as your mood is, against the hilly maze

You warp and swirl, whereas I stand erect and straight
Not yet to think it out

Where in my heart should you be placed

I'will drift with you in the desert for three millennia
Through the ancient cities, camel teams, scarlet wine ...
Despite of our possible drift apart in crossing the eras
Or we could in some way

Encounter in different time and space

Say where love sustains to grow mature

So in each other’s view we will stay---

Alive for a thousand-year before we're dead

Dead for another thousand before we’ve fallen

Fallen for still another before we’ll decay

Some want to transmute into peony

But I would be a plant of Populus Ephratica
So what if some get rich and famous

So what if spring and fall flip their turns
My tribe is here to transcend life and death
And sustain solitude and meagerness

As I am fading with centuries

On the whitish oxen bones
and debris

I would still be erect between
earth and heaven

For fans like you to recognize

With an exclamation

And magnesium flashes,
as you pass by

Your eyes are riveted on
me in admiration

1 (M HE)
Populus Euphratica
(Pic Provided by Shi Yu)

Editor’s Note:

Sayram Lake is located in Xinjiang, China. Of the high-altitude lakes, it is
the largest (458 sqkm) and the highest (2,070 m). It is also the farthest point
the warm vapor from the Atlantic Ocean can reach, hence nicknamed “the

Last Tear of the Atlantic.”

(Translated by Wang Dajian / £ X&)

Shi Yu

Shi Yu is Founder and Head of Wenxinshe.org; she is a writer, poet, and

playwright.

Qian Qian (Four poems)

1. A Slave Buried under the Ruins of Yin
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Underneath the tufts of weeds, you've lain

In the other-worldly dimension

Like a curling twig, dried but with moisture
And thus survived the three-thousand years
As the last shroud of loess was cleared

You are back to the sunlight

People are humbly bending over you

To listen to your silent tales
Of who and how old you are
How your life was brutally cut
More than three millennia ago

There used to be forests and streams here

A realm of numerous unknown creatures
Who were loitering around, as your friends
God has in fact staged the two worlds

In between is the tumbling of the years

Even if so

From your mouth gaping in agony

I hear a message, muffled but intelligible
By means of the gift God spared us both
As he was mapping out heaven and earth

In your insinuating squint

I've caught a flicker all of a sudden

That's life, traversing time and space
That's a genetic signal from afar
Travelling across the spanning dimensions

2. Valencia

Valencia

You are not my hometown

Nor where I've meant to settle down

As if by fate’s ploy

I've been drawn into your dim void

So magnetized that I'm unable to escape
Merely tracing a glimmer through the gape
As if left there to tantalize

My yearn to fantasize ...

3. Bearing the Moonlight and Wading Three Rivers

I stood there, overlooking the tiny town
Flanking its other side was Sijia Road
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P& T — AR/ VR To which the main street ran parallel
S 2 = PR BRI\ Linking dotty snug-looking shops

And automobiles drifted along like sailboats

Y, BT AR

Farther away were rolling hills

BERLEES Brownish and with moonlight sprinkles
TN I discerned in their shadows

= :!:E A R

Ehﬁ\( RBeL ii ] A rank of trees glistening in emerald

RERMK, —HERERAK Like guards standing royal

BN B9 B IRIE

The scene flickered on my memories

Of hometown river shores veiled by mist

And mountains looming in the shape of a phoenix

BICEE, ESF

EEMLBILE As if on wingg, staring at me with eagerness
EXRAF LRI EE
BBRBRERER Oh, the poets there bearing the moonlight

o # """

Crooning a song of three-millennium long

While wading across three rivers
WEBATERR, #3=5T9 I kept peering into the ocean vast as I stepped away
14 = T8 K T Feeling awed, speechless, and my heart as tender

i, —H—EZXEED
REZMEE, SR

4. 555 4. Living

LEREIESE I admire the stellar systems at night
b B A Or scan the desert for orchids alight

I clear the ruins of the debris
THRRAEYS L To reinstall grapevines, as the hurricane dies
B EEREL Brapevines,

And I plant seeds of the bitter thistles
ERIMTE From which sweet greens grow and thrive
TARKHM BRI So, with both hands, I will
FERKANE Present such maltose to Paradise
RESZHE

(Translated by Wang Dajian/ F X&)

B Qian Qian

B EINE TR, EREETF RN Qian Qian is an accomplished overseas Chinese writer of novels, short

BT LR, WARNE . B, S, % stories, essays, and poems. Her works include The Wonder of Encounters (a

[y . N collection of short stories in English translation) and Celestial Well (a
ilii;igig;ﬂﬁf <<<<3§:§>>> ((T(?eelezgi;n\(/jveerll)o f Chinese-English collection of poems) published in the United States.
~F

EX (FHE) Da Wen (Four poems)
1. R E®EE 1. Between the Worldly Fences
ELBRNEESE Between the Worldly fences
EEESRTEE Silently lies the dusk
ST 3 A IR That rinses away the cooking smoke
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A few chirps of homing birds
Trail off into the mausoleum of forest
Leaving the hills behind in silhouette

The Moon
Lifts up the palace of the water
To let the tears air in the sky

And to whisper with the hazy river
Breeze

Treading on its own shimmering shadow
disappears in the distance

2. Honoring the Passing Year

Flinging January onto the tail of the passing year
We curve the road into a bow

So the full resentment
Turns into gushes of liquor splashing in the air
As chimes fade away

We quietly drive over the back of the hills
Letting the past drown in the views

3. To Haizi, Twenty Years Later

You are in the North
I'am in the South
The village is our hometown

The wheat fields grow your pain

The paddy fields heap my loneliness
Yet the soil cannot entomb this solitude

Like a crooning song
You are the wind
That burns out the sun

Let tears wash spring

Autumn is deeper than the bitter sea
Passing time crushes heart

You have fallen asleep

While I woke up every day
To open your eyes through mine

4. Poetry Recitation in New York

They chew the bones with language
A different type of bones

PH




"B E/POETRY HALL

33

RE1HE7K itk

HRME L AR BEE
SAMARE L
RERRKBESNIE AR

CHRMEL REAFNNEE

IEX

IFREWA, Bl FHEm T2k, UCLA, T
RERMRIFERAMRA. 1991 F 8 BKEF
R HRBIHE UL EFTXEZ FS NI L3R
WMHAE—R, U FAEEH " HE. ER
ERTRR", “—f7", “FRFEEH1ES"
FEET, CROKT, RBER, CBRRERT, 6
|, FHEUNILIEROK -- oK 20 BIEE
W, HETEEA--JEEEGHFE, (BEF
), €21 HLEFEAFRBLEY FLME
it CHMELIMHWUGE (BBREFINMEX
MEAFARY . HERMAFELNREST"
(1993), “NH#"(1994), “POFTIK"(1995 - MO A
E5).

BRES (FHHE)
1. EH

S HEHE
AERRFRRENRST

METHERE
BHRNETHTREIRA

B =i

HEE
EEARRMNEL
:JE}TIT_/\%H%
HEHIZARRR
LT REE

2. &
JURER

NMER N
RRBERMER

To lure the ocean into flowing out of metro
Silence is like thousands of heavy books

Air stews bones too

Only dehydrated language can precipitate as salt

*“A Different Type of Bones” is a representative poem written by Yan Li

(Translated by Zou Chengfu / 4818 %)

Da Wen

Da Wen, from Taishan, Guangdong, graduated from the Southern China
Technology Institute, UCLA. He is a member of the Guangdong “Original”
Modern Poetry Group and now an editor of the Editorial Committee of the
New Continent Poetry. In August 1991, his long poem Texture won the
second place in the New Poetry Group in the contest arranged by the San
Francisco North American New Literature Society. His works are
published in Original Stream, One Line, New Continent Poetry, Literary
Works, Poetry God, Autumn Water, World Daily, International Daily, and
Overseas Chinese Newspaper, and are also collected by The Leisurely
Autumn Water - 20th Anniversary Selected Poems of Autumn Water, The
Century Is Drifting -- the New Poetry Selection in North America, One
Hundred Years of Poetry, The Selected Poems of The Twenty-first Century
of the Overseas Chinese, etc. His writing experience has been accepted as
an entry in the Dictionary of New Chinese Poetry in Hong Kong, Macau,
and Overseas Chinese. His published personal poetry collections include
Climate Window (1993), Wind Harbor (1994), Quartet City (1995 -one of the
four co-authors).

Xu Yingcai (Four poems)

1. Snow Land

On a boundless snow land
A long coach crawls along like a beetle

Inside the crowded bus
All kinds of people on the run for a living

Feeling a little stuffy

I clench a fist

And press it on a misty window
to make a foot-shaped print
Through which

I see a wolf in the distance
Plodding along

2. Wheat Fields

A few stems of wheat

Keep shaking

Although no more pushing as usual
No more massive ripples either
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What remains is but the stems’ long shadows
Slant

Over the stubble

Of their old field-mates

3. A Tree Stump

Your back

Straightens up above the earth

Cross section

Opens to the drooping sky

The time-folded wrinkles

Are the resistance

To the scorching sunlight, lashing wind, whipping rain
That newly sprung-out branch

Gazes up to the sky-high flying swan-geese

4. Life and Death
Some say
An eagle can predict its own death
I say no

It slams itself into a deep pool

Only because

When it fails to soar into the blue sky to hover

It hates to cling to a pathetic life on rugged land

But wishes to lie with its back toward the blue sky----
Forever

(Translated by Xu Yingcai / {254 #)
Xu Yingcai

Chinese and English Bilingual translator and poet, who have multiple
translation books and writings published. His poems are seen in
newspapers and magazines.

Mei Ying (Three poems)

1. August

You come in August

I decide to stay

After the rain at dusk

At the crossroad of breeze

I wait for a gentle greeting

From the tree in front of the door
The flowers are gone with the wind
All over the green branches

Hang the Red Beans of Love
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You come in August

Do not let me wait too long

The moon and the stars are up in the sky
With a meteor shooting by the Plough
In August

I wait at the crossroad of dusk
Wondering

If we will encounter again

2. Wandering

Hazy and lost in mind

My eye vision wanders amid the autumn leaves
With sense of poetry heads nowhere

I cannot continue my long-shelved stanza

The wild geese linger

Is it because their hearts are disoriented

Hope gone

Who under the window

Is drowned in sorrow

What I'm most afraid of at this crescent moon night
Is the crescent moon

Pines away into a string of parting misery

Not knowing the weighing on my heart

The moon eyes me from afar

But in muteness, how can you express sadness

I am disoriented

So is my heart

My heart wanders

Andsodol

3. Near and Far

A sheet of short lyric

Drifts along the midnight skyline

Where the floating clouds roll

Like a hundred rivers running to the sea

I don’t know why

Those clouds always squint their eyes
When I lower my head

I immediately see you standing next to me
I lower my head further

To look at your face over and over

Just as I am to lift my head and grab your hand
I see your shadow

Still reflected on the moon

And all the clouds around it, oh

Holding my poem

Lingering around you

Do you understand my poem

Can you tell me
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Why you are so close when I lower my head
And why so far away when I lift my head

(Translated by Zou Chengbo / 48 & #)
Mei Ying

Mei Ying, a native of Jincheng, Shanxi Province, now lives in Los Angeles.
She is a member of the Los Angeles Writers Association and a member of
the Editorial Committee of the Los Angeles Poetry Journal. She began to
publish literary works when she was still in middle school, and her works
are seen in newspapers, magazines, and literary collections both at home
and abroad, which diversity in the trial of different styles. Her works were
selected during the Third Spring Festival Poetry Gala for nation-wide
promotion.

Xu Xing (Four poems)

1. In Delingha, I Listen to the Sound
of Stones and Flowers

In Delingha, I listen to the sound of stones and flowers
beautiful as the singing of migratory birds

The impetuous sunshine, the Gobi with full-grown autumn
pass through each of my body parts

causing every nerve to quicken its breaths and feel stirred

Facing endless grassland, I can’t find again

the once forlorn night and the poems

about this city, its bleakness. I see

last night the misery has

been taken away by the balmy breeze, and history’s tears

are blooming in the hand, with strings” melodies

Sweet is the moonlight, and so is the lonely sister

in her tipsy dancing gait, singing with the dusk

about her immortal life and love

People going north and south are treading

the plateau’s blue sky bit by bit into the base for painting happiness
Only in Delingha are there wings spilled by Chhaang wine
like willows swaying in the breeze. Beautiful Gaisang flowers
become the never-withering descendants of Bayin River

In Delingha, every particle of dust is colorful
Every pebble is a smiling blossom

Every patch of rain grows autumn or spring
Every river carries in its stream the grassland
and the most beautiful and nostalgic lyric

by someone far away from home...

2. At Dusk, Birds Sing at Poyang Lake

Lying in the fragrance of May
I see a flock of birds on the wavy
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branches, teetering with the setting sun
and singing of its beauty

They're splashing the boisterous dusk
and love-nourished wings of Poyang Lake

Those dry and turbid things on my mind

have little to do with Poyang Lake. A territory full of life
Green is the sky, sweet and fragrant is the sunshine
Fishermen’s song , with sculls swaying

Catching colors and all of living in its net

Peals of laughter stand excited on the bow or stern
guarding and pampering, in a lotus” posture

the days of the blooming lake and the years’ glory
Poyang Lake, I can’t find more suitable verses

to praise you , but only resort to

the feelings you've stirred deep in me and my blessing
so to move along amid your exuberance

and your melodious sound of strings

Lying in the fragrance of May

I see a flock of birds on the wavy
branches, their charming songs
Mingle joyfully with Poyang Lake...

3. The Night Scenes of Mianyang

Blooming with the strings” melody, Mianyang’s

The 2200 sealed years are now set alight by the twilight of eve
The people going south and north, the cloud-like kerchiefs
have rendered flowery

this shiny pearl of Sichuan

Savoring the city, I see the silhouette of a beauty singing by the window
her half-clad charm crooning about flower and the moon and King Yue’s

leisure

The once touching story still inflicts mixed pain and pleasure
Soul-breathing poems always cause me

to delight in and lament about Mianyang

just like the regional dialect brewed in a lidded cup of tea
The longer it brews, the purer and sweeter it tastes

At the night of tidal surge, my impulsive vision and foot steps
often are moored way down the lane amid balmy flowers
through candid breaths and approaching affection

with birds in pairs, acting demure like the hazy drizzly southern hills ..

4. Dongjindu Ferry

There was a ferry at Hanjiaji

called Dongjindu, a steel cable and a boat
ferrying folks in from out of town

At that time, a fine woman would marry
across the ferry, because a fine man’s
aspirations were on that side of the river
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It was the biggest wish of people on this side

When swelling, Fujiang River was like an

angry whip slashing hard on the water weeds

and inflicting pain into the hearts of the folks across

The surging water overflew the twilight of unhurried dawn
and that of the helpless sunset

You had to detour to get into town

The river must be harnessed, so that year

the Third Bridge cut across Fujiang River like a sword
The new dyke rose like a crescent moon

Green willows plucked the warm waters of the river
Since then, there’s been no ferry at Dongjindu
Hanjiaji and the entire Shenjiaba

have become, in the sun light warmed by wind

the pretties blossoms on the branches across the river

Note: Delingha: the seat of Haixi Mongolian and Tibetan Autonomous
Prefecture, Qinghai Province, China.Mianyang: a city in Sichuan Province.

(Translated by Yu Lan /% %)

Xu Xing

Xu Xing was born in 1962. He has a college degree and works as a media
reporter. He has a membership in the World Association of Chinese
Poetry, China’s Institute of Poetry, and Sichuan Association of Writers. He
has published poems in People’s Literature, Poetry, Beijing Literature,
Prosopisia, and over 130 other publications in China and overseas. He also
won Award to Chinese Literary Gems (2008-2011). His publications
include Seemingly Closed Village and Hometown in Poetry.

Xia Zhaoqiang (Three poems)

1. The Clip-Clop of Spring

Leaving behind a piece of nostalgia

To the village I departed from

Where that ancient crooked tree

Is still asleep, unawaken from its dream

Early rising mother by the creek

Washes clothes with a wooden stick

The strikes bust open memories

That begin to warm up those good old days

Wind wafting as naughtily as ever
Buffalos frolicking in the field still hibernating
My childhood wells up from time to time over the morning pond

After sweeping away the snows in front of the house
Father looks into the distance

Spring clip-clops near from afar

Heart begins to pack up the past year’s longing
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Stuffing time in the dream capsule
Stuffing dreams in the luggage bags
I'm ready to go tomorrow

My hometown is getting near
My hometown is getting far

2. Mother Sitting in Cool Air

The summer sunlight

Sends over a fitful hum from cicadas
Sitting under the locust tree, Mother
With an old cattail-leaf fan

Fans time away

Past events traverse the tree shades

To cast mottled shadows on the ground
Mother, her smiles

broad in the wrinkles

An indication of love, is aging gradually.

The mounting tide of concern

Urges for a rain

That would, from this end of maternal yearning to the other
Bring to Mother waiting for cool breeze

The forever cooling

3. Father, Hometown

Hometown is written on Father’s face
The ploughshare of time

Has inscribed on his face

Ruts and gullies

Hometown grows in the moss of the old house
An early-morning cough from Father

the breeze wafting to me from my hometown
An evening sigh from Father

The drizzle drifting over me from my hometown

Hometown is hidden in the chamber of Father’s tobacco pipe
When he knocks it several times at the sole of his shoe
Past events drop and spread over the whole ground

Hometown is concealed in Father’s favorite flagon
When I in my homesick dream

Accidentally sip it,
Ilie drunk in the season of spring

(1 Translated by Chai Guoxing / $6E »%)
(2, 3 Translated by Xu Yingcai /4894 %)

Xia Zhaoqiang
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Xia Zhaoqgiang, resident of Weihai, major in mechanical and electrical
engineering, a member of Weihai Writers’ Association, a member of the

board of directors of Weihai Poetry Association.

Yu Lan (Four poems)

1. Summer Night

The road

Under the sun

Is

The dull

Stem

Of

A scented

nightly

flower

When stars pull apart the evening curtain
Wind would bloom the blossoms in whispers and murmurs

2. Spring

Pinkish white petals

Inlaid on a grayish curtain

The dark brown boughs of trees

Catch and hold the dark brown rain

A solitary patch of bright green

Is hanging in the woods

Who should be blamed for the artwork
When no buds on trees are seen?

3. The Sorrows of July

The sorrows of July is in a signature
That fades away as time goes by
Because we will grow old

Will slowly become strangers, you and I

The sorrows of July is a farewell

That does not mean what it says

Many a promise about meeting again
Will turn out to be never-returning days

The sorrows of July is a suspense

About a confused idea of what will be

If someday you drink under neon lights
To find a company you can search for me

The sorrows of July is a cold distance
The doorbell is finally deserted

PH




"B E/POETRY HALL

41

tRAMHGERE—RAER
NRETHFZ—F
RERAPITREHY
E—KIZAD BB

« b

4. T

IEEMEXIE
BERIKIE R
EHET
EFEHRZ
AREENZ
£ESH
EKFER
ERATE

HEE—MUR
EERZH
HEE—MRE
AT ZH
(A
WICNEERSF
BiRFARE

%—Hﬁﬁbﬂ\
(A}
X

HAETF EMEL A+ ERPH, HEXZ,
FRIER. A+EREE, FPMMN, AEX
BENIE. VREZHFBENSEBE. &
. OETAERIRERE IR, (ERBIET—EEs5h T
XWaam (EEXRM) . (FEE) . (B
o) o KMHEE) . (KRB . (X
FH) . HEHAHE.

Departures in hurry, rain or shine
Saying a forever Sayonara

*In China, Graduation is in July

4, Title-less

Let the yellow leaves fall

And disappear with flowing water
When the seasons of life

Are there no longer

Do not recall

Today of last year

Your shirt will be wet in vain

By your tear

Gone is an autumn

At the warmth of spring

A sick bud falls

At the time of blooming
Turned into fertilizer

To support the growth of grass
Under the feet of sightseers
Lies the feeling of condolence

(Translated by Yu Lan /TR &)

Yu Lan

Born in mid-50’s of last century, has his ancestral root in Tianjin and once
resided in Beijing. He went abroad in the 90’s and now lives in California
as an instructor of Mandarin Chinese. His hobbies include translating as
well as writing essays and poems in both modern form and ancient form.
He contributes to such Chinese websites as CND.org, Yidian.org,
Mayacafe.com, Mycoffeebean.org, Smallstation.net, and Wenxuecity.com.
His works are rarely put in print.
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Wang Dajian (Four new rhyme classical poems)

1. Eight-Beat Ganzhou Song

Resonating with Ancient Chang-An

Eight rivers crisscrossed Guan-Zhong Basin
Thus witnessing a dragon killing tigers

He outsmarted his foes at Xuan-Wu

Founded his Reign of Zhen-Guan

And expanded the city to its grandeur

The royal Da-Ming Palace was erected

So were the temples with bells striking the hours
Bars and inns mushroomed for worldly fun

Squared streets reminded a chessboard bigger

Such glories lasted for three centuries

Having stood to hacking and torching

But eventually tumbled to debris and litters
Hua-Qing hot springs still bubble up

Yet Xing-Qing Palace was gone forever

The Ba-Bridge willows miss the twig-waving farewell
The Qu-Jian chambers yearn for the supple dancers
The true survivors still towering

Are the persistent Ci-En and Jian-Fu Pagodas

2. Seven Word Beat
A Clear Spring Day in Xian

Clouds dim the dawning streets with dwindling rain
The night’s dream awakens to the sky blue again
A breeze adds needle tinges on the grassy velvet

The sun fuses the flowers down to blotches of paints
Qu-Jiang chamber-bands play the Tang tunes
Ba-Bridge willows shed fresh catkin-rains

Who's vying for more tourists with the Pagodas

It's White Deer crouching on the nostalgic plain

3. Jesting Verse
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B EEff White Dew on Mid-Autumn Day
(B 2014 &, ABEMHBKEEALA/NE—  (Both White Dew and Mid-Autumn happened to be on Sept. 8 of 2014)

x)

Full-moon, full-moon
WA, WA, Over the border-fortress so soon
1 BRIA IR Guards on the mount-tower tonight
EAFRFIES, See the spraying dews white
mHS5EA. White Dew, White Dew
HE HBE, The year hooks Mid-Autumn with you
RF I ES

4. 7K B 3k 4. Prelude to Water Melody
hfkEAE Mid-Autumn Fantasy

FERIOK, A fluid breeze dabbing my face
PR AR HEAR The misted tree-crowns gagging my sight
RKOTEE SR, My head strains to the shimmering stars
WA LEHRXK. And the full-moon up the eastern sky
IS SR Z PNt It forces the gauzy clouds to yield
BEREERE, To its flooding frosty radiance
MERRE, Lording it over tens of thousands alive
AEPIE, It so happens White Dew falls
YRRBERE. As the shiny mirror flies
ANEE, My mind wanders
NETWS O Up to the hostess
T, Of Lunar Palace high
IR JLERE, The universe’s flip-flopped
HETHE. On its dimensions for lives
RANENF R, Lonesome and forlorn in that circle
R, You’'ve danced with your own shadows
WEETF. For millennia of time
SR 25, How about a miracle doze
FEHIEAE. And a fine day to alight

TXRE

BiET—®ER ((KXH) --BEH#HIFE,
2017 ; (FB) --BHEE/NIE., UEFEE

H.

(Translated by Wang Dajian /£ K& %)

Wang Dajian

Wang Dajian has published English translations of Chinese poetry and
short stories (Celestial Well — A Collection of Poetry, 2017, and The Wonder of
Encounters, 2016, by Minglu Zeng). An ethnic Chinese, Mr. Wang currently

lives in US.
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Wang Meichun (One poem)
Quatrain

Mt. Mingsha - Dune of Singing Sand
Flanking the Silk Road are Mountains queer.
Exotic dunes cuddle the Crescent Spring * clear.
On a camel I ride along the sand dune trail,

And seem to hear ancient bells at my ear.

* The sand dune and the spring lake are geologically mutually
dependent. The water oozes out from the dunes.

(Translated by Lan Yu /T %)

Wang Meichun

1955 4, SIHE@A, K2k, BiEdk Wang Meichun was born in 1955 in Nantong, Jiangsu Province. He has a

FEBNEMRIIBAMAR,
SR, XFEE—R, HRATEDERT.
MR, #ik. FF (5BHE) GFXes

REERHD college degree and is now a researcher-at-large at the Institute of

Ecological Literature, Nantong University. He is member of the
Association of Modern Chinese Writers with a title of Level I Writer. He
mainly does research in Tang and Song poetry and the study and criticism

REH) SXEMFERRHFHIMIFEZET  of modern poetry. His had ten publications in literary criticism, especially

.

(F—H)
i EE
K&

4

REMET
BIHE4S,
BEARA.
ENHKEZ,
i) S7N1
BEEEL,
WEEE.
FUES,
ES 3
BOWEREES.
BRE,
MR LR,
XAEME !

REBGTMR,

in poetry criticism, including Dialogue with Muse and Pearls in the Sea of
Poems and Essays.

Zhi Chen (One poem)
Qinyuanchun

Mount Wuyi

The super beings” ax work
Produced the sheer cliffs

Woods flourish and torrents rumble
There, the Nine Bend River
Wreathes the peaks

The Fair Maid’s demure

Her Dressing-Mirror * sparkles
Mounts and vales vie

To flash their best charms

Over rocks and rafts spreads a gauzy mantle
Of the millennial tale

I will start from the beginning

Yet I fear there’ll be no ending

Wuyi’s romantic as has been for the millennial

A love in all hearts as well as the tender and gentle
The rocky Single-Cleave overarches above

Eagles and tigers** dwell underneath the seam
Suddenly a tiger roars

Causing the river boats to startle
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SIEEEAEFXK, Village houses waft fresh scent of tea

FHSHR— Like pearls stringed and jade pieces rounded

B Happy events add to the ambitions fulfilled

o = So beautiful is Mount Wuyi,

ZEIRNR, My croon of such beauty

IREUER . Should pass down the time eternal

%%EQE * This line refers to two scenic spots in the Mount Wuyi, Fair Lady Peak T 404

HERES, and Dressing Mirror 48 & .

XAEEHEEM.

HEE, ** These two lines refer to the two scenic spots in the Mount Wuyi, where there

1S 3 — B is a thin crack in the mountain called One Line Sky —%i X and beyond, a place
’ called Roaring Tiger Rock J&0fi 7.

T K.

(Translated by Yu Lan / F &%)

R&EWL GEREED
Mt. Wu Yi
(Pic Provided by Zhi Chen)

e Zhi Chen

L e b A X bty SE Zhi Chen is Director of the editorial committee of the Association of Modern
RERRERDSBEER (HHRNEF  Chinese Writers, Assistant Editor of A Collection of Contemporary Chinese Poems,
FTHE) BlER, (RRER) XFHKEZES  Director of the editorial committee of Modern Writers, and editorial staff

T (YREEFARN) BE, member of Encyclopedia of Contemporary Elites of Chinese Art and Literature.

REF(FHEE)

Xu Yingcai (Four poems)

1. A Sixteen-Syllable Verse

X Sky
X, Sky,
BANESIEWE, Lightning, thunder, sudden rain clamor.
TRER, Soon,
AN EE Everywhere splendor
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2. Quatrain

Watching Mt. Wuyi from Ba Du Village

The odd peak rises o’er my face,

The sheer cliff breaks open the cloud;

It's uttered no word since its birth,
That’s where stately bearing speaks loud.

3. Quatrain

Niagara Falls

Tremendous snow-white water flies down the cliff,
Massive shocking billows spin along the river;

A wide crack in the earth splits the two countries,
The roaring falls carry the shared boat together.

4. Quatrain

Watching the Moon at Mid-Autumn Festival

Want to see how the moon silvers the sky.
Only to sight a goose cross the moon high.
Mid-Autumn is the day of reunion.

Let me be a brisk wind to speed your fly.

(Translated by Xu Yingcai / 254 #)

Yingcai Xu, a university teacher of Chinese studies, Chinese-to-English and
English-to-Chinese translator, and a poet who writes both classical and
modern poems. The courses he has offered include Classical and Chinese
languages and literature, Chinese Cinema, Chinese calligraphy----Practice
and Theory, etc. He has a dozen of translation works published, some of
which are used as government gifts and some as textbooks. He is also the
editor and cd-coeditor of many works. His poetry publication includes The
Poetic Sense of the South, Inspiration from Nature, and We Are Painting
Here. He is the President of the Chinese Poetry Association and the Editor-
in-Chief of POETRY HALL. His poetic philosophy is: use simple,
appealing, and imagination-evoking language to create vivid and poetic-
sense-infused poems that come directly from the heart and the physical
world and create a lasting and glittering effect of yijing or artistic
conception.
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Epress Dowager cixi, Empress Wu the Great,
Two Repubilics in China, Poetic Gems, 50 Funny
Poems, Love Tales of Ancient China, &%, I

EN—ERDEHAR STFREZH{D.

Overseas Hermit (Two poems)

1. A Twig of Plum Blossoms

A piece of rose is especially red.

Leaving the rose cluster

It stays alone in a vase.

On the sill, it greets spring winds morn and even.
It's not like the maple in autumn,

But better than the maple in autumn.

Don’t hate Providence for leaving the cluster.

By karma we meet;

So I take you home.

Her birthday today belongs to Zodiac Bull.
Although we are poor,

I must keep to my original wish*.

* I promised my wife to give her roses on her birthday.

2. Qi Lv Octave

Ode on Spaceship

I take a spaceship on a voyage, bringing wine
Invite you to the Celestial River, chanting poems
Without gravity, we are able to jump at will

The unmoored ship can float freely everywhere

Watching the universe from afar----stars sparkling in deep darkness

Glancing back to the Earth----it’s soft bright blue
Don’t sigh, Cowboy, for the broken Magpie Bridge
I'll take you in my ship to cross the river

(Translated by Overseas Hermit / # 4% +5)

Overseas Hermit

Overseas Hermit is a senior member of Wenxinshe, now living retired in

US. He is a bilingual poet and writer. He published two novels in Chinese:

New Journey to West, Absurd Swordswoman.; and two books of collection of

articles and essays in Chinese; and also two books of translations of

Chinese classical poems and essays by famous ancient poets and essayists.

He also published 11 books in English, such as Kungfu Masters, Epress

Dowager cixi, Empress Wu the Great, Two Republics in China, Poetic

Gems, 50 Funny Poems, Love Tales of Ancient China, etc. At the age 81, he

is still hitting the keyboard everyday to write in both Chinese and English.
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Xu Yingcai (Ten English Haiku)

1.

water lily

sleeps

the moon its bed

2.

atop

snow-capped peak shimmers
down maple leaves ablaze

3.

an empty canoe
on the marshes
motion lost

4.

two girls talk

silently

a hand-described world

5.

marry him or not

she goes from brain wracking
to coin flipping

6.

computer
off to on
a new world

7.
he runs

before he knows how to walk
a dauntless toddler

8.

under rushing clouds
and ticking Big Ben

a newsstand

9.

a strawman
skew in the field
against the big sky

FERE / ENGLISH POETRY COLUMN
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10.

eclipse 17

a hundred-year dating trip
ends in a crown ring

Note: On August 21, 2017, United States experienced its first coast-to-coast
solar eclipse in 99 years. The complete solar eclipse climaxed in the shape
of a crown ring,.

Magicicada (Four English poems)

1. Cello and His Shadow

In sunset stands a lonely cello,

that talks to no one but his own shadow.
His words are buzzing bees,

his songs, sighing seas,

in a tune of waving willow,

in a color like mellowing meadow.

As the sun flees,

the cello panics and pleas-

Shadow, Shadow, stay with me,

for I will sing you nightly glee;

and my strings will never sing sorrow,
for I need you every tomorrow.

In sunrise lies a cheerful shadow,

cast by a humble cello.

To the cello the shadow complains-

Why is your face full of grains and pains?
Cheer up, cheer up, my fellow,

I want to hear your blissful allegro.
Please sing me my favorite fairy tale-
Love at first sight never turns pale.

Or a song of a broken heart-

How lovers meet and part.

So you'll forget last night’s dream of sorrow,
and I shall be with you every tomorrow.

2. Fallen Leaves

My memory leaves me,

while leaves fall from an old tree.
I count them by weight,

and sort them by trait.

Heart, spear, and tear.

Red, blue, and color of sear.
Around the tree I bury

the fallen leaves that were merry.
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Then I sleep under the bare tree,
till spring breeze strokes and awakens me.

3. Venice

Lagoon,

dreams in the moon.
Maze,

Hides in the haze.
Gondola,

bows the viola.

4. Gray

I become color blind in the middle of a play.
Everyone on the stage turns gray.

By my ear the wheel of colors whisper,

Which color do you favor?

Any color but black and white,

For I paint black in the day and white at night.

The flashy colors console me with a hearsay,

Only sharp eyes can discern delicate shades of gray.

Magicicada

Magicicada, official name Bin Shan, obtained his PhD in molecular biology
in the US. He studies cancer in a medical school in the US. He has written
and translated poems in Chinese and English in his spare time for the past
three years.
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(A #AU¥ P / Translated by Magicicada)
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Liu Jinping (the artist of the four decorative paintings on the back of the cover)

Jinping Liu, male, assistant professor from the former Central Academy of Art and Design, came to the United States of
American in the year of 1987, and gradually began to sign contracts with American art dealers, Taiwan Art Businessmen, etc.

His art works amount to about 200 pieces.
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