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[China] WANG Caiming

Too Lonely All by Oneself (and anther poem)

Eating all by oneself, sleeping all by oneself

Walking on the street all by oneself’

Engulfed by the crowd all by oneself

Shopping all by oneself, reading all by oneself

Listening to the music all by oneself, crying all by oneself
Playing the piano till midnight all by oneself

Arriving in the depth of loneliness all by oneself

It’s too lonely all by oneself

You say you'd drive me

For sightseeing to where there is the sea

You say you'd take my hand

To see the sunset when clouds glow

And the autumnal fruits grow out of the spring flowers
You’d from now on watch me

Grow old gradually

When my hair turn grey one by one

These beautiful words

Rush from your mouth to my heart
To make me again

Believe in the future

[China] WANG Caiming
[ &R Wind in Folk Song
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Rain, mixed and entangled

Falls slanted, taking death calmly as it were

Clean all over the ground with it

Wider streets, mizzle under the shade, I take a path
Because I don’t like shorteut. I like small flowers, grass, dew and bushes
1 like talking in my sleep

To tell you all my secrets

Including my cramp, dysmenorrhea, libido in dream
And all about me in the year 2012

I died once 1in that autumnal light of a dusk

And now [ fear nothing

Except that the north wind would blow south

Knocking me down and tinkering my fragile sensations
Like playing a folk song

Which can only explain that the north wild is still a myth
(Translated by Brent O. Yan)
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About the author

WANG Caiming, an excellent contemporary Chinese poetess, is also known by her
pen name Riyueniannian. Born in Zhang County, Gansu Province, in 1974, she now lives
in Shenzhen. She is member of the Chinese Poetry Society, Gansu Writers’ Association,
and member of the County Political Consultative Conference. His works were published in
Minzhou Literature, Feitian, Gansu Daily, Northwest Military Literature, Gansu Peasant,
New Century Poetry Dictionary, Bosom Friend, Time Literature, Chinese Love Poetry
Magazine, Guanju Love Poetry Magazine, Poet, Shandong Poets. Poetry Heights, among
many other newspapers. She has published many poems and essays in collections, such as
1 Have My Far-away, Memory and Forgetting, Blue Moth and Listening to Flowers. Some
of the works have been translated into English, German, Korean and other languages.
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POET’S MAIL-BOX v

February 15, 2020 March 16, 2020

Dear friend Dr. ZHANG Zhi, . o . Dear Dr ZHANG Zhi,

I read the news every day about the virus, thinking with care about my friends in China, . i
including you. I am Manuela Mazzola. I contribute to Domenico

In my country, we all have great admiration for the courageous fight of your people Defelice’s magazine. Do you remember me? How are
agaijt):xh:h Vixz‘;s'riihofp; tg:mrydm?]fms as 50?1.’:1“ I;_°§;:’lli;- language poets in Netanya. you? I hope that all is well. In our city, Pomezia, the

e 23-rd of Fel , I’ af a meeting o poes in . . . .

On that occasion, I hope %o find some other poets wishing to send you poems for your Covid - 19 is cm‘mnue‘L “.'e L closed. m the ho.uses.
beautiful review. I hope to find also a translator into French. Actually, this group is a branch We are very womried. I'd like to lnow if it’s published
of the bigg:r“‘;Voices’l’ groupN of poets, wtl:ich g'ou ah'ead;s know.(lgyoth t;wﬁopresidel;: and at:en.;l the Num ber 96 of the world poet quarterly? I send two
secretary of “Voices” live in Netanya at about 8 minuses distance (by car) from my home : .
our meetings take place in the presideat’s apartment. I hope to introduce a notice about your poems O'f Mm 'I_mm Infante, .she s poet ad very
review in the group’s monthly newsletter for March, so more poets will be able to see it good Italian journalist. I hope you like.

(“Voices™ is an international group with branches in several countries)... Thank you and
I am sending you 4 poems writtea in English. Best regards,
Sincerely,
Luiza CAROL, from Israel Manuela Mazzola, from Italy
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[Canada] Allison Grayhurst
Only (and another poem)

Across the clouds

like razor blades,

the thin path I planned

to wander, expanded, and

I moved into territories

of self-loathing. I could not

keep hold of the grail or of purity
of thought and deed.

I can only remain with the ghost
on my shoulder

and the demon polluting my love.
I can pace my inner room

and never find a solution.

I will always be chained

%0 the soil, imagining

the bright orb of heaven.

For My Son

You are before me -

a simple light, a vibrant light

void of the world’s grey core.

You are beautifill enough, my son -

miles of green terrain surround you.

You whistle, and the strangers beside us
are held captive by your song.

I will not abandon you,

though you fear the anguish of loneliness,
and you feel the uncommon strain

of a raw dimensional heart.

You bring me joy.

I have watched you drown

in a stupor of unhamessed emotions,

and I have scen you laugh at the stars -
you, so much brighter

than the whole of their celestial countenance.

About the author:

Allison Grayhurst is a full member of the League of Canadian
Poews. Four of her poems were nominated for “Best of the Net”
2015/2018, and one eight-part story-poem was nominated For “Best of
the Net” in 2017. She has more than 1250 poems published in over 485
intcrnational literary magazines, journals and anthologies in Canada,
United Stases, England, India, Ireland, China, Scotland, Wales, Austria,
Romania, New Zealand, Turkey, Zambia, Bangladesh, Colombia and
Australia

[USA] Welkin Siskin
The Redolence of Soul (and another poem)

The obscurity of time comes as night
And the night falls without light

But the soul squandecs to cross

All the loagings and frost.
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He weeped aot, he forgot not, he danced not

5“ But he after things sought fth—¥%BF

3 The redolence of soul RAAIEFE
To reach the entire whole. FLT®,

£:d Lt my soul disentangles to toveh you LA R 285 B R OR 2 IR IR
Not a host of things alone but pecple few R F IR RAER
To shed lights in their life. AT A TS TS,

Thou Shall Not Be Consign to oblivion kAR SR CEX

Thou shall a fire malse a furnace TR Bh Kb K B
And thou shall with every rosary of breath go RIS E o — R TR %

B5x et Ny dy, BRABRUIREF
Bt A= N A0 & B AR At X .
TEAFAIH RS FERATE A,

AP S L0 70l
iRERA—ARA

BRR2, BELR

But thy hands these eager beings kiss

Even life in a fraction of time becomes so and so.
These callous inferno may thy life take,

And it flame maythy being swallow

And it devouring may a ghost thee make

With its untold brutality and clouds billow.

I shall not give in my hope that we shall meet * Eﬂ*ﬁ%&"}%ﬁ

In the rising dawn of tomorrow. %i}(;ﬁzfﬁ

Thou shall not be consigp to oblivion. RS B CER. (% %)
A —

PEIZ# [China] WU Touwen

PIAERIED (Sh=8)

I Stand in the Dark (and other three poems)
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Night falls, an immense and intangible entity

I lean upon the window, only to be pushed away but the dark
No light without; no light within

I stand m the dark, only to be pushed away bymy self

I stand m the dark, only to be pushed away by my self
Nothing is existent; even I myself

Am aonexistent; only the dark

Caught by the dark, I stand in the dark

Caught by the dark, I stand m the dark

Until I am part of the dark

I say to DARK, I am free from fear

DARK replies, fear is inthe palm of my hand

A En} When You are Aging

ANER, RERBHFEM
Bok G EM

Whan you are aging, daylight is becoming murky
Andeven autumn water is becoming murky, too

HRIRMBF LE
BHSE, K oREEAIR

ANER, ZROREMEIE/

Early morning finds you crossing the bridge
Leaves are falling, with verdant gaping eyes

Whan you are aging, the tiger’s tail is shrinlang

5 LS MBHEES ‘Whose stripes are all the more sagging
R SIS R You gaze out of the window at the steeple

HILHRE, HIEFAILHE

NER, BRNEDBEAR
RREG L LKL, KEES
rE—EaF, SEEkih

Oh, the craggy blue mountains, with paper scraps at noon
When you are aging, dark things are brightening up

Breeze stirs up the dust on the stone, blowing the vast dome
You might as well take a stroll, and rest by the water
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Chirping birds at dusk cease twitters all of a sudden

Whenyou are aging, the Grim Reaper is starting to talk
Your cheeks bear contact marls, like thinning hones
Someone hugs you from behind

Struggling, you fall into dead silence

Moonlight Shines upon My Forehead

Tonight, moonlight shines upon my forehesd
I slowly raise my head, and moonlight shines into my eyes
I raise my head higher, andmoonlight shines upon my chin

Moonlight gradually gilds me all over, and my feet as well
I'm close to the purest part of miracle
And becoming light, lighter than the coolness of a droplet of dew

I'm the loneliest person during this autumn night—
The chirpy insects are at rest; my heart is bimming with fragments of light
The moon from the sky buries the earth, witnessing the lone shadow of mine

When Autumn Wind Rustles

When autumn wind rustles, I step downsteirs from the attic
To strike the bell; once, twice goes the chime
Chirpy cicadas’winge are thinning

How early west wind is
Someone won’t tum around even in a dead lane

Sighing alone

Flora resists the last withering
That is nothing but a trance after a trance
To cover the hesitance of fruits

I'love all these yellowing flora
So crispy, under the sunny sky
A young wife passes by the whispering of fallen lesves

What is the difference between me and the soul of a butserfly?
Fluttering once, twice
The distant river shimmers in silence

The ladder has become moldered; I have no choice but to keep silent
An ant crawls up a rung
There is a rungful of terror
(Translated by WANG Changling)

About the author:

WU Touwen, a famous contemporary Chinese poet and critic, was born in May, 1968,
in Chenzhou, Hunan province. Lit.D., professor with the School of Humanities, Hunan
University of Science and Technology, he mainly researches China new poetry. He has
published several hundred poems in newspapers and magezines at home and abroad, and
over 150 academic papers and critiques. Besides, he has published poetry anthologies
entitled 7he Family Tree of Land and The Invisible Shadow of Snow as well as monographs
such as SHEN Congwen's Poetics of Life and Interpretations of the Classics of Centurial
China New Poetry. His poems find their way into about 100 different selections. WU
Tonwen is director of New Chinese Literature Society, vice president of Hunan Literature
Review Society and director of Hunan Writers Association as well.
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:: [Austria] Kurt F. Svatek [BLBRIEEREE FIT AL
¥ Cloudless (and another poem) hREXZE Oh—%)
E=]  How would it feel R=—#
to float away like a cloud — RS
somewhere, from one second to the next, SR 257
he was thinking, fhfes,
like a voice, REE—H,
aringhigher and higher, KA RRAE
then slowly, slowly fading away RIS IS8 12K
10 sileace. AFHE#E.
But the sky ARz
was breathtakingly blue, e, WHEA,
without a cbance of clouds. FRE=R.
and so he stayed. B b i SR 72 IR B
Yet one cloud B—%=
might become big enough AIRES B H/Hm KA
It overshadow allothers, #IKMBHAENR,
@ evea to engulf them, EEFEEN.
Just like one thought RE— M
occupying 8o much room i TRz
thatnone remains RS HAb MR
for all others. BT 4 EZEK.
Chances e
What to do with all that wistfulness Zanfrab E R RO
the heart is %00 small to hold? HLUEI S ER?
Maybe the wind will help hiF REIBIR
and carry part of it away. e —&R sy
Maybe the rain will wash hiFmAkSE—ED
some of it into a puddle hE kB
that will be dried Bl a7k E
later by the sun. S WA T .
And perhaps even the sea will help hiF R hESWIR
by drowning another bit. AL —iBs5r.
After all, there will be left enough BE, BSHEBHBRE
for you. S8R

Gk #)

PEFAREXCFEEEAKFB T (POMEZIA-NOTIZIE )

AFHBDIR  #FAFZE 4 ADomenico Defelice - F %Y (POMEZIA-NOTEZIE) X%z (FAFIE) 20204 81
M, CTF0ERAEPDHR. AR TENMEROGMARA, X, FREK, BERORE. WL, MR EERLS
Wil HARHE, KHE17200F R THEELFRA, MIERXREXBERAKIE-BXAIEXMRIFIE (Sitting Together with
my Father) ( ¢SEDUTO ACCANTO A MIO PADRE) ) , {Thunder) ( {TUONO) ), I Stand in the Dark) ( §STANDOAL
BUIO) )fifEjfr. kM, EARIEEEREALAWA, BiEXK, #tiFKDomenico Defelicel+-, XiFH R+ EFELMIEK. ¥
A, #HEEXR IR, R, EAHDomenico DefeliceRAIE. K32K, 54T, HIfld M. Wb, EB k. XAQIDTF
197348, ESHCHATEMHRE, REXFRALRIXZEATIZ—.
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[Brasil-USA] Teresinka Pereira
Anti Quixote

Para evitar ser quixotescos
al ver una planta nuclear
decimos que ¢s

un molino de viento...

En realidad allf estd

un peligroso y cruel

gigante capaz de exterminar
todas las especies

del planeta...

[Palestine] Nasser Mahmoud Atallah
Peace be Upon You Davos (and other two poens)

Peace be upon you Davos
Thank you

For wanting to make
This world

A better place

A happier place
Butforwhom?

Peace be upon you Davos

Yes! I know

American fighter jets need to be sold
Sophisticated Israeli drones need to be researched and produced
So that more could be killed

By pushing buttons

Arms factories in England have to operate
So that your people have jobs

And they could go for holidays

To Third World countries every year
Etc...

Etc...

Etc...

Peace be upon you Davos

Don’t forget

Osama from Baghdad did not choose to be refiigee forever

Mohamed from Hebron didn’t want to lose his identity

Dunya from Aleppo didn’t want to live uncomf ortably

Shaif wants to go back to his beloved Sanaa

Wounds on Ibrahim’s soulare still there

traumatized by NATO bombs in Kosovo

Rahman doesn’t want to have children and grand children in Cox’s Bazaar

Peace be upon you Davos

All my friends

Also want this planet to be better
To be happier

To be peaceful
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i
Forever >
155
B Between Stolen Glances i 2]
3= Thank you R
For spelling out directly BB
Beauty *
Intoxication Pl A%
And the silky thread oflove Btk
Between stolen glances g
And cruel jokes FRELE 7]
Which you used to pour out RAkBiF
In poems PNl G
Al these while x4
That sparked Inter-coatinental fireworks - EINR 10]: 003 1
While I am still dazed TRRATE
With disbelieve M
Fathoming HuE
Your pains and wounds PRAVAEE R0
I can’thelp feeling guilty BAKERII R
Remembering stories iteiks
Of heroism and heartbreaks XTI
@ Grandfathers of Gallipoli InFBEFIRIH L
Between the Talibans Etc... BABtZ R RIE. -
When Buddha statues in Bamiyan Valley were demolished 14 PR HIL A SRR S R R
many heritage warriors Br2ESHARL
screamed to the whole world X M/~ i 5 ey
condemnning the Mullah and Taliban & EL AL FIBE
but nobody says anything LR UAR
when drones destroyed museums LN PR R
Babylon Heritage Sites Bkt igtat
The Hanging Garden SEltH
and all left by King Darius EAR KW+ BERS FHI—1)
priceless to history and world heritage xtF 55 et g AR i

I am not an ardent fan BAR—/ LRI 2

of those who demolished Buddha statues in Bamiyan AR BRFERBILA IR —R
probably had been shot like Malala CrAa BT Ok A =3 - K2l [ ain)

for writingpoems ATER

and talking about Samirs, Hana Makhbalbaf and Mira Nair’s films

But area’t they all
world civilization and heritage destroyers?

So why didn’t The History Channel
say something about it?

BB RDL, PRAE - DIEMNAFIREL - FE/RAVERS

1B HEE AT AR th 57
AR AR ED?

Atta “HEmE”
Xt RFEARR?

GkE+ &)

About the author: &R

Nasser Mahmoud Atallah, a Palestinian poet and journalist. Bom in PR - DA K - FELL, D&HAEA. IDH,
Damascus. Syna 1967. Member of the General Secretariat of the General 196744 TR FIT KD +%, EHHTHAEXESHHL
Union of Palestinian Writers. Published four poetic collections. Member of the & i} jI#BtM R RA. ZX2019E R KX AHESYE, AE

Journalists Syndicate. Winner of a reward of the Free Pen Festival. Egypt, 3
2019. Resident in Gaze. Published many poems in Arab newspapers and g?{; BHRRR, FEMRGRIAMTIZRER

journals,
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(Puerto Rico] Celia Altschuler
Alfonsina Storni (group poems)

The sea told me that it loved me,

but distant, I watched myself in its eyes
80 as not to touch it soul

The sea told me that it loved me

butI did not listen to it,

I luxuriated in the caresses of its tresses
touched bythe golden Sun rays
floating on its waters.

The sea toldme that it loved me

butI didn’t underswnd it,

instead I surreadered myself

to its playful waves,

that filled me with overflowing

foam.

The sea told me that it loved me

and I loved it without knowing,

for it enfolded me in its waters

as I slept by its side.

*Dedicated to Argentinean poet, Alfonsina Storni

Julia de Burgos

She would go for a walk at 5am, to awaken the night
unveiling the dreams of Mooas and Suns,
embracing a river companion of her grief,

offerings of love, nature and sorcow.

Passionate by its water, she immersed her body
while the beautiful voice that accampanies

the flowing waters caressed her temples

with seductive charm_

And once again, as before,

she felt embraced by the dancing currents

whom she had learned to love before

giving away her innocence in the arms

of a stranger.

Cloaked in her absence, she returned to her river
“extending her spirit in verse”

Sometimes transformed into a brook,

Other times recreated as a woman.

There, where the forest reveals its abundance,
Where brush adoms fertile wood hills and valleys,
Silence continues embroidering cascades to poems
That still recite yoor love for the river, Julia.
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*This poem was written in honor of Puero Rican poet Julia de Burgos.
Extending her spirit in verse a phrase she uses in her poem “Rio Grande de Loiza™

“The Mouth”

They called it “the mouth”

a braided fountain of rivers
embracing the ocean

How many offerings lie beneath?
your sage waters?

How many prayers surround your
mystical edges?

Here, where two rivers meet,
where honcy and molasses
become dancing waters,
abraided fountain of

motherly love, journeys

into the realms of the sea.

My horizon

My horizon is made of thousands of poems
that sleep under a blue blanket

that emerge from the sea of your pupils
caressmg my nights

possessing my stars

my horizon is made of thousands of poems
making love as free as seagulls,

without a fear, without a negative thought
without an impediment, without a heartbreak
only wings to fly, across new skies
crossing a sea of seas

under a thousand brilliant stars

Caribbean Seagull

Voices in the night

silent moments and images
from dresms of a land
captive in the aims of the
Caribbean Sea

Caribbean Seagull...

Let me scour your mountains,

worship their green walls with my poems

let me dress myself with your colorful flowers,
80, I can meet the lonely humming bird,
troubadour of your melodies

Let me drink from the breast of your mountain,
bathe my body m your earthy rivers,
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navigate the Sun rays on your oceans,
as I hold the cup of your essence.

Voices in the night

fade in the hands of daylight

a seagull has crossed the Atlantic,

while a beautiful maiden, dressed with corals
waits for freedom along with her starfish

Atabey in the Manati River

Last night I saw you in my dreams

and indeed, you possessed a majesty
drawn from the richness of your

silent contemplations, uttexing not

your name

I wanted to embrace you, but could not,
you were pulling by your fancies
everything that your footfall touched,
and your course whispered

what my soul knows well,

displaying your warmth and beauty

of Sun’s rays caressing your body

with reflected painted landscapes,

of falling leaves with overflowing delight

I wanted to capture your gaze,
look at myself in the color of your leaves
thence breathing my desire to hold you

However, I could not move
before such noble deity,

who walked away in the bushes,
without saying a word,

and ignoring my presence.

It feels free to be with you

and while your placid waters
merge info my spirit,

our existences become tripling
streams over damp stones

L.ast night I saw youn in my dreams
but this time it was different,
because barbored in your dawns

I saw hasched within your waters
the melody of the sea’s lullaby.

Julia

You have returned to
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draw smiles on flowing streams
to write poetry on stones
among the river currents

to hide your affairs in

banana plantations

You have returned with wings

free 1o fly

soucbing the wind

perfume withcitrics and coffee flowers
playing with “pomme roses” at

the river’s edge

yon have returned stealing
from honey, it sweetness
undressing your soul

between mountains

that facethe sky

you are no longer

a chrysalid

dressed with social roles

you have wings 1o fly

liberty to feel, verses to write,

and your river to love.

(dedicated to Julia de Burgos Puerto Rican poet)

Nostalgia

Today I returnto you

with great nostalgia

I've seen your hands

calling me from the watcrs

I’ve seen the Sun un your pupils
covering your blue Mediterranean
I've seenyour copper shin
playing among colorful fish
anchored in the arms

of an encbanting memmaid
Today I retum to you

with great nostalgia

my blond sand hides behind

the Sun’s fingers

I meet you once again,

this time...

way over the ocean

as far as silence

Newborn

Between lips of coral and gold
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I have seen a child dance out
ofthe womb of the river

He came near

exteaded his arms to me
while from his laughter
came out waterfalls
perfumed with honey
embroidered with fish

and omamented with amber

Floral Ballerina

Buteerfly, who revolts her fragile essence

In the gardens of life

Dancin gamong hibiscus and roses

Writing poems on the pages of silence,

Please lend me your frame so

thatmy soul can be covered with joy

lend me your wings so

I can learn shout the flora of my country

Give me the pleasure of being free like you
Leaving behind all kinds of social chains

Of strange ways of living, and unfair rules
Butserfly, who revolts in a more subtle world
Lend me your wings, I will accept your freedom
if so, for one night, one aftemnoon, or for one hour
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Celia Alwschuler is famous artist (painter and singer), poetess, translator
and French Prof. She was bom in Mayaguez Puerto Rico, from a French
family. Now she teaches French to the people in Lajas, as volunteer community
work. She speaks, reads and writes 6 languages, but fluent as a native speaker
in three. She has participated as a poet in more than 27 Anthologies throughout
the world, and also her poetry has been translated to Japanese, Arabic, Bengali,
Rumanian and Greek etc. Her original poems are in French, English and
Spanish. She is “the Caribbean Seagull” as critics on her first poem book
remind her. Her paintings have been book covers to other writers in Algeria,
USA, France India Uruguay, Spain, etc. Her paintings have been in exhibits
Turkey, Japan, Mexico, Uruguay France, Spain, USA and others. She certified
on SumieArt atthe Bugei Japanese School in Valencia Spain 2012,

She was First Award in Poetry Contest at the Arts Science and Literature in
Puerto Rico 2010. Other Awards she received were from “Concours Eoropoesie”
UNICEF in France from 2012 to 2017. (Prix de la “francophonie” among other
categories). In 2013 she was laureate of a Silver Medal and a Certficat as an
artist, poet, and a painter atthe “Arts Sciences Lettres “of Paris (ASL). On 2017
she was honored with a Bronae Medal and Certificate from Brazilian Poetry
Association for Peace Literature Symposium poetry and an Art exhihit.

She wrote two musicals shows on 1910 and 1991 in San Juan. Recently
she directed and produced, plus wrote “Atabey and the Taino Indian at la
Parguera”. Her project “Atabey and the Taino Indian “is an Epic legend oflife
and love in the mangrove of La Parguera and it was recently Awarded at Photo
Diversity Film Contest at the Musenm of Natural History in New York, as Best
Short Film 2018. And also, at the Rincon Film Festival in PR 2018.
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[China] LIANG Ping

Remove (and other three poems)

Remove the mask,

Remove the dre ss from your body, be aaksd.

There has never been bad news from the east window of South River Street.
Red lights and green wine, all with three mctecs clcarance,

Can’t reach my attic.

The panes ofthe south window can’t be broken, aren’t made of paper.
Full views oflush greenery, with new leaves jade green,

Dripping gentle romance.

To surrender completely is the only way to break through,
Breakthrough the siege fromall sides,

Settle the heart, relinquish desire,

The names ofthe countless people I have encoumteredare not made up,
The struggles for status inevitablyend,

Scarred and beaten down.

Putting down all you seek for brings lightness,

Laugh easily, flirt lightly,

Easily face everything.

Never again clench your jaw and grind your teeth,

Have a cup of tea, moisten yourthroat, brighten your eyes,

See the sky blue, see the clouds white.

I am lovingly loyal to loathing

Tired of three meals a day.

Tired of going out early and retuming to two points and one line.
Tired of the lyrics in the first half of the desk.

Tired of the meticulous color on the balcony.

Tired of sweet talk.

Tired of the wind and snow.

Tired of melons.

Tired of water.

Tiredof the coolness of the shadows.

Tiredof falling leaves and lamenting.

Tired of the mouth and the belly of the sword.
Tiredofignorance and falsebood

I have a soft spot for boredom.

Follow the rules andrules, step by step,

Let me be dull, wilting, unbearable,

Shaped with dead bodies.

Tired, tired, tired and lingering,

Let every inch of time,

Be empty. Leave a scar,

Alone slash and bum, the sun andthe moencan be learnsd.

Incomparable

I oftenuse this comparative adjective,

Omitting the prefix and suffix, their excessive moderation,
Itis not alone, and its meanings can reach infinity.

My description of infinity is a limited edition,

One and only. In my one and only I magnify infinity,

Like a dream ambushing me nightly, repeatedly, ferociously,
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[1¢aly] Manuela Mazzola

Nobody’s Land (and another poem)

Iwill come tomorrow
above a dream

while the seagulls shriek,
in nobody’s land.
Grinding the teeth

and clenching the fists

I will fight for my life.

Heart’s Scream

It bursts into the darkness

my scream to the solitude

suspended / banging fromnothing

my scream fights againstthe world without weapons.
Its haunting eco persecuting me

would destroy myselfif1hadn’t got aheart.

(Translased into Englishby Melissa Bernabucci)

About the author:
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Its distance frommy reality as thatbetween two stars.

This span almost immeasorable,

Deapairingly further thanthe corners of sky and incbes of closeness I know.
Nevera second thought. When I recognize incomparable to be incomparsble,
One road until the void, where even white is black,

The black deeply rooted, understood at a glance.

Over distance

South of the south,
Forms a dead end withthe southwest.
I don't like the north, the rain, snow, of smog in the north,
or little alleys or the courtyards, the candied haw fruits,
Have nothing to do with me, no noswalgia.
But Zhujiang Delta, every comer a dead end,
All silently relate to me my life and death.
Like a crouching sea turtle, sitting isolated betweenthe rocks.
Reclusive.
I can actually see this dead end inthe distance,
Perfectly matching my everyshart, every going, everytum, every convergence,
The rivers are strong and bnimming, andthe flora prosper.
(Translated by Kenneth LU)

[BAFIS R - DikH
Mz (&)

A
RUBELHE
RBNX #RY I Ay
FEFEZ .
BBk AE
BERE

AA TR,

S IO

KRBT Tk
R ERERTTAHY
AR
RATARR 53X -1 A TR th 5 AR
I 2 A KAIFERELSLL K
MRROLEIES, REHARRK,
(WY - aafi XKk 7 0UF)

BRI

Manuela Mazaola,is a poetess, born in Roma on the 2nd of July
1972. Education and training: General Certificate of Education at
Margberita di Savoia High School in Rome; Humanities degree (in
particular anthropology studies) at “La Sapienaa” University of Rome
with 110/110 con lode score. Cognitive and leaming disorders children’s
tusor, especially for those who got educational special needs and suffer
from hyperactivity. Elemenfary school #eacher and didactic coordinator.
Still cooperating with some literary newspapers like “Pomezia-Notizie”,
directed by Domenico Defelice (poet and joumalist) and “Il Convivio”
(quarterly magazine about poetry, art and culture directed by Angelo
Manitta) writing articles, poems and tales. Some of her articles are also
been published on “Tl Pontino Nuovo” directed by Angelo Capriotti.
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; [Algeria] Aziza Dahouh [FI/RBRRNEIPT T4 - S95%
= Moon Observer (and other three poems) WMAE H=%)
Ix

Thou art the observer of the moon HRR A&

What attracts you % 5 1R

Is it the charming crescent B——BZHAFH

Many people seen you ANE AR

Bathing in its light when it is full KRG EH AR

Together thou had many talls ‘wERFA

Night after night B BB

But none dered to decode Talismans TRy o B8

That unique language PEIHh—F=

Lady Lunawouldyourecite A B AL RIS 1

Apoem... A poem —H, X—HF

All of us are listeners BNRR BT

Ear are ttmed and hearts beating at HEEM.L Bk EiE=

Same frequency of your words ARG BRI —SA

Apoem... A poem —HH X—Htr

O Everlasting life KRR

18

Wen-di the brave dragon rider XaBEEN

Went on adventure & L ORATE

Left his soft wife alone B ES T

He climbed the cbinese high peaks Hg i tE

In soarch of immortality FHAEHMW

What he discovered laser BEHRAH

Life is a short journey ANESREE

No way to everlasting life KEHLATH

He decided to go back KEBERR

Following his footprinte 1B B b 2

But the old dragon couldn’t go further ETEEL huifr

So tired for sucb adventure R HR

The dragon was weak TRBEEAL

Obligedto settle onthe peak B TRtk

And face his destiny BEZadai

Then Wen-di said to his dear companion SCGEET R

No way to stay isolated - (= a2

I should go back to my wife BRELHE

And live the rest of my life R tERAE

In love and harmony REZERM

He walked down for long days AX—A&Y

Till he reached his beloved wife R ]

He found her onthe verge of starting ajourney {3 ARttt

She had no time to a farewell party TP AR

Just waved her hand EFEAEX

And left searching for a iraculous plant uehis; Aol

That brings back youth to her face and body R FHERT

Poor Wen-di again lost his beloved wife EFREE

He missed to remind her ERTkiEN

The lesson he leamed from his journcy Bk E‘@@%

Life is not measured by the long years EQAERE

But by the precious moments they shared B T

What Is Life T A

RIP




Between the dawn and the dusk REZA

1 lived my life RIGH

Perfected the job of the acrobat HoR TS
Presented many shows IR RN

On a very thin rope, I showed my talents Mz EERE
Crossed 1o the side of madness R LR A

I found no evils, except beautiful souls ARFE, tEAHEMRH
We were all innocent kids BRI ICHHRE
We enjoyed hide and seek games B IR R R AR
I came back to reason # T ok81E
Honestly I was not very satisfied HKEBRAKBE

1 stayed mute for long times KitA—aARER
Then i torned the blind eyes HidRENTR
And swrted enjoying BIFHRER

Ijumped a doublejump then a triple one without falling down
Tha’s life...

WEE, =E®, BANET
XN

It’s about keeping balance TR R R % Vi

Between resson and madness EEEREE 2 |
Words A

What are words for WiBFEH 287

Since theydie after speech RHRBR &M

Theybecome a memory BRILIL

Theybelong to the past BT

How many poems have the poets written WABEHH?

And 993

How many lyrics have the singers sung & 28k

All the words have gone with the wind ] Ve P DAL

All the words are buried in the cemetery of silence BAETTRE M

What is left, only a sad tune

About the author:
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[Italy] Lidia Chiarelli

Mucha’s Seasons

Autumn

Like a Queenyou stand.
Auturnn leaves

In theirred and yellow garments
Are precious jewels

For your royal beanty

Winter

The garden where you move

Rests in a hushed silence

And the snow is a delicate, white lace
On the naked branches.

All is silver grey today.

Summer

Redpoppies and golden ears of wheat
Sway in the breeze.

And while you walk in the summer fields
we are enraptured

by your amazing grace

Spring

Fragrance of apple blossoms on branches.
Your sweetmusic

echoes lightly.

The world slowly awakens

In the April brecze

[Croatia] Jadranka Tarle Bojovit
Arena (and other three poems)

You’re baffled by what you see around yourself
Baffled while watching a myriad of gathcred faces
Are they all narcissists

Have they all enteredthe arena anticipating ovations
Excepting applause and flattery

We are here made for it

Resolved in advance to be loyal

To seal in advance our non-existence

With an applause.

People I

People kill in different ways
They might not have killed you right away
They might have been killing you for decades

RIP
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They might have been killing you with words
They might have been lilling you with intrigues
Behind nice masls

The killer’s face was hidden

Shown only for you

They ksilled in different ways

Nice ladies werekilling slowly

With theirrefined words

And soft voices

Killing for years

They mightnothave killed you right away.

Parting

This might be our last encounter

‘We may have something o say

Maybe we should have said it a longtime ago
Nicewords are left for the end

In the end regrets come before departure
You steel aeed me so much

I want to give you so moch

This migthbe our last encounter
Nicewords are left for the end

Ihave so much to say

Time is 80 scarce

I'm unhappy without you.

Revelations

Why your head is clear
Andeverything is obvious
Andeverything suit fine

You accept and understand everything
You let the music follow you

It makes you feel better
Inthebus called life

Exchange your seat

You'lifind out how the others live
You'llfind out about yor life too
It is not always nice and cosy
Riding on the bus oflife.

About the author:
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Jadranlm Tarle Bojovi¢ was born in Sinj, Croatia, in 1957. She lives and works
in Split where she received her education. She graduated from the Faculty of
Economics in Split. So far, she has published ten books. She participated ind
European nad intemational poetry festivals. She took a place in Sarajevo on poetry
marathon in 2012.A collection of short stories Pri¢e iz podavijesti (Stories from the
Unconsiousnes) and the collection of short stories and poetry Proljeée ljubavi (Spring
of Love) where both published in 2006. In 2008. she published a short novel Vrjeme
kada su padsle maske (The Time when masks falling of) which was well received in
two competitions, for the best novel and best illustration. In 2009. she published a
collection of short stories No¢ ruXifastog obzora (Night of the Pink Horizon). In 2011.
she published a collection of poems Izgubljena ulica (A Lost Streets). She is a
member of the Croatian Litorary Society at Rijelsa. Her book Pjesme jedne dZezerice
(Song of a jazz-waman) which is published in 2013. is pronounced as one of the best
collection of poetry published at the mentioned society.Her next books are Zamak od
bjelokosti (Castel of ivory) in 2014.Bajka u ulici sjena (Tale in the street of shadows)
in 2015. Kapwino i rukavice (Capuccino and gloves) in 2018. and Vlak kasni,zar ne?
(Train is late, isn’t it?) in 2019.
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[China] WANG Mengren
Watching (and other two poems)

Without the sweetmilk of drinking in the moming
Within a stone’s throw

During the mutual gaze with the herdsman
Closely I put flowers into the heart which is colder
Againstthe broken sky

To be engaged in a heated discussion about the marriage of cuckoos

All my life and love

Is twittering nonstop on the grassland
Untilthe lastnight

The creek runs slowly

Myheartis laden with falling snow

Opnly a few oxen and lambs
Climb atop the mountain
Leisurely

‘Watching me

Finally

I stop in the crevice of dusk
The eyes, wander here and there at the end of performance

The collapsing earth wall is alive with green moss
I have ever gazed homeward for a long time

Yourpoems have activated the rock of heart
Before my eyes
An additional flutteredtopic

The fingers withclean autumn
Are The Book of Plateau and Plateau Singers by me

Before a man givento debauchery

My fantasy

My sky

Darkens for no reason

To press painfully against the whole plateau

Creeping

Except the dandelion of May which is creeping upward
‘What remains
Is countless violent and wicked darkness

Aquietodeescaping into desolation
Is with silence during impatient choice
Like a person, over and again

To listento the night snore of dropping water wearing a stone
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[Saudi Arabia] Raed Anis Al-Jishi
The Arrival of Seagulls (and other four poems)

I have seen gulls,
in holy visions,
hover and invent
the sound of horses.

I have seenthem

give alms to rats

hungyy for crumbs of bread,
crucified on the altar.

I have seen them

flap theirwings and swallow
common rules of fish.
Reinvent the physics

of a silver talisman’s dance
on the sea’s curve.

I have seen rats
feast at the fall of dusk.
They claim to be the genesis oflight.

A Dance of Bullets

Ifout of passion I strained my heart,
it doesn’t matter.

You crossed each alley

of my inner streets -

airrored the dream

curming through my veins,

and from my garden,

plucked,

the love grown

from a pear tree.

If I offer you roses

distilled from my blood

and if, in your honor

I play the anthem of salvation

INTERNATIONAL POETRY

The secret which separates each morning and dusk is not revealed
In the woaderful narration of singing against the back

Thereis my staggering shouting atthe top of my voice

There is my impulse irrespective of face

And the tolerance when heartbceaking

The pure soft feeling, the ancient road and deserted path
Age overnight
As if dim and distant
(Translated byZHANG Zhizhong)
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with my heart’s beats,
it doesn’t matter.

Home,

it doesn’t matter.

It doesn’t matter if

all you could offer me is
a dance of bullets.

Boundless

No borden for bounty,
with a housand parties and factions,

and woes crown kings of passion.

I'm all & nothing
for tbe great & worthy belong
only o the free word.

Leave methen.

I chose mirrors

as amode of reflection
and will -

a compass for my path.

The Genesis of Clay

I wear clay masks

made out of sapless soil.

Call on the sterm cloud

chained by he bleak cold

10join the thrill of the newbom wind
ona pearl

muffled with pride.

Final Act

In the theatre of time I stand crucified on the cross of my tongue
warching birds asthey fall on my song

And steal breadcrumbs and wine
that grow from my soulful melody.

What could meaning hide for me
ifthe bars of its rhythms are rooted in the rhyme’s soul?

I see nails pierce through my hands,
and yet my dreams hammer back.

I am a stranger carving out the meaning of home,
recollected from memories my footsteps have known.
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This home that lends its marks on my skin
andprints thorns on branches of my veins.

A cooing carved, while clouds witness
the towering danee in my lungs.

Water escaped the land to pour upon me
and drench thecracksof mymurmur.

Some words ean’t grow without a body
unless slain in the temple of description.

What if I didn’t listen to my heart?
My cross is all I carry with me

This heart I bear onmy back bent
serene with my songs into the woods.

My verse metrics sound the storm in my blood
againstthis world of dust that dulls the spirit.

I hearstring echoes calling for th e uprising
within the confines of my time and space.

I'm a free soul, and my soul tortures me,
likely to stisch my lips into silence.

Yet my wordwill take me among
the scented stream of flowers gilding my guillotine.

Only poems soothe my wanderlust

in one poised moment.

Two raptors surround me: my mind & my faith.
A whispering angel with broken wings

Walked seven times around my cemains
ringing my hwns in every round.

I will break the pink stone inside my chest
if she leaves me in a valley with no direction.

And I will catthe oxygen oflove,
ifshe tries %o break my illusions.
(Translated by Amira Rmmah)

About the author:

Raed Anis AI-JISHI (poet, translator, Qatcef, Saudi Arabia) has an
honorary fellowship in writing from Iowa university. He has published one
novel, nine volumes of poems in Arabic, one in French and one Bleeding
Gull: Look, Feel, Fly, in English. His poems were translated to many
languages. Alongside a carcer as a writer, he teaches high school chemistry.
He is a feminist and human rights activist, and worls on issues involving
children and literacy.
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- [Albania-Belgium] Agron Shele [PT/REL RN -LEFad 130 - &40
&5 Rain in Montparnasse (and another poem) FDASRRETE (—%)
5 (Charles Baudelaire) ( SUR - BefSER)
Today was raining in my town AKX K LR
Yesterdaywas the same symphony WER th 2 RIAE A 32 M
With trickles of mist in bitter traces Egidioh & 4) X0y
In that time, SR e — R AR
That was bending a sickening muse 1 — bV o 28 ST ith
Over evil flowers /RETRE2EEELE
Rooted under darkness REREREENT
And shadowed in grey, KGR TR
In a soul e ARA—F
Flowering thepain of light ke —m s i E S
Remaining FHE - Baa/M
A white boat ravaged by seas! NS LT A\F
Today borizons descended drapes of clouds S RZABENIHF
On the brightest stands of the sky RETSHEEZFRfE
Behind the scenes of stars, PEERRKEGD
That embodied coneem HEEEFPEILELD
@ And a faded angel e H R ar/hESE
Driven magically REHMAESIH
Throughthe warmth of words i ERREAEE
And exteaded conviction Hit ERAIBREAEE
A brolsen blood T bu i diii ki) (g
Biting of evils LL B 8 I — M e
Thirstykisses BEFh of R 13 HAIFEY
Escaped demons ARk E M kA R IE
Towards deepest mysteries EBHE TR BAIZR
The wind held her breadth today SRR EIER
Forthe concert played in Montparnasse AT R E RS
Withoutviolins BEA RIS
Exeept vibrations of air, {ERARiHIRMED
As inarticulate, AR IR E E 88
From a choir of birds thatkeep the same nest ¥AR—SHHAE
With their brolsen wings WEETRBRAEE
On that statue S A S RER 2 h
Those orchids descended on earth! SRR NI 2 TR
My dreams are there BN
My dreams are there, BEEE TR
Just like thousands of icebergs in an endless ocean. RIS TH Aok S
Mind penetrais all the way flying, TROKEBEETT
In other skies, trips “endless”. ERRRELHEER
My dream sare there, B2 N 0F F 8t Pz 0F 4
In spring skies, with many stars EENAERERRR
Pieces of feelings crumhle a soul R IRNAR
And tumed magic into a cloth. Sy 5y e AR ERE A
My dreams are there, RV TEB AR
Just like light whiteaing, in sun rise. B —RE S A
With longing of autumn in a chest PR T PR KA 8 R
And .. points of rain— sorrow. BHEMARS S

RIP




Mydreams arethere

Over rainbowarches, colors of thoughts;
A white day, hope and happiness,
Trenches are twisted, poetry rebellion.

My dreams arethere

Formated in a great feeling...
Aview thrown in a dark sky
Breathing margins — a statue shape.

[Israel] Lali Tsipi Michaeli
Poem in the rain: Take it (and other two poems)

You are running for the bus from Tel Aviv to Jaffa
Fear is eating your life

Here is another of your missed opportunities
From all the loves flattened under the wheels of consciousness crushing
All the flies of memory

You do not need

All those memories

To fall again

Onthe dangers of the blazing road

Awoman inthe cain

Hugging the wall

Stealing a glance into a transparent dream

I want to be with her suffering

With her for a moment of miased opportunity

A moment of calm in closed loneliness

Legend of the body

Well, I was gone

it was on the day the mouth widened open in front of
a vacant audience

a hall world, devoid of ears

and started shouting

As it happened

the hearing merits were sealed

and the hall wurld faded out to mute

and silence was hovering overthe face of the earth
such

a white silance

well bleached

You know,

unlike a wedding dress

like Butoh dancers

white linen cloths with a pinch of pure soul within

white washed face

and a drizzling drop of blood that escaped the ear'’s cave

all of that, in front of a vacant audience

Do you know how it feels to shout in frontthe hollow hall world
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Familiar with the cologsal reverberation?
If the hall world does not mute
the eardrum co 1d explode
hence
there is no voice, nor any th t answers
you stand alone in the life caps le
open wide within a body
(Translated by Nadavi Noked)

Facebook and the Nuclear Deal 2016

This is a generation of chaos
The type which humanity doesn't know about

Not thatthe evil is worse

That the evil is crueler

That the evil is more banal

N or that the evil is more absurd
But

-You know betser than me-
That the evil is inthe guns

In unheard rhythms

In betweendark secrets

In the throat of existence
Within the pages of signed contracts
In the veins of betrayal

In the cybemetic man

Faceless

So why are you silent
Scream! Scream! Scream!
(Translated by Michael Simkin)

About the author:

Lali Tsipi Michaeli is an international Israeli poet. Bom in Georgia in
1964.She immigrated o Israel at the age of seven. She has published six
poetry books so far. Attended intemational poetry events in New York,
Guorgia, Italy France, Romania and India. She was part of a residency
program for telented writers in New York at 2018,

Her books have been translated into foreign languages. Soon her book
“The Mad House” will be p blished in NYC. Lali was defined by Prof.
Gabriel Moked in his book as “Erotico-Urban Poet” and was highly
regarded by critics, who consider her as an innovative and combative. Lali
tallss in her poems about the state of the world and man in our age. On the
loneliness of man in the technological age. In her apocalyptic poem,
published in a political licrary journal YEHI, she spares no rage and
reproach and positions herselfas a prophet of fury. In 2011 Lali conducted
an anthology for protest “Resistance”, in which she presents her personal
poetic manifesto, claiming that “poetry as a whole is a revolt.” In the past
decade, Lali has created 15 Poetry Video Art that have taken part in world
poetry festivals such as ZEBRA in Berlin, where she reads her poems in
public spaces, expanding the circle of poetry consumers. “The poem is not
purely purely individual. It is common ground and should be heard in a
great voice,” the poet claims.Lali teaches Hebrew at Ben Gurion University.
She has one son and lives in Tel Aviv by the sea.
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[Cyprus] Rubina Andredakis [EEMREE AT L - ZEAET ;_
N
Dusk e &
Dark clouds onthe sky appear, RELREHE, ii';
The coming storm I fear! RVLRAFTHIy
Itis dusk... #HECDE
Soon it will be dark! XRER T
Thunders already shake the earth; FHEIEE .
I bold my breath. REHEFER,
‘Be prepared’, is life’s rule; “W” , AARIL:
My feelings, [ must rule! RS2, RER
The coming winter XFHE
Wil surely be bitser! £l
I have to be bold RSB
And confront the cold. HEES.
Live in expectation of spring, FEEX,
Which will bring E LT
Flowers onthe ground WHHIEIL
And fragrance around! FEIELL IR
k® #)
""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""" 29
[India] Ashutosh Meher [RIEEIRTRFFEH - ¥oHE O
Modern Life (and another poem) RRETE )
Modenm life all crisscross B A EALInAR
Futile works full with fuss INBK RS
Our own ego kill us full HRPLKAR
Unproductive works of loss. BRI T 0% E
We live a life full of crisis HETE LA
Own creations what to do BIEA sl Br
Run after mirage of life BEHERRERT
Go inso spin frustration so.
FhFhby R % 3L g
Mind we fill withall garbages BT 2 L Angili)
Think negatives grow bad crop MBS ED
That leads to tension in mind WAl HX DR
Killing our self esteem to drop.
SEFMRSE A %
But there are ways outof this jam ISR MR A
Let be buman and live life simple ek N AR
Smiles be cheerful with one and all LYETEHATA
Life will be so lively cool and colourful.
Water for All AR
The dazzling water drop i%g;gg
Lifeline of our civilisation FHEBHE
Save it for heavens sake TR
Do not waste like emotion.
A drop saved a drop grown E%E}gﬁg
Noneedto search onMoon Bt 3
Only foolish waste in mom Bk AT
And search out during noon.
Let's have water sufficient for all g{%gﬁg
Or our growth will be void and nullL (BAR &)

RIP
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[Bhutan] Sajan Suberi
A Home of Praise (and another poem)

In the midst of hatred
build a castle oflove

in the gardea of malevolent
sow a seed of purity.

In the bag of greed

load the heart of generosity
on the street of miseries
build a roof of charity.

In the cities of War
spread the seeds of peace
in the place of curse

sing the song of blessing.

In the time of distress

glorify the aame of Almighty
in the time of persecution
enchant a hymn to honourGod.

Your heart is a temple

where God thirst to reside

clean your inner garbage of Unrightcnouness
and make your heartas home of Praise.

In the End...

In the end most precious gift so call life will vanisb
heterogeneous races will perish

diverse culture will disappear

treasured omaments will dematerialize.

In the end your ego will die

malignant hostility will bite the dust

selfrespect pride will kick the bucket

lightoflife will cender to heavy calamity of sorrow.

In the end glowing galaxy will darken
motionable planet will be immobile

undying flow of river will be desected land
pure air of green tree will be bazardous venom.

In the end holy message will be deaf and dumb
flawless truth will be meaningless as dead walk
philosophical talk of emiment will be valueless
rigbteous power of earthly will be heavenly soul.

So my motherly brothers and sisters

before it arrive so call IN THE END

let our mind ink and hand penned to glorify

essential asset of our life so call litecature of the world.

RIP
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[Hong Kong] CHOI Lai Sheung
Plough (group poems)

The plough is like an earthworm, which is ploughing silently inthe esrth; it has
ever turned over its bitter fate, and has ever sedulously sharpened the tracea of the
years. It has ploughed out a green hope, and has tumed out golden fruits.

The plough is honest and generous while chenshing no wild wishes. It assumes
the task of cultivation without any complaint, to be weathered by the seasons, lashed
by the winds, and washed by the rains. Uader the canopy of the moon and the stars,
the plough is shedding its resplendence of life in agricultural cultivation.

The plough is forever forward, and it is never bending and yielding. It is the
symbol of a laborious ox, the portrait of a yellow plateau, and is the extension of
slash-and-burn cultivation. The plough is sharp with its clanking spirit, and it remains
itself between Heaven and Earth.

The plough, in my mind, is always a sharp knife to cut out spring, is the pet of
the plowland, and is the bosom friend of the farmers. It spreads love and poetry
gradually, andploughs out the sagaof antiquity andromance.

Grindstone

In the sunshine, the grindstone at the edge of the village has concealed its
radiant smiles; in winds and rains, how many rcminiscent tears has it shed? Silently
in a comer, it has beeu framed into a mossy saga of the epoch of science &
fechnology.

The grindstone caunot forget its resplendent years of youth. Chewing the
sweetness of wheat, tasting the fragrance ofrice, it is the inner feelings of sowing and
growing, the wishing of thickset fruits, the backward glances of the seasons, and the
ritual of obligation repayment. The grindstone through centuries, after grinding upon
grinding, an hunest history of clanhas been ground out.

The grindstone has been alienated from its stonemasons and from its farmers.
Carved with annual rings, it has become an antique nowadays. The grindstone is
interpreting the great changes through centuries.

Inner Feelings

At the very beginning of the world, the sun and the moon and the stars and
other heavenly bodies are the midwife to a rosy dresm.

Human life is composed of joys and sorrows, and is elevated through
crystallization oflove and beauty, through spiritual process of heritage and creation,
and pure love is strengthened thereafter.

With childlike innocence, 1 distance myself from the snares of the world and
remain deteched from fame and wealth. The gestation in my heart is nothing but
limitless poetry. Human life is so true, so kind, so plentiful, and so beautiful!

Isincerely hope thatthe spirit and deity of poetry and proses will remain sacred
and noble, to penetrate Heaven and Earth.

Mountain Flowers

The iridescent rainbow fresh from a shower ofrain is lighting petals and petals
of flowers on the blossoming, like clear running streams. In the tender sunshine, the
flowers are nnfolding their beaming smiles, to lighten up the pure and simple heart of
the mountain people.

Roses, lilies, and golden chrysanthemums are blessed with a high price, and
they enter the florist’s shop in big cities, before being put into the vase of rich

RIP
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families. Mountain flowers watch all this with detached eyes.

Mountain flowers are neither envious nor remorseful, andtheyteke roots
in mountainous areas which are desolate and infectile. With devotion to life
and adamant soul, the mountein flowers suffuse mounsainpeople’s eyes with
redolence, while reviving the spring in their beart.

Mountain flowers are blossoming in the feaceless garden, facimg upward
to the azore sky and downward to yellow esrth; they are hidden, free, and
anspicious. With my wishful wishes, the mountain flowers are blossoming and
unblossoming in the vast earth,

Chinese Date Tree

Married to saline.alkali soil for lifelong time, the Chinese date tree
stands in combat readiness for the frontal winds and frosts, and for the coming
vicious challenges.

Following the example of the poplar in the desert, and inheriting the
spirit of the “boat of the desert”, the Chinese date tree is proud and dignified,
assuming an air of grandeur.

Neither desiring for drizzling rain of the Southemn Shore, nor desiring for
teader twigs nesr the West Lake, nor desiring for the comfort from a trowel,
the Chinese date tree, bosoming a fair intention, puts out an unyielding vital
force in the endless desert.

O perseverant Chinese date tree, you ask so little while produee so much;
your gtateliness is an eyeful! The soul of the Chinese date tree is cast with a bitter
fate, yet it is so profoundly carved with the tenacity and sublimity of life!

(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)
""""" (Chonggiog) LU Xaoxee
The Face Mask Says
Give you the power to tell lies
Give youthe power to live on

Give you the power to sing praises
Give you the power to be officials
Give youthe power to seize properties
Give youthe power to do evil

Give youthe powerto lead a lewd life
Give you the power to live a long life

Yet you wantnothing
But a face mask

Your terrified defense against the spreading

Your groundless speculations about the virus

Your false wailingoverthe vicimskilled

Your bold yet ignorant predictions of the torning point
Your double-blind anxicty overthe ethical issues
Your scrambles for clesn water

Sumshine, air, fruits and vegetables

Your intimidation of tiny creatures

Never expect to see
Thetruth afier the mask is removed
(Translated by SHI Yongbao)




U FRKIGRE
B oh—8)

BHBHRIREED
—pLitysmiday
0¥, FIEREGRTGE
i ez A
IRILFERE

IRILTETE
—iLABRET L)
KRB T 2N BRI 6
FERER RS
RE——KRATER

BSA RIRE Wit
—Ie I Mt

I —-HEIBRNET, B
#, HEL

hE

E KA BERT
F/hLER
gL
AEEINAK
gﬂﬁ‘l‘u\
LARKRR
BN
BEGEERK

Tk ek ik
BEAZE L
FREILIL/MLE

TR THE
—ERR

SHETRL )
AEAN, HR

EFEET (5—8)

/N

—/ &

RUREFHAN—EE

XAHE

SR REAIPRIC E & — B IS E L R A BY F

BENE DL th e b i) LR BT
— /B LR U RIS R Mk A
FEXTEFEM A LB R

N

RIEMBE ERASIR RERER
RERAAMENIXESER KFEF
H R T SRS A TS
BARE—iA HwEALH—Z

POETS IN CHINA

[Guangdong] LU Yanjiang

Obscurity (and another poem)

>~ 3 B B

I have not seen with my own eyes

A horse galloping away

In wildemness, a train is whistling past

Without bringin g a single wisp of windintomotion
Reed catkins boundless

Reed catkins boundless

— People are given to hallucination

The mirror of msomnia often changes its identity
In the wind of obscurity

I am — the form of water

I have never seen with my own eyes
Ahorse galloping away

The lamplight is in sesrch of its own shadow, andbas
Disappeared, soundless andtraceless

Segment

Before a huge bath mirror
Cautiously I

Puton — @
A swainless underwear

A plastic vest

A redwood cocktail dress

A glass coat

A rubber panty-hose

A cement jackboot

Notforgetting to puton
A lovely bowler hat with peper flowers

You stand to the back o f the mirror
Wordless

With a transparent screwdriver
Without hurry or bustle, to dismantle
Me, piece after piece, bit

By bit ...

And I finally turn into
A pile of waste soil

(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[Anhui] FANG Wenzhu

God Is Washing His Hands (and another poem)

One ides

Is enough to contain allthe toxins in the universe

‘This time

The sun by the Wanxi River turns into an helper for rubbish

No one’s seen him; God in the dark is washing bis hands
One night, water gurgles betweca heaven and earth
In this vast world, it is me that God washes

Bali Village

Peach blossom array first seduces andthen counts

I rule out flames and waves from the sky, long and short pavilions

Willing to fall into the deep throat of life

But without a word, there will be no flower inmy heart
(Tcanslesed by SHI Panrong)

RIP
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[Hunan] ZHU Likun

During the COVID-19 Epidemic (and another poem)

In the morning,
I wore a mask on my face,
Put my Pipa behind me andplayed it.

In th e eveaing,
I wore a mask on the back of my head,
Put my Pipa before me and played it.

I put a mask on my kitten

To peevent it from conducting
Healthy life

To poisoaed minds.

Iputa mask on my dog

Lest it should infect

The cloudy sky

With a happy atmosphere.

I looked forward %o walking to the gate of the community
As if T was on a trip overseas,
After drinking all the mineral water in a small bottle on the bed,
I laughed and shouted:
“The Pacific Ocean is flowing in my belly.”
(Translated by QI Fengyan)

Li Wenliang In Memory

Tbe whistle blower
Is again on a long journey
The lightning of his whistle
In bright against darkness
A huge tree
Has been felled down
And I will be blade
Ofunyielding grass
(Translated by ZHAO Man)

[Shandong] WANG Guilin

Strolling in the Woods

1
A heroin addict is dreaming
Herom is dreaming ofits addict

2
A 30-40-meter tree is hollow
But inside it is sunshine, air and water

3
Abutterfly dreams for life, but it
Is a dream itself, flying here and there—

4
Fallen leaves, withered trees, stone
All will tum into soil, and so will I
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5
The sapling clingingtothe big tree wears fibrils
—Like a beard of void

6
Every brecae blowing gently
Is God's reward to all beings

7
The windy scason. The moss closes its eyes on the stones,
It’s not dead, it’s waiting for another season,

8
Grasses enjoy only the sunshine left over by the trees
Gratefully

9
An Eden of insects, where foxes do not cheat them
Snakes never lure them to eat the Forbidden Fruit

10
Death is a ship
Carrying you through darkness

11
A tree bridge makes a road in the air
So absurd, a one-waypassage

12
In the rain forest
As if I were an untamed monkey

13
Nature writea a poem: rain forest
I also write a poem: rain forest

14
Year in year out, itrepeats itself
Again and again, never bored

15
'What ought tobe deleted
Is that the deleter deletes himself

16
Men in the forest see countless shadows
Yet there is not a bit shadow in the heart of the forest

(Translated by SHI Yonghao)

About the author:

WANG Gauilin, a contemporary Chincse poet. He began to write pocas in the
1980s, and bis poems have been published in such media as People’s Literature,
Poetry, and Genesis. He was invited to international poetry coaferences and festivals
held in Israel, Malaysia, Peru, Czech, and Mongol. His poems have been translated
into several languages including English, German, Japanese, Korean, Swedish,
Czech, Malaysia, and Hunganan. His publications include poetry and essay
collections. He is a member of Chinese Writers Association, Shandong Calligraphy
Association, and Shandong Musicians Association. He is now professional writer of
Dongying Literary Creation Club, vice president of Dongying Writers Association
and Shengli Oil Field Calligraphers Association, vice editor-incbief of Special
Jowmal of Yan He Poetry.
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[Anhui] XU Chunfang
Poet and Emperor (and other three poems)

Yourthrone
Is made of bones and lies
The flickering of fireflies

My poerns
Are made of nebulas and dreams

The shining of stars
Li Yu Said

Inthis world, in my eyes

Spring is immense, trees flourish and grass lush

I have my land of charm and beanty, I am the iron king
Of words

My dignity cannot beat a mighty army

My texritory is left withjust a crescent

My spring flowers shatter under iron hooves
My dream is broken in wine cup

The lonely rivers and mountains is but a song of departure
The ring of bell bleeds in history

‘What cannot be knocked awake is dream, what cannot be understood is life

The crescent, a golden hook

Fame and wealthdirectly piercethrough the throat

Waiting there is just the debris of the carved railings

The azure poems cevive the sentiments of smoky rain in Jiangnan

Inthis landscape, I wield the brush and paint

Spring flowers smiling atbeauties, autumnal moon sailing a small boat

All looking-hack becomes the opposite shore

To Live

To live is history

I've broken so many mirrors

Now a swarm of ants is migrating nervously

‘When the dense clouds in sky are gathering

So many silhouettes change into characters while walking

So many wounds grow with new branches while aching
Time and tide treadon bones all over the ground

Life ages casily and the moon ncver remains intact

In the iron house, poetry is snoring

People worries more while sppcoaching middle age
The muscular chest of history is getting slack

And my land is left only with butterflies, wine cups

As well as a pot of chrysanthemum, which holds

On the window ledge its calmly-bursting banners

Seeking

Maybe a cup of tea, several petals of flowers
Can heal loneliness
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Outside the window, the south wind whirls up the curtainof roses
While it is getting softer and softer

Summer is around the corner whennone notices

Inside the body of a poet there lives a god

Who is the friend of flower, the moonand dream
They converse now and then in beautiful poems
“Everything in the world

Belongs temporarily to us...”

The depth of night is notknown
Itjumps intothe cracks of dreams
Thepast just shimmers like stars
A blur of silent silhouette is blown broken by worms
(Translated by Brent O.Yan)

[Shandong] Brent Yan
The Loong is Dead (and another poem)

I hear no thunder

Except themurmuring of the rain
Falling in the order of scales

In this seeson of the north

The loong hides inthick clouds
Not knowing what occurs

Tothe world, orhe’d

Not bury his head deep

The loong cannot know

Anything about the world, because
‘What should occur has not occurred
Say the chaotic vigor

While what should not occur

Did occur like this

Say the spring is dead

And the loong too is dead

Rain

It seems rain falls like this

It seems it falls

It seemns it is rain

It seems it is rain that falls

It seems not

It sure is not rain

It sure is not @alling

It sure is not the rain that falls

It sure is not

It is just a solar term

In which the rain would fall

In fact therain did fall

And tumedinto snow

Which in turn melted into water

Long hefore the solar term

And even before the eyes went blind

Inthe dark night andthe white clouds
(Teanslated by the poet)
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[Hong Kong] Dumuluofei
Das Manifest einer Gefangenen

Ich begab mich zu einemn Begliickungsakt

undblieb auf deinem Korpergefangen.

D triiumtest dich langsam wachsend , Zeatimeter fiir Zentimeter
bis das andere Ich das Gde vertriumteFrauendasein

und deren alter gewordenes Antlitz

hat durchquert und weitetbin

zuniclan die Gebarmutter

heruntexgerutscht.

Mein le1ses Lustgeschreiwar wie ein auBier Kontrolle geratener Stundeazeiger,
welcher direkt gen Himmel gerichtet, dortist der einzige Ausgang,

welcher dir offenbart, dass mein augenblickliches Glick

nicht nur eine Listcrnheit, dem Akt -Meeresflut trifft Sandkorn- abnelt,
sondeen auch ein Leiden ist, das tief in dich und mich

in unser Leben hineindringt und sticbt.

Dennoch bist du ein fiir alle Mal in heiterer Zuversicht.

Jenen von ihrem Schicksal getéiuschten Helden,

welche ihrem Los nicht aus dem Wege gehen koanea,

weede ich eines Tages gleichwohl begegnen.

Zum unaihligen Male cichteten sie sich aufs Neue auf, unbeugsam und widerstindig,
nachdem sie wieder und immerwieder ausgehdhlt wurden.

Ich scbliipfe hingegen nachwie vor

in die unterschiedlichsten Rollen hinein:

Mal in die einerHeilige, mal in die einer Mértyretin,

mal einec Hure, mal einer Diimonin,

nicht zuletzt aucb Mutter, Licbende sogar Erloserin.

Jawohl, sie alle bin ich, eingefangen in verschiedenen duBeren Erscheimmgen
als wenn jene Masken und Winde, welche augenblicklich

an deinem Fenster hin und ber sich tummeln

und wie die Bienen, welche nie von den Pollen

oder von gefallenen Friichten sich loslassen konnten,

In diesem Leben bin ich eine wahrlich Gefengene

und befinde mich auf stindiger Suche nach der beilen Welt.
Hochstwahrschcinlich wiire ich die allererste Erwachte

aller weiblichen Gefangenen, wie eine Blume halt

blihe ich auf, bliihe ich aus

voller Liebe und ohne Hass.

Werde ich eingefangen in Heiligkeit,

brecheich ihren eisemen Panzer durch.

Werde ich eingefangen in Treue, Begehren und AusschlieBlichkeit,
brecheich alle eingebildeten Feinde und Keuschheitsgeliibde durch.

Werde ich eingefangen in Blindheit und Ehrfurcht,
in herrliche Prophezeiung fiir Rubm und Ehre,
in Freiheit und Freude, welche nur von Jenseits zu ertraumen sind,
dann brecheich ebenso die Grenze zum Jenseits sowie alle Legenden
vondort driiben, durchb.
(Ubersetzt von Yan Zhao)
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(Xinjiang] SHEN Youjun

Statuary of Adonis at the Aegean Sea

>~ 3 B B

Who abandons you atthe seaside

Who makes you suffer such tribulation
And youlie on such a beach of disorder
The body covered with dirt

The beach is long, boundless loneliness

Your texture is adamant, not yet broken
But obviously violated by violence

O how handsome aboy you are

What envy has overtopped the surging sea
What anger has been vented on a stefuary

Behold your hair, behold your eyebrow

Your eyes, your nose, lips

Everything is to my liking

The lonely me in the world

I am scrupvlous about nothing, I like uncontrollably

Because you are a statoary @

You can treat me as your younger brother

As for yourbeauty

I should be your elder brother

I wash anddress youwith sea water, marvel at you

I am very happy to be bere

To meetyou

Noneed o pry into your pest

No need 10 be concerned with your future
Perhaps, hence to own you forever

Though, 1o abhor those crimes of wronging you
But, I am used to it

Heavy dark clouds waft here between whiles
The wind stops, the rain stops

The sun enlightens the ground after all

Here, I can

Gaze at you without a shade of shyness, to appreciate you
To laiss you, to spend adequate time

No harm to me at all

And here, you are free in a real sense

TheAegean Ses, is a scroll of painting which opens the years
To collect male beauty, here it is

The eradle of Adonis, the native garden of male deity

Where handsome men with the kiss oflove

Betweea themto forge the legeadary Garden of Eden

O handsome boy, don’t be grievous

No matter where you are from, to be bathed m

Thewind oftheAegean Sea, I willpolish

Your sheen, with transmigration of the sun andthe moon
To read myth of the Aegean Sea to yon

RIP
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I will find you a shelter, humble and safe
To occupythe beach, to be your sweet heart forever
O wind of the Aegean Sea, please do not sigh

‘When you touch humbleness
Only plain beauty is stark-naked nobleness

(Teanslased by ZHANG Zhizhong)
[Henan] LI Zhiliang

A Grain of Dust is Falling Down (group poems)

1

A grainof dust

Is falling down

Like a falling stone
To bit and awaken
The slumbering earth

2

Nowadays

The virus

Is no more dormant in time of yore

Like a devil waking up suddenly from his sleep
Like crushing dry weeds or smashing rotten wood
Driving human beings

Into their cage

Hence no peace

In the mortal world

3

The virus

Like a bulletproof black dog
Is chasing and running aftec
Therefugees in a flood

Perhaps
Tomorrow
It will become

An emipty seed
In the depth of soul

For a poppy plant
To bloom brightly red
Reaching the underjaw of God
To tower over
The low dust and dirt
‘Whoare self-conceitedants
February 19, 2020
(Translated by ZHA OMan)

About the author:

LI Zhiliang, born in December, 1945, is a native of Minquan County, Henan
Province. Under the penname of LI 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 of 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 bundred various newspapers
and magazines such as People’s Daily, Guangming Daily, The World Poets Quarterly,
Hong Kong Poetry Network, Poetry 1ide, The World of Prose Poems, Selected Prose
Pieces, Surging Waves, American Californian Poetry, Business Newspaper of the
Philippines, Chung HuaDaily of Thailand. Some of his poems have been transla ted and
introduced to America, Britein, Germany, Romania, and India, etc. He has won a host of
literary priaes with his publication of ten-odd books including Choice Selection of the
Short Poems of LI Zhiliang, The First Step, Choice Selection of the Prose Poems of LI
Zhiliang, and Selection of the Short Stories of LI Zhiliang, etc.
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[Beijing] XTE Chang’an
A Man on the Mountain Top

Aman cultivates himself on the mountain top
A painter skeching clouds in the valley
If you happens to look up
You may mistake him fora weathered rock
Or a cloud lost in meditation
When mountain flower are blooming or fading away
He practices breathing with lege folded
And thea read the inscriptions and carvings on the cliff
Calculating how many microbes are sheltered by the musbrooms
Teaching 800 wildbees to chant the Buddhist sutra
In the depth of the ivory-white bird egg
There are souls murmuning to each other
Geologists take away Perosaur footpnints fromwithinthe rocks
A bronze-colored salamander grows out homns
Swimming to the boeder of gods
The autumn unveils the longnight at midnight
Showing the b luest starry sky
Particles oflight shower %o the wilderness and rivers
He holds a Dharma wheel made of dandelions
The vast sky whirls onand on like a lotus wheel
(Translated by SHI Yonghao)

[Anhui] QIAOHao

Listening to Rain (and other four poems)

It is raining, the sound of which is hearable.

I have to be honest, comparable

Read abook which is boring, yawning

Yet it is a must read. It is raining heavier

The pitter-patier is heavier, how many things in the world
Reappear once more. Oh!

You come, and jomme in listening o the rain
You come, and dot not dis turb me

When it stops, I am relieved. This

Is like black-and-white film, actually
Aperson’s experience, the form

Allthe fruits from heaven, all this

With checks andbalances ...

Spring Again

Oh, spring again, the season planted

By us, in the mortal world, in the dream
It is the only, gently

Like the broken shadow

Look, flowers open, grass greens

I pause, andthey

Respond, transmitting, achievement
Another flowering, anotherbrilliance

And I am quiet, really ] am
Prepared, I have been delayed

RIP

>~ 3 B B

@)




>~ 3 | B

®)

POETS IN CHINA

BRI AA. RBE=AR
BRA/DERA R — LN

E il

R, CAERET
hE R,
REHRROFH

—RRREARLL
EAEMHE, B
BEAYEA, BEAIHER
PERAVIE AR

% SUAAKT, WA
AT AT

DR

B AH¥FE
BEZ L, REERE
F-=W%

FIWH4E, MIIRCUED
DR, B——HA
iR, EMN, BA.
XEFERAEE] AR
BiFIES R AERRS
REACAITE, 2
THAR, AR

BRKT

—H, i
fTEERA L, XTiEBt
ERFEARBFR
BEHBIL, FEXHE,
AEEAL e, BitR——
RIEF, BHE. —LHI—
A RBE b, BRKEAF
BRUUK, REUE. B2
HhL AR, Bh
BAFEAOIR, FEAH—KK
ERHA. W ERAED
IR, XAKNEFHY
BFEBRRET, XM ER
REEAFAKEK

&R

Frig, PEYMAFA. REARA,
AREK. ERBATHT, HFAELH
WEEAER, ApfediRRE, A, RFIE
OER (FFERE) (FFHAEE) F.
BRENERMEHSAEIEERER
RB_BERKTBMNXFER TR
B, ZHEBKESER, RBEEXD
SR, KERtRHEK, i (R
A) “HET” £H.

v

Fortoo long. In March I want
To ripple inthe gentle southern wind

The Dawn

In dark night, it is in darkness
Solitarily brewing, or the thing
To happen in an instant

The force gathering bit by bit

Adequate for rebirth, because

The oppression of darkness, the destruction of darkness
The hunt and kill of dark night

The light which is to appear, nobody
To predict the possibility ...

The Wish

In the mountainthere is a temple

In the temple, burn sticks and worship

Two orthree idlers

The same with me, hard for them to be

Calm of mind, the same

Mistake, follow blindly, imbecility.

The grave and eleganttemple! Ohpeople!

The best energy cultivation is in perplexity

Find peace in inner heart, until:

No worry of mortel dust, no worry of his own heart ...

Autumn Is Here

A leaf, beats exactly
On the left shoulder, is it
For me to be in the order of the nature
To feel its change. Spring goes and sutumn comes,
Life isjust so-so, it lets me —
Watch flowers opening, see leaves falling, the one of everything
The prescribed onder is followed; a fine autumn
Red like fire, yellow like gold. Like
The beautiful mortal world, because
The wind of a string plucking, because time and again
No self-knowledge. Oh! No need forthe code
Elegant and ethereal, and reposeful
‘Warm autumn is approaching, the autumn mottled with red leaves
Mixed with old green ...
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

About the author:

QIAO Hao, is a poet in contemporary China. A native of Fengyang, Anhui Province, now
he lives inAnqing. His works have beea published in newspapers and magazines, some of which
are included into a host of anthologies, and some works have been translated into foreign
languages such as English, Japanese, and Russian, etc. He has published two poetry collections:
Selacted Poems of QIAO Hao and The Poems of QIAO Hao. He has won the publishing prize at
the 4th Anhui Provincial Social Sciences and Literature and literature prize at the 20d Anging
Municipal Government, etc. He is a member of Chinese Poetry Society and Anhui Provincial
Writers’ Association, as well as vice proprietor of Changhuai Poetry Society. He is in charge of
the column of “Selected Poems” of Anhui Poets.
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[Anhui] ZHA Jingzhou
A Stagnant Clock (and other two poems)

Like splitting up the waters, seated upright at the end of every second
Attacbed to none, yet dopending on something

The fingers hold steady the only correct view

Allowing the stem to point to the chest

Not squandering other luck and integrity

The unshaded palm-leaves are like

The newborn paradise withunlimited freedom and profound meaning
‘While the wound remains alive forever, never revealing

The traces of time. Mortification is the supreme purity

Maybe You’ll Choose to Stand with the Shadow

Concealing the sighs and twists of a man, tearing apart the cause and consequence
'Will shake off the absurdity of being a m an when it is quiet
Not scared in faca of repeated barassment, not showing, no motion

Like Zen blooms with blossoms, fertile and changeable
The white horse and stone in man’s heart cannot catch up
‘With theunreasonable stagnancy, twist andleap

No jail can take it into custody

Even a single tile orbrick

Can be assimilated and become ghost-like

Or like a magic showing an epposite bank or leaf carved on a cave wall
Neither love, hatred nor worm-eat can understand its wooden texture
Someone who cannot walk out of a solo game

Convey man’s another riddle solution with a vision of the binary world

‘While a fish carryingthe source has to answer to the suspended
Question human has been toiling over andthus brealsable

Developing for hunger and anoxic head the carefree bloodrelationship
Life story and discerning celcium and painless physiology

Naturally it will practice to be a complete liberator, solemnly
Pouring outthe unnamed context andbiddenchetoric devices
That are arbitrary and rigorous

And with a million different silence withvigor
Establishingthe thinking, secret and dignity of man

Should We Obey the Man in the Mirror

Itis just everything in front

‘Would display logically the reversed left and right

I worry that even with all my will and wisdom

It would still put

On the suspicious position

All my faith inthe world

I 'am sure this is what it gives me

Another relationship with the world

I don’tknow how

To figure out betweenme

And the one in the mirror who repeesentme
(Translated by Brent O. Yan)
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[Hubei] LUO Qiuhong
The Wildly Barking Dogs in my Neighborhood (and another poem)

In the depth of last night

Several dogs im my neighborhood
Barked like crazy unceasingly

As ifthey sensed gloomy Death
‘Was hovering above Wuhan

Was their panic from

The virus rampant in the isolated city?! I knew not

But I was well aware thattheir violent response

Must have stemmed from something bigger than the “epidemic”

My kitchen window was not tightly shut

So I stood up %o close it

And heard “Mother Wind” whisper to me:

The crowned “Ghosts™ in evety corner of the isolated city
Are now discussing self-deception “tricks™...

And those who died for their weak immunity
Seethey are still practicing “playig tricks”

And have cracked theirdining parties

The air was vibrant with the angry agony of the dead
‘Which was beyondthe dogs in my neighborhood
Thus gazing at the mysterious crack
Theywere yelping at the top of their lungs
Unceasingly
‘Wuhan, Jan, 27%, 2028

A Bat Ran into my Living Room

Onthe 6th day of the first Lunar month of the Year of the Rat
1 opened my window to air my quilt in the sun

A hat sneaked inside

Before I noticed it

This little hastard, inthe wrong time

Fluttered and bumped in my living rcom

I shrieked at it:

You carry the corona virus, please forgive me for my pain of beingjailed

It didn’t leave, instead it darted onto my glasses and retorted:

Don’tyou humans say wild animals are tasty?
This time you should become prisoners
Wearing “snaffles” forever...

I was dumbfounded by the bold question mark.
For my safety, I dialed 110

Two policemen killed it
ButI did not dare to peep at its corpse.
Handcuffed, I followed the policemen, and heard myniad baw
Enumerating to me all the sins committed byman
Wuhan,Jan, 30%,2020
(Translased by WANG Changling)
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[Shanghai] Vinnie Weo

Wild Berries

When I was young

you cetumed home late at night carrying a hoe on your back.
Wild berries attached with your bamboo hat,
bright red coats with a taste of sweetness.
When I grow up,

I came to an unfamiliar metropolitan city.
While enjoying a strawberry,

it reminds me of you picking wild berries
with your cut up hands.

And now,

your grave is overgrown with wild berries,
but itwill never taste the same way.

(Trenslated by the poet)
[Shaanxi] DENG Panfeng
Weakness of Human Nature
A
Onlythe intention to speak to gods,

The firstweakness of human nature.

The words which can enly be spoken to gods but not to humanbeings,

The second weakness of human nature.

B
Those who play ghosts before the mirror are loveable.
Those who remain silent before a mirror are horrible.

C

Repeotance, the last straw of human nature,

Suddenly, seized by the reigning silence of the church.
Before love, people all have a beart of shame.

D

With a bunch of roses God

Has testedboth men and women,
Who have shortcomings,

E

The devil, with a gold coin thrown in dust,

Te sts the kindne ss and evil of buman nature.
— Those fellows who have ever camouflaged,
With a fair slin.

F

The deity of human beings

Is founded on devil, because

Deity and devil, always the two sides of one body.

G

The thiefhas stolen the drowning baby,
But he himselfhas dropped into the river.
He who has kindness in bis heart
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Is blessed.

H

The kindness of water,

Is to moist, nourish, and cleanse a heart.

The kindness of fire,

Is to mature, warm, andencourage a heart.

The kindness ofiron,

Is to stubborn, principle-observe, and guard against a heart.
The kindness of flowers,

Is to sweeten, delight, and settle aheart.

I

Beauty is bestowed to women,

Also to children.

‘What beauty gives women is wisdom,
Children innoceace.

J

Medicine into the moutbh, bitter taste,
Touching the thorn, and painful.

So far 50 good,

Why more desire?

K

After a bath,

Really clean?
Aftexrepentance,

Really peace of mind?

Your conscience knows better.

L

Chilly northera wind blows,
Window closed andmore clothes.
When hungry,

Prepare soup.

Confucius says: we should reflect on ourselves three times a day,

But usually we forget ourmind.

M

Some doubt the soul,

Some questionhuman character.
Why only complaint?

And not treat it well?

N

Spring flutters its wings of fantasy;

Summer energetically fills it% own form;
With its plump beauty, autumn captivates us;
Only winter acte evil:

Allthings quiet down,

In the world clothed i silver and white.

(o)

People have done evil,

Butthey blame the angel.

In the dream of the children,

The fairies have found the method of salvation,
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Not sure,

But still advance with courage.
Flowers ofthe swamp,
Though withinreach,

Still carefulprobe.
Rash?Wisdom?

Q

Cunning, curiousness, hypocrisy,
Three original sins of human beings.
Sincerity, sympathy, loving heart,
Three virtues of human bemgs.

R

Two tigers,

Can compose a family.
An adult and a child,
Canbe father and son.

S

Wetend to attribuse all our tribulations
To God,

While reserving joyful time

To ourselves.

T

Fresh flowers

Fade in sevendays.

Homely tortoises enjoy

A life spanof one hundred years.

U
Rainbow bridge i the eyes of a child,

Paradise bird in the eyes of an old man.

In boundless longing and yeaming,
We go through the field of thorns.

v

One big, two small,

The world is fleet and transient.
The up is down, the east is west,
Noises back to nest,

A well spring spurts and spouts,
Peace again reigns the heart.

POETS IN CHINA

(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

About the author:

DENG Panfeng is a poet in contemporary China, and his pen name is Emperor
Penguip, Great Forest Trigram. Born in 1975 in Xi’an, the capital of Shaanxi Province,
China, he is a doctor by profession. He is the founder of Frog—Ecosystem Poetry
Group, and a signed poet of Poetry of China and Shaoling Poetry Periodical. He has
published a collection of prose-poetry 4 Ouiet Heart, a travel-style long poem Birds’
Twitters on the Starry Earth — Journey to Qinling Mountain, a drama in verse Tears of
King-Lion, group poems entitled Pentalogy of War, long group poems probing into
emotion entitled Wimble, Twin Cities, a long poem encouraging children entitled
Sparrow and Sorceress — Dialogue with Mom, chicken soup for the soul Black Pearl
Necklace, a poetry collection Deity on the Himalayas — Dialogue with Gods, and self-
salvation poetry collection Your So-Called No Time and No Interest — Reading Notes

and Burning Thought, etc. He has won a lot of prizes.
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[Chongqging] Mu Lan
Paper Fan

Spread a fan warmth and coldness of the world is known
Fold a fan length of right and wrong is known

A fan in the hand the bitter summer oflife can be measured
A fan in the heart the depth of human heart can be known
Emotion in the fan spring flower and awtumn moon cold
Feeling in the fan touching and lingering

Visible on paper a small bridge with running water
Detailed taste heaven and earth in the eyes of insight

Fan in hand who can ccmain calm like the sage Zhuge Liang
He must be a man of men ar are talent

He who is dexterous with bis fan observing rules and customs
Will not abhor the laborers who stinks with stench

A fan fanning the Chinese literary wind

A fan quiet the mysterious fase of Chinese people

It is said under heaven in doing everything moral integrity is the mostimportant
Afaninhand as if feeling the true words of Buddbism

Though a small fan the big world is seen
It can reflect the moon of a thousands autumns canhear zen of myriads of years
Though it is used for show and pretension by low people
It renders them ugly and vulgar
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

[Hunan] Youlin Shizi

Choking

The flowers blocked the roads

The sky was blocked by rosy clouds

A heavy fog in the mirror

was a smoky battlefield

God was silent

putting his hand over his chest ina panic
agamand again

I vore the world open

inmy humble power

and sawthieves, prostitutes and beggars
Tears ran down their cheels

In every kind of fist

there is lust, greed and blood

spurting out

Itapped the night
The streets were deserted , with quiet loneliness
People I met were crazy
Separated from sadness
they were all empty-handed
(Translated by Shuirou)
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[Shandong] YU Zhenzhi

AFew Lines to Huang Lihai, Meng Yifei and Other Poet Friends

On an express train heading all the way north
I witness the dusk of'southern land falling over
‘When the shadows of trees dance to the rising lighte

POETS IN CHINA

Angels hiding in the depth of city begin their feast of poetry

[Hunan] ZOU Lian’an

(Translated by Brent O.Yan)

Parting Company (and another poem)

With a “toot”, the train
Severs

The distance between Xiangtan and Shenzhen

Ever since then

A wound is opened in between

The decrescentmoon

Is a wrong prescription

That cannot dull the pain of longing

An Empty Bottle

Anentire bottle of wine

Is drunk all by me

The watery witch of ite soul
Queuches

The fiery demonofmy soul

(Translated by WANG Changling)

[Shandong] Cai Yi

Mom and Me

Mom is my swextest home

She is like a redred rose
While I'm a tiny dew
Hiding amidst her stamina

Mom is the dark night, while
I am a star, hidingunder
The quilt spread by clouds

Mom is a beauty
While I am a necklace
Hanging aroumd her neck

Monm is like a piece of paper

While I am a character
Lying on it

About the author:

(Translated by B.0.Y)

Cai Yi, original name Yan Caiyi, is a 7-year-old girl who studies in Class

5, Grade 1 of Jinan Eastern Bilingual Experimental School.
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[Guangdong] LI Zhiping
Love (and other two poems)

It is uttered —
Lateral, asingle syllable
that comes through the heart, lung and throat.

It comes to you.
What follows is
blood, soft tissues, and hair.

And a clumsy smell
that’s hard to name.
and the dream’s remnant.

The World

Compared to my hesrt,

the world is so placid.

The barren land used tobe fields,
now deserted and bare.

I feel pain for the two ducks
walking around on the riverbed
that is going to run dry.

Elsewhere

Elsewhere means life,
and here death.

Staying elsewhere
gives us passion to look after ourselves and
spend our days as ifwe lived afar.

But here, every day creeps by like a year,
making life as suffering as in purgatory,
while elsewhere offers timed attractions
like Calvino’s Baron who thought

it wasn’t enough to live in the trees,

and decided to ride away on a magic carpet.

Proust pretendad to have solved

the problems that arose

after distence had been compressed.

In the sickbed he embraced everything
for the moment meant living elsewhere.

In the dove cage
he had built a castle for his mind,
a leap away from the starry sky.

If the soul collapsed,
why not let time be extradite d to the outer space?
The entanglementbetween life and death,
the persecuting depression,
would no longer be a problem.
(Translated by A Jiu)
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[Guangxi] LIANG Stengling

Five Liang-Style Poems
A visit of Zhangye National Geopark

The sky is blazing, the dawn of Zhangye is tuming hot, I
Dismantle a row of trees of protecting my heart

And take off the Cblorophyll glasses

The flames are crossing, the fire is tense and I am arriving
The sun is discharging each other fiercely with the glamour

The flames in seven colors are glaringwith sunshine ina unity

Above clusters of towering flames, I fly

A fire Phoenix is hooting far above me

As buman beings, who have the attitude of lseeping out of trouble greatly, are despised by me.
Because it is a bird, I yield graceful silence to it.

The exhausted sun dodges into the cloud’s palace

The flames in seven colors haven’t depleted a half of radiance
The flames are still dazzling to shine my fly

I am present, I arrive. I fly, I exclaim.

The sky droops the collected cloud with flames in seven colors

In Prairie

The wind spreads out the prairie

My voice raises up the prairie

The wind collides with my sound
Smiling in glance, apologizing in grace
Sorry, after you

At that moment, the blue sky is dalicate in blue

Like a newly born baby’s butt, still fresh

The baby shows a face of wonderes the prairie is approaching
‘Who is doomed to love the prairie at his birth

and shows his affection on it

I'love the sheep who graze inthe grassland

I love the picture that the sheep are standing and grazing in the grassland
The affection has been lingered long in my mind, until now I vent it out
My voice has been eventually blown up by the wind

To join in the starlets in sky.

To the West, the Hukou Waterfalls of Yellow River

Visible or invisible, the water in the light

Gather together, float and glimmer in the sky

The mud in yellow is alive, to live for eon

Mobile lives raise the river bank

Raise the rock, and let a bank appear for the star and moon

But on the east is not seen the bank, a colossal ship
Is head on in universe, to ride the waves in wind
Time is discarded off; to sink into a vast of infinities
‘You may observe the river rather than water

RIP

wh
F
A

G)




>~ 3 | B

©)

POETS IN CHINA

HEIIAEBERIIA

REMAFF S, DARfEFE
FR-AGHI, KBAFR
WER—IABRNE, MEAFTRL
W, MEHELHIKB

BRA LRI

WAk

FEEETR L kgt
FHS5kmitt, Mg, e
BT R R, I EA
thEFEW, @H—A~/NIW

% AUE B G RBHIES

RIFH, BEREHFHEA—
BREBFRVEHEAK LK
BREMLAUHTLANEREE4ESE
RIFEXRAER—A
f—ERE, Mt

Lt SR, RISA

WRE AR RE LK
WEEOHBNE, HEEEEE
RN, FEXMEER
BIATRFEHOD/METHA

RE#FL

FUTHIT: TTH
R/l LR
RTTH, HARXRTARE
T
EME—H=BFR

R
EAHERI B
EXMHMER TN
FEAEEFH IR
FHFR AL

WAt B
MELE=K =R
AER#R

TRF AR R A L 2L
R EZ

&R

v

You may behold the mortal world ratherthan people

I amstanding in expectation, and keeping watch in steadfast

To await for the appearance of a person, the newly born of myself in coming days
Ensuing a bank of myself, which is not visible to others

Ah, in which a voice of nature is remaining for eon

And in which the skylight is infinite

To the East, the Hukou Waterfalls of Yellow River

The sunlight is melted inmud and water

The sound andthe sunlight gush out, writhe, flutter

The great Mountain unfolds it intangible bosom, as an emperor breathes
Merry is brimming with the appearance of a stat one by one

Time enshroudsthe yearthat ithas passed in its distinctive character

I overlook, but I don’t speak out all of things

As you don’t vent out that you are from the heaven

And as the Devine doesn’t impart, but people take as gospel and enlogize.
The reason why I still stand here is due to the expectation of meeting a person
Who is supposed to expeet in looking on to the East

As I'look at each other with him, I ambewildered

Is it me in the past ? he nods while tuming around

The Ggure of his back is withered and wan, like a sage with age

I look up, the sound and light subside to silence

I observe the paltriness of my abundance and the ignorance I possess

Ascend Mount Tai anew

The doorofMount Tai is opened: perfimctory

Why does the fellow come again?

It is perfunctory, but he has residual life i a residual beeath

Who needs a fit of drizzle to nurture his skin

Who needs a wave of sea of clouds as a sight for sore eyes afier a rain

Pass by Shandong

The cedar is lush, the willow is rising

The Devine cedar is lofty

The immortal willow twig arises the celestial wind
Look out Mount Tai , invisible to see

Descend the mountain, to be born worldly; ascend the mountain , to be born un-worldly

Look up the peak of mountein, a cloud of sky is drooping vertically
The soul is airy

Look downthe outline of city, invisible to see mole crickets and ants
Due to the reason that the heart is hollow

(Translated by Xin Yue)

About the author:
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LIANG Shengling is a contemporary poet in China. Born in Nanming city,
Guangxi, the collections of his poems are “A Nail is Marching” and more etc. In
his poet\try writing, author adheres to the artistic tradition of unifying the
“imagery” and “musicality” in Chinese poetry, absorbs LIU Yilin’s “New Free
Style” theory and creative method, gradually forms the new style poetry in Chinese
to melt “intrinsic melody” with “extrinsic rhythm” — “LIANG-Style Poems”.
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[China] DUAN Guang’an
Estas Piedras (y otros dos poemas)

La colina esteesparcida

Con piedras filosas y angulares

Que son familiares entreuna y otra como son los muchachos de aldea
Un inesperado torrente de montafias
Las engolfa en un fluir de debris

Que fluye hacia abajo adeatro del rio
Apurando

Apurando

apurando

hasta que son iguales y parecidas
suave y resbaladizo

sin embargo, estes piedras aiin retienen
su agudeza sohre la cual revelan
compiendo
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Tableta de Piedra

La tableta de Piedra es un hombre viejo con brazos rotos

MULTI-VERSIONS OF A POEM

[China] DUAN Guang’an
These Stones (and other twopoems)

%
The hillside is interspersed '&
With sharp an d angular stones
Who are familiar with each otherlike village boys
Anunexpected mountaintorrent
Engulfs them in a debris flow
Which flows downwardinto rivers
Rushing
Rushing
Rushing
Until they are same and similar
Smooth and slick
Yet these stones still retain
Their sharpness which reveals
Upon hreaking

[Chine] DUAN Guang’an

Ces Pierres (et deux autres podmes) @

Le flanc de cotean est émaillé

de pierres aigués et angulenses

qui se coanaissent bien comme des garcons de village
Une pluie inattendue en montagne
les engloutit enn flot de débris
s'écoulant vers les rivi¢res

se ruant

se ruant

seruant

pourdevenir les m&mes et similaires
terrain uni et plaque de neige
Cespierres retiennent toujours

leur acui® quirévéle

la brisure

Stone Tablet

The stone tablet is an old man with broken arms
Indifferent

Yethis grace and vigor persists

The tip of a writing brush

Is bold and vigorous like the beard

Any impassioned speech

Fails to move him

History plays about him

A mere instant

Plaque commémorative en pierre

La plaque commémorative en pierre est un vieillard aux bras cassés

RIP
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MULTI-VERSIONS OF A POEM

Indiferente

Sin embargo, su gracia y vigor persiste
La punte de un pincel para escribir

Es intrépida y vigorosa como una barba
Cualquier desapasionado discurso
Fracasa a inmutarlo

La historia dramatiza sobre él

un mero instante
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El Entierro de Mama

De cara al Sol

Me arvodillo sobre la tiecra

Observando el atand de mama

Gradualmente descendiendo

Como gotade rocio lentamente cayendo en tierra
Convirtiéndose en vapor para elevarse lentamente

La Tierra se dobla en si misma y la palma suavemente la sostiene
y lentamente se la ofrece al Sol

Las inmensas manos solares toman a mam4

Para integrarla a la aaturaleza

El amor maternales como el agua, cristalino y transparente

Y corre enmi sangre

Yen las rafces y ramas de 4rboles

Convirtiéndolo en la fuerza que hace florecer capullos en flores
Junto con las ramas elevadas yo

v

Indifférent

Sa gréice et vigueur persistent encore
Le bout du pinceande I'écrivain

est gras et vigoureux comme labarbe
Aucun discours chalewreux
neréussit a le déplacer

L'histoire se contente de s'amuser

un instant avee lui

Mother’s Burial

Facing thesun

I kneel on the ground

Watching Mother’s coffin

Gradually descending

Like a dewdrup slowly dropping aground
Turping into vapor torise upward gently

The earth folds itselfand the palm gently holds it
And slowly give ittothe sun

The huge hands of sunshine take over Mother
To be integrated with the nature

Matemal love is like water, crystalline andtranspareot
And it runs inmy blood
And the root and branches of trees
Turning into the force to bring forth buds and flowers
Together with the towering branches I
Extond my arms toward the sun
Tears drippg and dropping
Within me
Without me
Mother has become a free self
(Translated by ZHANG Zhizhong)

L'enterrement de Maman

En face du soleil

Je m'agenouille par terre

Regardant le cercueil de Maman

Descendant progressivement

Comme une goutte de rosée qui tombe lentement par terre
Tournant en vapeur pour s'élever doucement

La terre se replie sur elle-méme et le palmier la retient légérement
Et lentement 'offre au soleil

Les mains immeuses du soleil preaneat maman

pour l'unir avec la nature

L'amour materne] est comme 'eau, cristallin, transparent
et coule dans mon sang

Et les racines et branches des arbres

se transforment pour engendrer bourgeons et fleurs
enméme temps que des branches élevées




Extiendo mis brazos hacia el Sol
Lagrimas goteando y cayendo
Dentro demi
Sinmi
Mams4 seha convertido en un ser libre
(traducido por Celia Altschuler)
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MULTI-VERSIONS OF A POEM

Je tends mes bras vers le soleil
Larmes tombant goutte 4 goutte goutte 3 goutte
En moi
En moi
Maman est devenue un soi libre
(Traduit de I'anglais en frangais par Liaa LEYLA)

About the author:

DUAN Guang’an, born in 1956 in Tianjin, as a famous poet and scientific
worker, he is the cbairman of the Association of Tianjin Lu Li Study, vice-director
and secrewary general of Tianjin July Poetry Society, associate managing editor of
Tianjin Poets, and a member of the Chinese Writers Association. He has published
over 600 poems on newspapers and periodicals including Poetry Periodical,
Selected Poems, The Star Poetry Periodical, The Forest of Poetry, Digest, and
Xinhua Wenzhai (or New China Digest), etc. He has published two collections of
poems: The Poems of DUAN Guang’an and Selected Poems of DUAN Guang’an.
He has won several prizes for his poems, some of which have been included into
various poetry anthologies and, some have been translated into English, Russian,

FIiE, BWETRIE. EN/RIE. AHTE. BIEF.

Sobre el Autor:

DUAN Guang’an naci6 en 1956 en Tianjin. Es un poeta famoso y
trabaja como cientifico. El es el presidente de la Asociacion de Tianjin Lu
Li Study, vice director y secretanio general de Tianjin July Poetry Society,
director asociado y editor de “Tianjin Poes”, y miembro de *“Chinese
Writers Association™) Asociacion de Escritores Chinos. Ha publicado mas
de 600 poemas en peridicos incluyendo “Poetry Periodical”,”Selected
Poems”, “The Star Poetry Periodical”., the” Forest of Poetry, Digest,
Xinhua Weuzhai” (New China Digest), etc. Ha publicado dos poemarios
“The Poems of DUAN Guang’an y Selected Poems of DUAN Guang’an”,
Ha obteaido varios premios, algunos de los cuales han sido incluidos en
varias Antolog{as Poéticas. Algunos de ellos han sido traducidos al inglés,
ruso, &rabe, rumano, italiano, bosnio, Nepali, Espafiol y japones.

Arabic, Romanian, Italian, Bosnian, Nepali, Spanish and Japanese, efc.

A propos de Pauteur :

DUAN Guang’an estné en 1956 & Tianjin. Comme poéte célébre et
scientifique, il est président de I’ Association de Tianjin Lu Li Study, vice-
directeur et secrétaire général de la Société de poésie de jurllet de Tian jin,
directeur éditonial associé des Poétes de Tianjin, et membre de la Société
des Ecrivains Chinois. I a publié plus de 600 poédmes dans des joumaux
et périodiques comme nowamment Poetry Periodical, Selected Poems, The
Star Poetry Periodical, The Forest of Poetry, Digest, et Xinhua Wenzhai
(ou New China Digest), etc. L’anteur a publié deux collections de poémes:
The poems of DUAN Guang’an et Selected Poems of DUAN Guang’an. 11
a gagné différents prix pour ses poémes dont certains ont éé publiés dans
plusieurs anthologies et traduits en anglais, russe, arabe, roumain, itelien,
bosniaque, japonais, népalais etmalais, etc.
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[Myanmar] Mamu Roshid

Justice for Rohingya (and othertwo poems)

Arakan is a heaven on the earth,
ButMyanmar government has made.
It a war of field for Arakan by torturing them,

Rohingya wants a refereadum for the right to self-determination.

Rohingya wants atteations, truth and solutions.
Misbehaved with many many innocent girls and women,

Raped and murdered in Arakan by The Myanmar occupation armies,

Stop injustice and the war.

Arakan - On August 2017 the Myanmar.

Army opeped fire with gims and bombs

Rohingya, Villages and Homes were hurnt in front of masters.

Stop the genocide on Rohingya Muslims

Where is UN humanity and why are you silent???
Profession, stop cruelty

aggression and vandalism,

We want real freedom and justice of Arakan!

“Dream of justice”

What have we done?

Why is justice held inthis haven?

Injustice is running on the streets of my country in Myanmar
We dream everyday justice

Listen 1o the unpleasant loud voices of citizens of the nation
Our mouthpieces like bananss
We dream of justice everyday.

‘What have we done?

Many people work like giant and eat like ants
Leaders denied workers theirrighte

We dream everyday justice

How long will injustice continue?
Our rights on cows on the grass ended
Allour efforts to fight for our righte
We dreamof justice everyday.

What have we done?

Human rights have turned vowards human values
People in the country were deprived

The benefits of people

Injustice spreads in every corner of my country in Myanmar
Who will fight for us?

We want justice,

We dream everyday justice!

“When a dream comes true”

We are all optimistic dreams,

Loolsing forward to a better and dazzling future,
For a exquisite and not fighting a war life,
Miracles live like a world m a wanderful way.

Our mindfull of dreams,
In ourhearts, we all hold to be ending in success
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The best goals and objectives in our lives, BOITPREEE

Just like we fight with obstacles. LB LT ATE

In fact, we don't face only in our a nice dreams, TR AN GEOL O IR SE A
Because we are facing many problems, E A IES TR E )

So many undecided, unresolved and unsettled coaflicts X LB BTAGFIPR

It stands as obstacles for our success. AR RBATR TIPS
Youand I dream of a human society, HREEEEAEHS
Withlove and heart in our heart, FEFRLELIAE

Unity is easy to reach and FEiHALs

The world is so beautiful when a dream comes true.

About the author:

Mamu Roshid is from Myanmar Country and a Rohingya, He is a twenty two
years old community teacber from Myanmar (Burma). After he had been teaching at the
Bangladesh Learning Center in Refugee Camp since 2 years he is utilizing his
experience in teaching English, Mamu loves to wri'te poetry, short story and quote and
is a budding poet. Currently he was working in MSF (Medécins Sans Frontiéres)
Bangladesh Refugee Camp.The world in which he was born and brought up inspired him
%0 work for human’s welfare and excited his soul to dwell deep into the seas of ecstatic
words and realms of spiritual poetry.His literary work is published locally in Bangladesh
Refugee Camp. Mamu Roshid is a member of World Union of Poets, Pentasy B World
poetry and friendship group. On social media he has been emerged as a prominent love
Poet, by participating and wirming scveral poetry competitioas. He was swarded from
many different institites as a Poet and Inimble servant of tnmanity. His poems has
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published in many International anthologies. He has been warking on differentpeace. FIFE Y,
[China] Tongtisn Jianri rhEESK ¥R
The translator’s Postscript ZFEid

Generally speaking, there are few aesthetic and novel in the three poems.
Instead, they are narrations of the military conflict of Myanmar in 2017, and
reflections of the resistance, pursuit and expectation of Rohingya people, with
the first poem foeusing on crying for help, the second one denouncing those
guilty and the third calling for lumanity and rationality. Comments are not
necessary onthe whole event about the internal affair of a country; however, as
flar as poem writing is concerned, it is not easy to write slogan poems to avoid
criticisms of either cliché or obscurity. If we regard the three poems as the kind
of war of resistance, they provide a cross-section, full of coarse statements of
“we want”, to reveal the poet’s anger, helplessness, naive and fancy. While for
more sophisticased reflections, either more mature thoughts or opinions toward
war and life, it may require more profound cross-sections to demonstrate the
process of poet’s rebirth and growth. Although poems are expreasions of
heartfelt wishes, contimiing refinement of the language is of absolute necessity.
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About the author:

Member of Shanxi Province Writers’ Association and the Poetry Institute of China, Dr.
Tongtian Jianri has many publications, including nine books on poetry, poetry translation and
essays. Now he lives at Taiyuan, Shanxi Province, China, and co-edit a number of websites and
journals. He is an associate editor of Chinese Poetry BBS, a co-editor of the New Poetry
Archive and a guest editor of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly.
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Image is the kemel and the most basic category of the aesthetics of Chinese
poetry. The image tradition of Chinese poetry begins from Guo Feng in The Book of
Songs and Qu Yuan’s The Parting Sorrow, later to be developed through the landscape
poetry by Tao Yuanming in the Jin Dynasty, and inherited, enriched, deepened jointly
by poets of the Tang and Song dynasties, which matures image into a huge system that
boasts profundity and a long history. Since the May Forth Movement in 1919, new
Chinese poetry witnessed three periods of prosperity in modernism in the 20th
century. The first two periods are respectively the 20s to 30s (represented by Dai
Wangshu and Li Jinfa) and the 40s (represented by Mu Dan); the third period refers to
the popularization of modemism poetry in the 80s intrigued by the movement of
“misty poews” at the end of the 70s. These three movements of modernism poetry,
particularly the movement of “misty poems”, have coincideotally placed emphasis on
the restoration and creative developmeut of the national tradition of image poetry
regarding poetry aesthetics, construction of art per se, and poetry creation. Hence the
term of “post-imagism®, which, while inheriting and evolving the new from the image
tradition of classic Chinese poetry, develops and enhances the new image element
formed through May Fourth Movement new poetry and the movement of misty
poems, Therefore, the post in post-imagism, comparatively, refers to the new image
formed in new Chinese poetry.

At the beginning of the 90s, temporary silence reigns in new poetry, when
Zhang Zhi (Diablo), a young poet from Chongging, discusses the futore of Chinese
poetrywith Zi Wu who is from Gusngzhou onthe phone or through correspondence.
Their belief is that, in spite of the anti-image, anti-lyric, anti-language, anti-technique,
anti-tradition, anti-culture, even anti-poetry professed by some radical young poets in
the movement of new poetry, the image tradition of Chinese poetry still remains the
most unique and the most €arceful in the history of world poetry, and it is the
prerequisiec for its existence and the kernel element. To prevent contemporary
Chinese poetry from breaking off artistically from the image tradition of two thousand
years, and to keep and deepen its Chinese characteristics culturally and aesthetically,
after discussion and consultation with other colleagues, they sponsored the first
bilingual poetry periodical The Chinese Poetry International (lster changed into
multilingual Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly, Dr. Zhang Zhi as the executive
editor-in-chief) in Chongging on May 8, 1995, aiming to make some coatribution o the
development of new Chinese poetry. The magazine has rallied a host of Chinese poets
both at home and from overseas countries who share the ambition to further develop the
image of new Chinese poetry andwho are devoted to the coastruction of poetry system.

The members of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly constitute a team
engaged in poetry writing, criticism, and translation. The guard and maintain the
image tradition of Chinese poetry and, owing %0 their piety of “watchers”, they gein
support from famous Chinese and overseas poets, Sinologists and translators such as
Teresinlea Pereira (Brazil), Rosemary C. Wilkinson (America), Galik (Slovak), Nadia-
CellaPop (Romania), Emmanuel Mahieu (Belgium), Biplab Majumdar (India), Hadaa
Sendoo (Moagolia), Chan Sirisuwat (Thailand), Shi Ymg (Singapore), as well as Chiu
Pin and Choi Laisheung, famous poet and poetess respectively from Taiwan and Hong
Kong. Actually, Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly has developed into the
most representative and influential Chinese magazine both at home and abroad, and
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the most widely distributed multilingual poetry periodical in the world, for which it
enjoys a good reputation in international forum of poetry. It should be pointed outthat
the poetry schoolof post-imagism has been eoafirmed by some poetry authori'ties, and
it is exerting more and more influence internationally. Reprcsentative poets of this
school are (according to their dates of birth): Yang Zongze, Zi Wu (theory
spokesman), Ye Shibin, Zbu Likun, Zha Jingzhou, Diablo, Zhang Zhizhong, Shen
Youjun,and BrentYan, etc.

Copulative of The Book of Changes says: “the saint creates an image to express
his meaning, establishes hexagram to recognize false feelings, andresorts to wordsto
express his meaning.” Here, “the saint creates an image to express his meaning” is
undoubtedly the eartiest perception aboutimage concerning ancient Chinese aesthetics
and poetry aesthetics. Liu Xie, an eswablished literary theorist in the Scuth Dynasty,
thus remarks in his famous Carving Dragon at the Core of Literature (wenxin
diaolong): “to set the tone according %0 thyme and rhythm ... to write according to the
image. This is the first important technique in composition and disposition of an
article.” Obviously, Liu Xie regards image as the consummate artistic skill in literary
creation and the most important means of layout in writing. Chen Zhi’e also points
out: “image is the basic symbol in the art of poetry with words aa the carrier.” The
afterward imagist poetry in Britain and America is different from ancient Chinese
poetry of images, and they fall under two systems of poetry aesthetics (in English, the
word “image” refers to various concrete, vivid, and tangible poetic visualization by
using imagination, illusion, and simile, which is different from the image in ancient
Chinese poetry), though the former is deeply influenced by the latter.

Dove, dandelion, lake, sky, sail, star, dewdrop, grass, such images which are rife
in misty poems are, actually the modem reflection of the images such as field,
southem hill, eastem hedge, and weary birds in poems of Tao Yuanming and of the
images such as sldff, lonely asil, the Long River, the bright moon, and flowers in
poems of Li Bai and Do Fu. It is not difficult for us to find the soul traces of
contemporary young poets on the “family accumulation” of the image of ancient
Chinese poetry. If we say the traditional image in ancient Chinese poetry takes the
agricultural culture as its background, the image in poetry duning the May Fourth
Movement cannot dispense with its epochal hurricane & radicalism and the mixed
language of archaism & vernacularism, the image in misty poetry is a special diction
or carrier of the literature of “scar”, “reflection”, and “root-finding” in the new period,
then the image in poetry of post-imagism is a re-casting of humanism in Chinese and
Chinese literature in the age of network, as well as restoration of the Chinese
characteristics in new Chinese poetry.

Zi Wu believes that “image and narration are the most important two pivots in
poetry and, any weakening or loss of image entails the loss or dissolve of poetry.”
Historically and etymologically, Chinese is flexible in its pars of speech, its character
structure is special, its syllables are unified (one Chinese character, one syllable), it is
parallel in sound and form, and it is a ksind of “field-type language” of individual
points, all these are supp lementary to the Oriental overall philosophy. Such festures of
the Chinese language render the image into a kemel element of Chinese literature,
particularly Chinese poetry. Under the context of the post-new epoch when modern
Chinese nearly reachea consummation, though image is no more “the first important
techniqoe in composition and disposition of an article”, poets of post-imagism,
through activation for the second time the “image-sense-realm” in language, bring
words and image into an interplay, so as to express feelings throngh the things
described, and finally to realize the triple principle of poetry aesthetics of “beyond
words — beyond image — beyond poetry™.

(Teanslaved by ZHAN G Zhizhong)
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CHEIEE] [China] WANG Fuming
s EEE
BELSE (BOGHEE)
Going Lyric and Aspiring

— On Selected Prose Poems by LI Zhiliang

Mr. LI Zniliang is a septuagenarian writer and poet. His poetry-composing
career spanned decades starting nonstop from the age of 16, addressing a wide
spectrum of genres encompassing prose, neo-poetry, classical poetry, novels and
essays. He, a productive writer, has published collections of prose, poetry and
novellas in numerous literary influencers in China, e.g. People s Daify, Guang Ming
Daily and Prose Anthalogy. His prose won the Third and Fourth National Bing Xin
Prose Award by Chinese Prose Society. His poems have won multiple awards, some
of which have been translated and introduced to the United States, India and
European countries.

Not long ago, I received his gift masterpiece Selected Prose Poems by LI
Zhiliang which blew my mind. Browsing through the poems, I was touched from
time o time by his heartfelt, plain eulogies of positive energy. His prose poems
have been largely inspired by the traditional Chinese classical poetry and The Book
of Songs, noticeably reflective of sentence patterns, paragraphing, wording and
artistic conception in particular. Most of his works are lyric with far-reaching
themes. Mr. Zhiliang is a national civil servant who has long been dedicated to
public secunty and disciplinary inspection. During his work brealss, he visited hosts
of scenic sites across China, some of which have produced persistent memories,
igniting his passion andinspiration and inducing his poem creation.

One of the prominent features of his prose poems is epitomized by his
aspiring lyricism. Such as Sun Yat-sen s Mausoleum:

Sun Yat-sen’s Mausoleum, towering across the sky with the gale bellowing
majesty.

Sun Yat-sen’s Mausoleum, nestling in the clouded Zhong Mountain,
overlooking the mighty Yangtze River surging forward.

Sun Yat-sen s Mausoleum, surrounded by skyscraping pines and cypresses all
over the mountains.

Sun Yat-sen'’s Mousoleum, what a magnificent ink landscape of clouded peaks
and misty rain...

Mounting Sun Yat-sen’s Mausoleum, Mr. LI Zhiliang chanted “My blood and
soul was purified and sublimated once again”. Recalling the immortal achievements
of Mr. Sun Yat-sen, the guthor first thought of the governing mindset that Mr. Sun
Yat-sen peacticed and advocated all his life: The world is for the common good
which resonated strongly with the author's heart, “As if it were chuming through
my veins,” so that the author “chanted aloud.” This kind of lyric aspirations
effectively serve as infectious sound bites.

For another example his another short piece of less than 100 words Wild
Geese: At sunset, a flock of wild geese are sailing above a gushing river in the
afterglow. Defying the gusty wind and thick frost, they are still in the north braving
the early bitter spring cold. With great wisdom and courage, they have pecked lush
human life. When they are strolling in the clouds, Mount 1ai turns into a tiny spot
and the river a string. Soar high, wild geese, you've triumphed over loneliness,
solitude and poverty.

This is an ode to things with the common migratory geese being the object.
Wild geese can be depicted from different perspectives, but mostly are personified.
Human beings are the mirror of nature whose beauty exemplifies humans.
Personalities can be both lofty and humble. Mr. Zhiliang extols geese with such
expressions as “great wisdom and courage”, “peck lush”, “strolling in the clouds”,
ctc, thus endowing geese with noble personalities such as perseverance, calm and
detachment. Meanwhile, the author is 8lso vocal about his aspirations. He
champions the personalities of "triumph over loneliness, solitude and poverty”, and
may they soar higher, which is actually the portrayal of his innerworld!

The Silver Birch on Amur River illustrates further:
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The towering silver birch and surging Heilongjiang River. The birch has
blazed a craggy and arduous trail, waiting for a glimmer of hope.

Looming large ahead are: mountains, piercing wind, dark night,
snowflahes, cliffs, rivers, thunder, storms, frost and heavy snow.

Braving the wind and rain, the silver birch, body straightened, forged
ahead without looking back. The lightning smashed its leaves. Nevertheless, it
raised its head and moved on. The silver birch strode in the cold night, in the
thunderous fierce battlefields, storming through barvicades afler barricades,
his blood boiling and red heart thumping. He just forged on!

The evil bird was killed. The birch survived to embrace the spring breeze.
At dawn, the sun shone all over the world.

This poem echoes The Wild Geese. Inthe author’s eyes, the birch poised
still like a courageous man coafronting the wind and snow and eveatually
harvested the spring. Obviously, we can read the autho's profound emotional
convictions betweenthe lines.

XU Huaigian commented, “When I read LI Zhiliang’s prose, I feel that
his words brim with noble and righteous spir’'t. Once joined, these words form
a style that makes his phrases stand upright and won’t collapse effortlessly,
which may have benefited from the cultivation of the central plains and his
years of disciplinary inspection and supervision.” XU Huaigian’s appraisal also
spplies %o Zhiliang’s prose poems, which are well evidenced by the above
quotations.

Mr. Zhiliang has writtea numberless short poems on the local practices
and customs in eastem Henan Province, which strike us as elaborate novel
pencil sketches. Those relative to lyric aspirations are the most emotionally
prime examples.

(Translated by LU Feng)

About the author:

WANG Fuming, bomn in 1949 in Taanghe County, Henan Province, is member of
Chinese Writers Association, member of Chinese Calligrapher’s Association, member of
Chinese Literary Critics Association, Director of Chinese Biographical Literature
Association, President of Henan Prose Poetry Society, Expertwith apecial allowances from
the State Council. He has been engaged in editing and publishing for more than 30 years,
served as President of Henan Literature and Art Publishing House, and published over 10

literary worls. He’s now living in Zhengzhou.
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Notice to Contributors
of 7he Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual)
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Warmly welcome poetic worlss from all over the world!

With the view of enhancing the commumication of poets throughout
the world as well as the development of poetry translation and research,
the Editorial Department of Rendition of International Poetry 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 of World Poets (Bilingual). The
publication (2010-2020) is planned to consist of 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,
are warmly welcome to send your works to us.

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

3. The Book Series of World Poets are published in the same style of
16k (265x170mm) and pricad according to the same criterion. Each
volume, 160 pages with 1600-1700
lines, can be composed of any type of
poeas 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 (80g).
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. Afierthe publication of his collection of poeas, the
author will get 100 copies of sample books free of charge. Part of these
copies, with Rendition of International Poetry 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 Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly,
with his/her brief introduction and colored picture.

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

(WiE T )

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

“Readition of International Poetry Quarterly” (multilingual) has been paying much
atsention to the collection of materials of poetry since it foundation on May 8,1995. 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 of poem cammeutaries, selections of poems,
dictionaries of poetry, collections of materials of poetry, newspapers and magazines of
poetry and any information of poetry in any languages will be solicited. Please send one
copy of your 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. Poet-friends are warmly welcome to join us in providing information and
materials. For unique editions or rare materials, we shall return after having them xeroxed.

C. Those who have provided us with valuable materials will be given the collection
cards or the latest issue of our journal by the Editorial Department for commemoration.

D. Address: The Editorial Dopartinent of Rendition of International Poetry
Quarterly
P.0.Box 031, Guanyinqiao, Jiangbei District
Chongqing City 400020, P, R. CHINA.
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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.

@ This jounal 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
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
corresponding fees for translation and mailing. E-mail; iptrc@126.com,

@Add: Dr. Zhang Zhi, P.O.Box 031, Guanyingiao, Jiangbei District, Chongqing

City 400020, P.R.China,

The Editorial Department of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly
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Notice of Rendition of International Poetry 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 andthe contributor’s mother tongue, founded on May 8, 1995, circulated in over 190 countries. It is a joint
journal for members of The International Poetry Translation and Research Centre (IPTRC), International Writers and Artists Association (IWA), and
International Society of Greek Writers & Arte (ISGWA).

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

\Contributions will not be revised except for some sechnical treatment. Due to the limitation of time and manpower, all contributions including a
short resume of your 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: iptre@126.com, iptrc@163.com, No contribution will be acceptedifitis inadequate.

A\No contribution will be returned.

\Contributors are responsible for legal matters, This journal is not jointly respoasible for the illegal writings and pictures,

A\This journal has the right to select and publish the writings and pictures published in this journal.

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

A\All 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.

/\Please mailto:

Dr. ZHANG ZHI
The Journal of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly,
P. O. Box 031, Guanyingiao, Jiangbei District,
Chongqing City 400020, P.R. CHINA
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Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly
Mail Subscriptions to
Dr. Zhang Zhi

P.0.Box 031, Guanyingiao,Jiangbei District,

Chongqing City 400020,

P.R.CHINA.

First and Last Name(PRINT, PLEASE)

Profession Nationality. Sex

Address

City. Couniry Postcode

1 year (4 issues) US $80.00 or EUR80.00 O; 2 years (8 issues) US $140.00 or EUR140.00 O

(*Payable m U.S.funds or EUR. Pay to the order of ZHANG ZHI. Open an account: BANK OF CHINA CHONG QING JIANG BEISUB-
BRANCH, AccountNo.113001777301, Account: ZHANG ZHI, SWIFT: BKCHCNBJS59A. Tel:13452083776).

{Duplication of this formis valid.)
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