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A Note from the Editor

Poetry exists between the word and the world. With the key of language, poetry
unlocks the world from its state of concealment. As Heidegger pointed out in
Poetry, Language, Thought, “Truth, as the clearing and concealing of what is,
happens in being composed, as a poet composes a poem. All art, as the letting
happen of the advent of the truth of what is, is, as such, essentially poetry.”

At present, we are experiencing a retreat to human civilization’s last line of
defense—ours is an era void of spiritual direction, an era of lost cultural value
and ideals, an era ridden with linguistic garbage. We live amidst separate
jargons: scholarly jargon, businessmen’s jargon, political jargon, and more; but
at the same time, what has greatest currency is the language of entertainment,
the language of the internet and new media, and in the internet age of so-called
globalization, vulgar and elegant meld to form a common pact, simplifying
humanity’s linguistic expressivity.

‘What, then, can poetry do? This ancient term takes on a particular significance
today. With this in mind, the theme of the International Poetry Nights in Hong
Kong 2011 is Words & the World.

We have invited ten international poets and ten Chinese-language poets to join
our international poetry festival. In addition to a bi- or tri-lingual pocket-
sized selection for each invitee, we have also produced a multilingual anthology
containing works by all our poets. In editing these two publications, 1 have been
joined by Professor Gilbert Fong, Dr. Shelby Chan, Dr. Lucas Klein, and Ms.
Amy Ho. On behalf of all of them, I extend our sincerest thanks to the poets and
translators, as well as to the friends and members of the organizing committee,
without whose assistance none of this would have been possible.

Bei Dao
Hong Kong, 2 September, 2011
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Fabula de los perdidos

Mendigas de la sal y de la espuma

buscaron la pureza sobre las aguas y las tierras;

en el aroma de las hojas y la frescura de las yerbas;
sobre los esqueletos de las gaviotas

y el manto violdceo de la morera;

en los santuarios y los rituales

de las virgenes del agua;

en el ritmo de los aretes y las ajorcas

y en las laminillas que cuelgan de las pulseras;

en el olor de la azalea y la violeta

y en la manera rapida y prodigiosa de bordar el amor
sobre las sdbanas;

en la mirada sonambula de las videntes

y el roce secreto de las viejas curanderas.

Ellas,

gue defendieron los terraplenes y sedecias,

se apoderaron de plateas y aspersorios,

incensarios y calderos,

y de todo aquello que hacia el reino de los tiempos.
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If We Have Lost Our Oldest Tales

Beggar-women from the regions of salt and spray
looked for something pure over water and land;

in the smell of dry leaves and cool grasses;

above the skeletons of gulls

and the purple mantles of mulberry trees,

in shrines and sacred rites

to the virgin of the sea;

in the jangling rhythm of earrings,

of bangles and charms dangling from wrists;

in the smell of violets and azaleas

and the legendary quickness of the hand that embroiders love
on its sheets;

in the dream-filled eyes of prophetesses

and the old healer-womens’ secret touch.

Women

who held the ramparts and sacred places,
commanding trenches, aspersoria,

censers, ceremonial urns,

each and every thing devised under the reign of time.

(Translated by Lorna Shaughnessy)
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(Cartas a Robinson

1.

Fallaste Robinsén. Tu cabeza se convirtio

en un vano espejismo de los desencantos.

No guardaré mas tu casa, esa pequena guarida
donde la lluvia podia destejer el tufo

de los proverbios y las reliquias.

No vigilaré tu cueva de sal y pan

donde la paz de un escorpién

es el reino para tu lenta furia.

Obstinado te quedaras como un tiburén al acecho
de su pequena presa. Te miraré incierto

sin saber si te vas a un mundo ya hundido

en la calida noche de las manos vacias.

O si avanzas por las paredes del tiempo

como un suefo donde crees exhalar

la salvajeria de las cosas secretas.

Aqui podré escuchar tu llanto,

tu llama viva de mujer, tu orgullo

de pdjaro que cae a pique entre las aguas podridas.
Ven, Robinsoén, acércate al jardin de las otras delicias.
Extrafo es ahora tu planeta ese pequeno territorio
donde tu nombre cobré la fuerza de los elegidos.
Deslimbrate con el grito de la gaviota.

Ya no perecerds, ya no habra mas raices de lunay sol
para preservar la sed de quien ama a solas.
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Letters to Robinson

1.

Robinson you failed. Your mind was changed

into a vain mirage of disenchantments.

I'll no longer look after your home, that small den

where rain could undo the stink

of proverbs and relics.

I'll no longer watch over your cave of salt and bread

where the scorpion’s peace

is your measured anger’s kingdom.

You will remain as stubborn as a shark waiting

for small prey. I'll watch you with doubt,

not knowing if you're on your way to a world

already submerged in the hot night of empty hands.

Or if you advance toward the walls of time

like a dream in which you believe you're exhaling

the savage nature of secret things.

Here | will be able to listen to your crying,

your bright and womanly flame, your pride

of a bird plunging into rotten water.

Come, Robinson, approach the garden of other delights.

Now your planet, that small territory where

your name collected the weight of the chosen, is strange.

Be dazzled by the seagull’s cry.

You will no longer perish, there will be no more roots of moon and
sun

to preserve the thirst of those who love alone.

(Translated by Joshua Edwards)
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2.

Vergeles de un tiempo detenido en la ventana.
Amargas clarividencias. Inviernos desgastados
en la sal de un puerto de lumbre y vidrio.

No me equivoco.

Sé que son tristes las ensonaciones de la arena,
las huellas que poco a poco dejamos

como un paisaje tatuado en la piel de los insomnes.

Rotas estan las sillas del tiempo que sostuvieron
la figura de un labrador sembrando bajo la lluvia.
Era Virgilio de nuevo y su corte de emperio,
antiguas cabrillas como fondo de selva,

jabalies y leonas en la yunta y un olmo inmenso
a medio podar que se quedd asi por el poder

de un latin extinto en tus cuadernos.

Vencidas estan las mecedoras

donde acunamos a un nifio muerto

con el arrullo de madres viboras,

madres serpientes, madres sin madres
huérfanas del delirio, y en ese tibio camastro

pudimos esconder los tributos del polvo y la ceniza.

Robinsén doméstico, ordenador de vidas

y soliloquios, triturador de promesas

en paginas y paginas de aquella tu literatura.
He visto tus cavilaciones, principe de la noche.
He podido escuchar el extravio de tus huesos,
particulas de cal para alimentar al cuervo,

24

ligamentos de sopor y de vigilia que resisten

el golpe atroz del loco y su graznido: never more.
Puedo ver tu sangre oscurecida, tu boca azul

de tiempo y aquel sordo corazén donde la sombra
era el filamento de mil afios de galerias y cercos.
He podido mirar tu pais de espumay el follaje
que recubre tus suefios mas amados

como si aun vivieras en aquel lugar de privilegio.
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2.

In the window, gardens of an arrested time.

Bitter forecasts. Winters eroded

in the salt from a door of light and glass.

| am not mistaken.

| know sand’s dreamscapes are sad,

the tracks we leave little by little

like a landscape tattooed on the skin of insomniacs.
Broken are the chairs of time that once supported
the figure of a farmer sowing in rain.

Once again it was Virgil and his severed pledge,
whitecaps as old as the forest floor,

boars and lionesses yoked together and an immense
half-pruned elm that stayed like this with the power
of the dead Latin in your notebooks.

Conquered are the rocking chairs

where we rock a dead child back and forth

to the coo of mother vipers,

mother snakes, mothers without mothers,

orphans of delirium, and in that tepid bunk

we could hide tributes of dust and ash.

Domestic Robinson, computer of lives

and soliloquies, grinder of promises

in pages upon pages of your literature.

| have watched you meditate, prince of night.

| have been able to listen to your bones’ misplacement,

particles of lime to feed the raven,

26

ligaments of torpor and vigilance resisting

the lunatic’s brutal wallop and squawk: never more.

| can see your darkened blood, your mouth blue

from time and that deaf heart where shadow

was the filament of a thousand years of galleries and enclosures.
| have been able to watch your country of foam and the foliage
that covers your most beloved dreams

as if you still lived in that privileged place.

(Translated by Joshua Edwards)
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3.

Escucha, escucha las detonaciones del tiempo.
No confundas la sefial de un aviador

con los estallidos que se fraguan en la lengua.
Grandes provocaciones. Tiempo de escamas.
Inmundicias de la piel y sus rastrojos.

(Y en la playa?

Gente que recala siempre en otro abismo.
Ascienden. Desdoblan. Limitan.

Permite que el soplo de un espiritu ya desvanecido
regrese a ti como un caracol de arena.

No habra ranas ni préceres como el fiero Ulises.

Pas-pas-pas

se oyen caer lagrimas del cielo.

El laberinto de un espanto que se perdié

entre los alfabetos de tu lengua.

Pas: aquel disentimiento con los animales verdes
cruzando la frontera.

Pas: los dias por venir y los que ya se fueron,

las aguas terminales de un chiquillo

que se asombrd en la aurora.

Pas: el ruido de las faldas que caen ante los bebederos

del fugitivo y sus amigos.

Pas: las minimas particulas que restallan

en un cielo de metal y de esmeralda.

Pas:aquel castillo de la verdad y el pensamiento

28

edificado con la saliva de lentas yeguas.
Pas: los catafalcos y colmenares donde silban los locos
y las viudas estancadas en la guerra.

Sal, Robinsén, sal de tu guarida.
Navega otros mares donde puedas surcar la paz
de una adivinacién a secas.
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3.

Listen, listen to time’s detonations.

Don't confuse the aviator’s signs

with explosions formed on the tongue.

Powerful provocations. Time of scales.

Filth from skin and its stubble.

And at the beach?

People constantly coming to port from another abyss.
They emerge. They split up. They do what they may.
Allow a dispelled spirit's murmurs

to return to you as shells to sand.

There will be neither frogs nor luminaries like fierce Ulysses.

Tap-tap-tap

goes the sound of the sky’s falling tears.
Panic’s labyrinth lost

between your tongue’s alphabets.
Tap:that discord with green animals
crossing the border.

Tap: days to come and those gone by,
terminal waters of a youngster
astonished in the sun’s first light.

Tap: sounds of dresses falling at the feet of drinking fountains
of the fugitive and his friends.

Tap: tiny particles that crack

in a metal and emerald sky.

Tap: that castle of truth and thought
built from the saliva of sluggish mares.
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Tap: the catafalques and apiaries where crazies cry
alongside widows stalemated by war.

Leave now, Robinson, leave your cave.
Sail different oceans where you may ply

the serenity of a clear forecast.

(Translated by Joshua Edwards)



