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Z Hom M os Sunlight of Winter
— N TER for Han Le
PRA] RS2 2] T 4 H IR FE G Have you felt the winter sunlight?
RO O R T Wb 2E T I can already smell her fragrance,
LE LI PG AR I [ 37 o 23 < L In this fresh, sun-warmed air
LEW R T BH G5 W& 8 = 1 A v b Sun-soaked clothes smell scorched
ARATVE 2 B AR PR S i (o, Have you noticed the color of winter sunlight?
YRR A O On B A white water with a golden hue,
WA R OK B2 B s g 6,1 The only warm color in the season of frozen breath
BHEETEIED AT passes through the cold to fulfill everyone’s desires
T 1B U35 1 3k DR IV 117 4% BH Please hold onto the warm winter sun
A, Wit s Walk outside, take pleasure in this sunlight
b BH G R 1 - O BE RSB & Let your sun-soaked mind follow the pigeons released into the sky
R84 P A H Oy R AR S BH Y Where their bells string together the sounds of laughter
VRIR M4 H BB e AN B B ASTR AT The pale winter sun isn’t restless or arrogant
AR LE R R M R SRS Still the mind at home with a cup of tea
MRS P AR B LT The pure clarity of the mind pauses on a few pages of a book
BT ES EPARH HIBAE Tired, close the book, then the eyes, and leave the body behind

CRRBT, HERBSEL? 7 “If winter comes, can spring be far behind?”
I R A O T R Savor the verse, then open, dimly, both eyes.
R ISBERE, ¥4 H IR PH G Notice the winter’s pale warm light

Wy TR % has already migrated, soundless, beyond the southern window
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Spring Snow?

Weather forecast: Spring began more than ten days ago,
Tonight there may be some snow, but not heavy.

Dark, an overcast sky,

night winds blow, not cold, but damp,
Spring’s light snow is already falling

Open the window,

it’s too warm inside,

The moist air quickly floods body and mind.

Turn off the lights, pitch black, can’t see anything,

But the snowfall outside feels very real,

Here, right now, this is what art pursues, “this feeling,”

It lingers unexplainable, beyond cognition, an aftertaste without end

In the dark, I suddenly feel the two-thousand-year-old
Vitality and strength of Chinese poetry, its fibrous root
Slowly spreads through my veins, wrapped in spring snow
A warm spirit slowly extends outward

Not feeling any pain,

I have never been so excited,

As if intoxicated

this sense as deep and dark as an ocean . . .

As the root hairs stretch, I seem to hear

From history, a voice offers an ancient poetics . . .
Hurry, it will take days to untangle these ideas
Concentrate, develop these night thoughts into a verse

Afterward, there are only two possibilities
Rush to wake in the morning,

Last night’s snow lies on the windowsill,
A thin layer, white and even . . .

Or, perhaps, the other possibility:
rush to wake in the morning,
Last night no snow fell, only an overcast sky . . .

(2006)
Translations from the Chinese
By Jonathan Stalling & Yongan Wu
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Oh, Nietzsche

It was cold on the last Christmas Eve of the nineteenth
century,

Raging storm squeezed from the cracks,

The philosophy professors gathered in the golden hall—

The nonsense and crap were winning applause.

The cold air wrinkled professors’ brows,
Subconsciously the ladies pulled up their collars,
Nobody paid attention, nobody reacted further,
But the roaring sound was sweeping across Europe.

Outside, Nietzsche was rambling in the expanse,
His thoughts danced with the storm and the wolves,

In the icy world his thoughts metamorphosed again and again,

As they kept trying to break the spiritual shackles.

He never stopped questioning in his life,

No one understood his arrogance and loneliness
Nobody answered his scorn to the world either,
Only his drafts stayed with him, like the snowflakes.

The torturous diseases made him older,

In the loneliness Nietzsche painfully pondered,
Rebellious thoughts were like the gale rolling with snow,
Stomping across the universe, so ferocious and abusive—
For a pure and ruthless world.

Then the bell of the New Year rang,

The heroes Nietzsche called “Supermen,”
From Martin Eden, Jack London’s novel,
To Hemingway’s old fisherman,

Now the whole world has been shaken.

After so many sleepless nights plagued by disease,

The poetic dreams nestling alone and cold,

Like a newborn baby going through the pain of delivery,
Finally cried out, shocking all people on earth.

Nietzsche, before the sun rises to change the world,
The stars in the sky are the flames of your thought.
Your last passion is just like the guttering candle,
Wake with us Nietzsche, let us walk together.

(2003)

Translation from the Chinese
By Yongan Wu
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