The Chinese American Association for Poetry and Poetics (@CPCW)
Wuhan Poets at the Kelly Writers House
Thursday, Dec. 9, 10am

A. Welcome

1. Al Filreis, Jessica Lowenthal, Charles Benstein
2. Opening poem by Bernstein, Trans. By Zhou Xin, read by Yanrong

THE KIWI BIRD IN THE KIWI TREE
I want no paradise only to be

drenched in the downpour of words, fecund
with tropically. Fundament be-

yond relation, less ‘real’ than made, as arms
surround a baby’s gurgling: encir-

ling mesh pronounces its promise (not bars
that pinion, notes that ply). The tailor tells
of other tolls, the seam that binds, the trim,
the waste, & having spelled these names, move on
to toys or talcums, skates & scores. Only
the imaginary is real—not trumps
beclounding the mind’s acrobatic vers-
ions. The first fact is the social body,

one from another, nor needs no other.

JL4EM E 1% JL 4 5 (The Kiwi Bird in the Kiwi Tree)
Trans. By Zhou Xin, read by Yanrong
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3. Yanrong, tr. read by Charles Bernstein
From One: Prophecy & Carnival
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From the start, this shaft of light hangs there.
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Death is narrower than the chasm between words and thinner than a piece of white paper.
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So people see anything but it. Being alive, they run straight there, falling inside afterwards. Never
will they reach the other side of the light.

MEERES—N BEEE-—FEBHEFH, BREKK.

Yet the birds’ whistling is on the other side, which they can’t even walk beyond. This is elegy.

BRAREE  L¥FRBRIEAC - EAEHTXERF B, NERK.

Suddenly, it occurs to me whether God would grieve. He created this mirror. Oh, Double-mirror.
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Day after day, laughing all the way. Twitched shadows are whirling like the dancing characters on
paper. Time is eternally remote, whether it’s flowing forward or backward, left-side or right-side.
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It is fluttering like a piece of leaf outside the window. Illusions duplicate illusions. Lies decorate lies.

Who can achieve penetration?
E OENMSGREZN  ERNSGREZIN, IR, AW TTEER,
Look, even shackles are remote. Even breath is remote. So what’s left is only comedy.
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The world does enjoy itself, step by step, towards the mercury terminal. Darkness of light, Meaning

and Meaninglessness is torn apart here.
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S.CEHERESMEABE D, KibSEA LT 2

Those shells are in a hurry, exhibiting themselves with clothes, hats, noble sundries, slaves’ bones

and emperor’s tone... When the world sinks into that shaft of light, where will the earth be?
EMNBESHETHD , HAAMMRTEXHEHK.
They deny themselves, from which they derive tremendous pleasure.
REREREYR. TBRAEFERTHE , TRRANUEE.
These are valuable things. Yet only when I smash this shell can I become a bystander.
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So catastrophic, more catastrophic, and thunderously catastrophic, yet it makes me irreconcilable

with sufferers.
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I open the door, walk ten steps outside and step back again. I’d rather reject it this way in the name of

soul than become an applauding man.
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Listen, around every corner, in every piece there is applause and chorus. Time, the only rope,

becomes an alliance.
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Hence, I must radically reject it with body, with breath, with every upright hair and twitched nerve.

Make all facts become one fact. .....

B. Poems Selected from Wuhan Poets

. Autumn is a Piece of Writing with Deletions by Liang Biwen
. Red Woods by Liu Yishan

. Chinese Farmers by CHEN Ying-Song

. A Bowed Branch by Tian He

. Evening Bathing by Wang Xinmin

. Banished by Ke Yuming

. Recalling by Hu Xiang
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. April Fools’ Day by Liu An

1. Autumn is a Piece of Writing with Deletion by Liang Biwen
tr Zhang Yiming read by Al Filreis

Autumn is a piece of writing with deletions
Of all that come out of the earth
Some have to be deleted and given back

It is like the rice field before us
The grains are carried away with the straws left
Itis like the tree beside us



The fruits are taken off and the leaves fall down
The nest is the only thing that remains
Highly on the top of the tree

It is like the road ahead of us

Wind and rain have deleted the footsteps

Years have deleted some familiar faces

Only the tombs have remained

Sitting steadily and silently on the mountain slope

Watching the village with smoke curling up from the kitchens
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2. Red Woods by Liu Yishan
tr. by Zeng Suying read by Jessica Lowenthal

The red woods swing with the breeze
The city becomes elegant and pretty
Like a young girl’s slim figure

With proper curves, plump and healthy
In the south, by the sea



| contribute my enthusiastic love to you

The flawless virginity, the silk-like softness

The blue sky and sea

The air is permeated with freshness

The road is broad and clean

The buildings erect highly

The songs are heard from the birds and flowers

The red woods on Beihai beach

Like a green satin growing for thousands of years
Nature is a fine tailor and cuts it

Into a sexy skirt

On you

Beihai is a pretty girl

You say: welcome to Beihai
| say: | linger on with no thought of leaving
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3. Chinese Farmers by Chen Ying-Song
tr. by Yuang Xuefeng read by Greg Djinikian

Willfully you’ve built a village forlorn and remote
That makes me miss it melancholy and hopelessly

Willfully you’ve made the courtyard wall fallen, the road muddy
The light shimmers in darkness

You are the survivor of the impergium in ballads.

Still you provide food, soybean and alcohol

And the nice smell of the soil for us

(Were the soil not ploughed

Who'd miss it?)

In rags, the wardens of the crops and the home

Have toiled and moiled and

Struggled on the barren land that has encaged them

Like their forefathers

They fight against wild animals, withering grass, drought and flood

Like their forefathers

They are exposed to the scorching sun, their eyes filled with pleadings and curses

Thousands of years (even longer) have elapsed

Yet the shape of the grain still remains unchanged
The shape of the plough and the cattle the same, too
And they are tamed like dumb and driven cattle

They can only impress their own puny minds

Blankly staring at the field, smoking

Time and again murmuring to the crops

These mumbling people are solely answered by the rain

These wretched people
Are once and again deserted by the fast-changing modern time



Like their ruined yards
That have been worn by rains

In mind they will bear their fathers’ teaching:
Even though starved out
You’d save the seeds of grain every year
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4. A Bowed Branch by Tian He
tr. by Liu Lei read by Sarah Dowling

Blowed by the wind and hail, bowed by the nests
A bowed branch, bending downward.

In the vast wilderness, a

Bare branch, bending downward.

A thin and humble branch might be

A walking stick in the hand of grandma;

A piece of firewood in the hand of mum;

A catapult in the hand of young brother,
Shooting the moon first and then the robber.

My father, as a peasant, tried to straighten it always,
Then planted it by the path.
The next spring may see it come back to life with new green shoots
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5. Evening Bathing by Wang Xinmin

tr. by Zhang Yiming, read by Michelle Tranansky

Mountains. Summer. The setting sun spreads its golden smile over the mountain river
Groups of countrywomen crowd and jump into in it bathing

They are not wearing anything, not wearing anything

Bravely hiding beauty in clear water of the mountain river

Carefully hiding mystery in sweet water of the mountain river

At this moment the mountain river is very gentle and soft, very gentle and soft
It quietly rests in the heart of the mountains, in the arms of the women
Tender ripples of the water are playing pleasantly with the women bodies

At this moment the mountain river is very wild, very wild
In the broad daylight, with wild kiss and rude words
Extorting pleasure from the bodies of the countrywomen

The women at this moment are very happy, very happy

They are away from the hard work in the fields and the worries about food and clothes
Slowly, the soft waves are scrubbing the jade-like bodies of the women

Warmly, the golden shuttle of the setting sun is knitting for them the scarlet clothes
The gardenias are yielding fragrant verses by the river

The titmice are playing sweet tunes in the treetops

The slender mountain river is filled with some sort of comfort and happiness

At this alluring moment, the countrymen would be afraid to come near
They are afraid, are afraid

They are afraid to be caught by the women’s beauty and mystery

They are afraid to be intoxicated with pleasure in the wild mountain river
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6. Banished by Ke Yuming
tr. Qi Yonghui, read by Bob Perelman

Amid the dashing big waves
Of a boundless sea,

| am banished

----by your vision

Banished.

In a absent sort of way,

| open a pair of arms to the sky and shout :
| want a shell trumpet

To blow off the ten thousand heavy hate

In my heart.



However, a text message

Through ten thousand miles

Fall in the center of my palm .

| unfold it reading carefully,

Which ,unexpectedly, is a poem that your little hand hatches.

Has very salty sea water
Splashed wet my eyes.

Horizon is always in the afar,

Full of temptation.

However, destinedly

| want to return to that past park of yours.
Look—

That pure sea gull,

Must be the angel whom you send,

Is aways hovering around and calling

In my ship’s bow.
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7. Recalling by Hu Xiang
tr. by Zeng Suying read by Charles Bernstein

After the tide

The small crabs were on the rock, bathed in the sun
Forming the shape of pictograph

At sunset

Swarms of dragonflies imitated the wind

And came to the sea-visitors’ vision

It rained a whole day and a whole night
The plantain fought against the storm violently

The sleepless nestled together by the sea
If Looked out with wide eyes
They seemed to be the lighthouse of love at this era
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8. April Fools’ Day by Liu An
tr. by n/a, read by Charles Bernstein

| got up so early this morning

And looked up at the stars in the sky
All of them were present

But | had no mood to compose a poem
Can a poem be composed?

No kidding

The porridge was boiling in the pot
Yellow beans, red beans, green beans
And the pearl-like rice

Do not fight

Oh

They were flirting

Let them be

Rock sugar

It's not serious

After | read half of the book
The day broke

Who

Covered my eyes quietly
Father

Gave you something

My naughty girl

How dare you play a joke
On your father?



On the French traditional festival
If the water had bones

The mountains broke their waists
If Venus’ arms remained intact

If Mona Lisa’s smile

Faded away

If

If wolf really came

If

It was not a joke
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C. Readings from the Penn poets

1. Starlight Tours by Sarah Dowling
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tr. Woan Yin Lim, read by Wang Xinmin
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2. Years Later by Gregory Djanikian

There’s a tree he remembers
in whose branches

are many rooms

hidden by leaves.

If he finds it, which may be soon,
he might have to call from below
for someone to set down a ladder.

He thinks he knows who lives there,
all his old lovers, even his wife

he hasn’t seen for a while,

one happy family.

How long has he been gone?
How far into the desert could he have walked
in his bare feet and without a hat?

Now in the distance he sees
a shimmering of green, he hears
the sound of water in the leaves.

“‘Sweethearts,” he coos,
putting his hand on the trunk.



But the tree is shaking violently.
All around him, small birds

are falling out of it,

singing off key.

tr. by Zhang Yiming, read by Chen Ying-Song
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3. Banking Rules by Michelle Taransky

With the entire floor to oneself



It is a sound that stands in for loneliness

Is loneliness, a suspect
| suspect

Summary without currency or
A care to commit to
Crimes of care

Against a figure we cannot
Figure out division
In the first place

| want you to quit
Worrying, the could haves

Meant everything

tr. by Zhang Yiming, read by Tian He
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4. CHINA by Bob Perelman
We live on the third world from the sun. Number three. Nobody tells us what to

do.
The people who taught us to count were being very kind.



It's always time to leave.

If it rains, you either have your umbrella or you don't.
The wind blows your hat off.
The sun rises also.

I'd rather the stars didn’t describe us to each other; I'd rather we do it for
ourselves.

Run in front of your shadow.
A sister who points to the sky at least once a decade is a good sister.
The landscape is motorized.

The train takes you where it goes.

Bridges among water.

Folks straggling along vast stretches of concrete, heading into the plane.
Don’t forget what your hat and shoes will look like when you are nowhere to be

found.
Coats in the window hung up on hooks; question marks where the heads would
normally be.

Even the words floating in air make blue shadows.

If it tastes good we eat it.

The leaves are falling. Point things out.

Pick up the right things.

Hey guess what? What? I've learned how to talk. Great.

The person whose head was incomplete burst into tears.

As it fell, what could the doll do? Nothing.

Go to sleep.

You look great in shorts. And the flag looks great too.

Everyone enjoyed the explosions.

Time to wake up.

But better get used to dreams too.

Trans. By Zhang Yiming, read by Hu Xiang
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5. LIFT PLOW PLATES by Charles Bernstein

For brief scratches, omits,
lays away the oars (hours).
Flagrant immersion besets all
the best boats. Hands, hearts
don't slip, solidly
(sadly)departs.

Empire of sudden letting, soaks
up flaps of fumes, these (his)
fumes. When in the midst
of—days, chartered

whether or not. And suits.
Simple things (thugs)



poisoned with inception.
Such tools as

amount to ill-bred

orientation. Mrs. X

urging Mr. Z to amortize Miss
O. The snowperson snowed
under. On beam, off target.

%422 J] (LIFT PLOW PLATES)
tr. by Luo Lianggong, read by Yanrong
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