W ENIEIFER (21 poems translated into English by Ouyang Yu)

An important and representative poet of contemporary Chinese women’s poetry, Na
Ye, female, graduated from the Department of Chinese Language, Nanjing University.
She is now based in Chongqing. She began writing in 1985 and has worked as a
journalist for a long time and is now a professional writer and a member of China
Writers Association. Her poetry publications include The Wind Was Rising, Written
before I went to Sleep, C.V., and God within the Things that We Like. She has won
The Third Lu Xun Literary Award (2005), People’s Literature Prize (2007), October
Literature Prize (2014) and Tian Wen Poets Prize (2011), as well as such titles as the
One of the Top Ten Young Women Poets in the New Century and One of the
Talented People in the ‘Four Batches’, awarded by the Ministry of Propaganda of
China (2018). Her work has been translated into English, French, Japanese, Russian,
German and Swedish. Na Ye’s poetry is tinged by a sadness that originates from
living itself. Her poetry is brave enough to stare at human limitations while reflecting
the significance that the brevity of beauty could increase the value of beauty.
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Life

I have treasured you

The way I treasured a black candy ball when I was little
Licking it

And wrapped it up with candy paper at once

I licked it again

But at a lower, and still lower speed

As I wrapped it up faster

Now  nothing is left except me and my candy paper
I have to bear it: sadness
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The wind was rising

The wind was rising I love you
A vast wilderness
Along the wind

In such a faraway place no need
For thoughts

All one needs is the reeds

Along the wind

A vast wilderness
Like our love no contents
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The song of the bar

the reeds



Quietly, I am sitting the one who came
Is
Quietly sitting

Smoking

Sipping the tea

And, occasionally  looking outside the window
Looking at the life in which we were located

—neither of us has lived it well!

She is the string of the instrument that she has broken
And I, a remark unpublishable in my own poetry

Two women quietly sitting
e
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Happiness

A big snow falling  happy earth



People in love walking
Happy road

An old man got a bird
With grains and a net
The little bird also happy

Bare trees  bare

Leaves turned into butterflies
Flowers turned into fruit
Barely

Happy

A child I can’t see him
—still inside his mother’s body
Mother’s smile

So happy

—the wind blowing across the snow-flowers
Please blow so all the kids under heaven are pretty
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Coming out of the bar

Coming out of the bar

I lit up a cigarette

Along the Yellow River

I, alone

Walked and smoked

The water ran east

The wind blew north

The mistakes made by my left foot were not corrected by my right foot in time
My waist  was drifting

I knew

I was drunk

That day

I got drunk like tall mountains and far waters
Light and dark

I thought I’d recall someone

And the fate within

Like before

But no

Alone

I walked and smoked

And I was thinking—

Flesh was more honest than thought
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In this boundless world

Whatever coldness sets fire to
It is the bonfire

Whatever fragility grabs hold of
It breaks up

Whatever a woman forgives
It is a child

Mistakes by the child can be forgiven
The child  can keep making mistakes

Whatever I love—in this boundless world
It is my treasure
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A group photo

Not you! It’s the disappearing teenager in your body that’s holding me
It’s his proud and pure heart underneath his white shirt

The love entered in a diary

The book dropped on the steps leading to the library

Holding me! It’s the blueness and the waves permeating in the Baltic Sea
The setting sun wetted by the rain the topless church
The mysterious sounds of the bells

And prayers...things that my gradually withering imagination could reach
And the sacred light of things beautiful

When I sigh it’s even the baby in your body that refuses to come to this world
His crying

—his double contempt for life and death

That is holding me

—here in this place that is called the world
The solitary people

Are buying and selling

And mutually repenting

The intimacy of flesh has not made their spirits love
Or is that the reason for you to write poetry?

The source of all art as if time had recovered its memory
I see in my closed eyes
A drop of ocean



Dripping

It’s its wave that is holding me! Not you
What I have rejected is this age
Not you, not me

‘Whoever first leaves this world
Must write an elegiac poem’

Listen: I’ve come to this world to apologize for myself
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Praise

Praise the existence of soul and the entanglement of quantum
Praise dark matter and the nameless grass on the rooftiles
Praise the two fluffy birds in my study
that have acquired eternity in the mountains and waters of a painting
Praise an empty jail
for having turned into a stone, forgotten by the earth
the way wind and sands have turned into sesames
Praise this generation for what it has experienced. ..



the ginkgo leaves flying and dancing next life

and for their wish to become golden butterflies
Praise the sun in Chongqing

although I sometimes side with the big fog
Praise such a God:

Please treat kids and poets well

because they are my messengers. ..

in the Harvard Art Museums in America

I praised Monk Wang from my hometown

And the Dunhuang cultural relics, dispersed around world museums

—it’s good as long as they are there
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Written before I went to sleep

I couldn’t tear myself away and go to bed

Couldn’t, from this music this rocking chair  this ripply skylight
The Buddhist blue

Couldn’t tear myself away from the nothingness

An idealist leans to

The breeze, ripple after ripple is not real
Blowing like Hangzhou

Like noon in Amsterdam ripple after ripple
Trance-like

Empty

In fact



Or hypothetical: hands—

To be unbuttoned, the second button needs someone in the know
All understandable
Those who don’t understand can’t unbutton it
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A poem

It is there

It’s been there

Before it’s written by a poet before the dawn of humanity
In the first morning

And at this moment
It has chosen my pen

It’s chosen melancholy  to write for the few
The me

That can only be reached by few

By slow
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What can a poem do?
To become the lie itself?

Who has it given up on?

And who  the great

Or the to-be great ~ with me signed on it instead—such a lonely
Name
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Qinghai, Qinghai

We are gone
The sky still bluing there

The eagle  still flying there

The canola flowers still opening there—

The gold swaying in the land of Tibetan language
Honey in the light of Buddha

Memory still lying there—
When will we have the bright moon
YouandI alack of oxygen sleeping bag to sleeping bag
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You passed a Salem to me: History is not hypothetical
I passed a cigar to you: Time won’t return

In a century

Life’s meaning still lies there—
If there is any meaning

In life at all
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Hand language

Two mute kids
Were talking on the mountain slope at noon

So beautiful their faces beginning to develop under the sun

Dancing in the air:  the hands

The sunlight the wind  the echoes of the mountain creeks, entwining the
fingers

A sudden

Pause

And

Jump

So beautiful

—if  there aren’t tears that have been running nonstop down their faces...

Tk
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On the nineteenth floor

A loofah vine extends itself from the neighbour’s balcony to the emptiness of her
afternoon

having climbed over the belt of separation between the iron bars

and taking a tight grab of the reliable wall

in the twenty-first century the plants still hold onto the beautiful enthusiasm

Nature bestows on them

while the human hearts harden

becoming deserts

the misanthropist has grown weary of herself

and of what life has taught her...

on the nineteenth floor

when she leans to take the raindrops brought by the loofah vine and the evening

she’s choking up:

what you are against

is also what I’'m against
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No place better than the study
There’s no place better than the study

Where my kitten is enjoying a nap
And I, enjoying a pause brought by my reading

And there is also the life that is ageing

Sometimes I may also read a book of my own
All left on the paper...

Some lights are left in their own shadows
And others, in the things they are lighting up

Pen and paper

The steep heart and the pre-dawn frost...the courage
To reply

—only these moments are of value

My best poems come from the north in winter
And my best-loved people, from my imagination
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Pleasure

The ancient flame is so trustworthy

These potatoes bok choy  with mud and roots
The steam on this steamed bread

The frost on the turnip

Among them
I’'m no longer a stranger to myself
And I no longer live elsewhere

I experience what is said in the Buddhist scriptures: pleasure

The sunflower on my apron, like love, twists my body:

Old sun how are you going?

As good as in an agricultural era?

Sadness, like a wisp of chimney smoke, comes surging out of whose eyes

The old sun
I do not love a violently speeding age

These rooms that are connected, like rails, with the world...

Morning dew and sweat and echoes of the roaring mountain wind—I love
A kitchen smelling of farming and its
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Empty bottles at dusk

Me on a small stool
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Missing Lanzhou

Missing Lanzhou

As I walk I miss

Friends who used to write poetry together with me

I miss our capacity for liquor when young hot blood  on the plateau
Things polished bright by the light of time: solemn pleasure

Everlasting

Pain is an eagle that explains the earth to the sky
Keeping a heart sad for beauty

Sheep that have entered into the city
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Lights that are low

The black candy ball that induced me to write about life
Missing Lanzhou

Peidu I’ll greet Yang Yang and Ren Lin by borrowing a section of your history

Chongqing I'll greet Gu Ma and Ye Zhou by borrowing a trip of your wind and
rain

Ah Xin are you okay in south Gansu?!

Whoever faces his or her home in the big fog
Will walk the slower, shrouded in a lightning  tears running down the face
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Here...

I’ve never lost my little-people books

I’ve never got my bicycle tires repaired

I’ve never received a slip of paper for my puberty period

I’ve never sewn together my body, ripe for ripping apart...here

I blankly stare at the grey sky in it

There is nothing in a sky with nothing

An eagle takes a sudden flight and lowers its head

Sometimes I feel like crying I miss the sky over the plateau that seems
To be moving rock-like clouds  strong ultraviolet light

The sun that is toasting Dunhuang and the vast poverty and desolation
I miss its barrenness!

I miss its desolation!

I dream again of the eagle when I dream of it

It lowers its wings ~ and carries me downwards into the nightmare of the abyss
Flying upwards it carries my shivering shrieks

To fly over the plain sky—when I

Dream of him!

This city is not my raving cold sweat breast hyperplasia

Nor is the fog on the mirror  not the one I’'m after:
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The same river before a poet’s bed

The frost on the ground it’ll never know

What I’m thinking of when I raise my head the whitening dawn
Has never seen me flip the silent ash in my hand into a lying
Mouth—it’s got the shape of a microphone

I prefer to think of: a hill of morning glories

And Zhuoma holding a lamb in her arms  the smile of a god
Continuing the other day

I was so drunk the rivers and the mountains shook the grassland that day
There were only cows and sheep in my heart  lying in their arms
I stuck out my tongue to lick the stars in the sky:

In the ancient times when wishes could turn into realities...

On the retina of dawn

Another scar that looked like an iron

When it began healing  so itchy

It kept reminding of a scene: life like a dream

Who can you hold and cry together

Hannah Arendt turned a moral trial into a class of philosophy
Forgetting herself till she turned into a listening chair

Losing the stick of home

It takes humanity nine seconds to forget the pain

Shorter than a penguin

The trembling

Has stopped

Never to return

Only the forgetful life can continue...here

I plant the camel thorn ~ Achyranthes splendens  planting the word of home
I grab hold of the pervasive rain fog

I’1l give a handful to Yangguan

With another handful blown by the big wind to the Hexi Corridor
And, at the moment, I’'m weary of this prolonged

Ceaseless heat wave the passion of my body wasted by it in vain
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Migrating to Chongqing
Getting further away now...

All right, Chongqing

Let my dry skin fall in love with your moisture

My eyes, used to the desolation and wind and sand, have grown used to your green
mountains and waters

The French plane-trees

The gingko trees

Your sudden flashes of lightning and thunder

Commotion of dripping water

And the heaving quietness

The fate of history, one step higher, one step lower here—it with us mankind

Having no experience of tomorrow

When together with your heavy fog

With heaven and earth merged in a chaos

I hold my shoulders, looking about me and talking to myself: getting further away...
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Writing

Let me carry on with writing like this:
The pleasure of a fish that has committed suicide for love
Is the pain the hook gives it

With talking like this:
One must reach what discourse can’t
By the intervention of body...

Let me continue to trust the smell of a cat:
Let it take a number of poems from my desk
To the wastepaper basket

And bring another number of them

Back to my desk

Let me kiss this remark:

I love my lips in tears

Because they have said I love you
Let me continue

The woman’s  the body’s but the poetry’s
As I make myself up

I thank God

And love that breeds chastity when [ am in love
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Let me carry on with writing like this:

‘We are the poets—rhyming with the subalterns’
—Tsvetaeva in her age

Let me say it:

Amazing similarities

Ah—come, you, come
Help these words get over the shock
And press down the trembling paper
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All

All that has suddenly happened I identify as you
An empty street

The wind on the face

The sun swaying in a mirror

The sudden white hair

The bee that flew into my study at 9 a.m. two days in a row
A shawl that has dropped onto the ground

The one who is leaving

And the god who is leaving

A piercing pain in the precordial area

The sharp blade that cuts my finger

The white gauze that wraps it up

The fresh blood that keeps seeping out of the gauze



All that has happened on me
Has you in it
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To wash down the north-western wind with liquor, like the dishes

To wash down the north-western wind with liquor, like the dishes
With no stray lambs coming up to ask for directions

We are talking about the width and cleanness of a river and its meaning to all the
mountains and rivers
And the meaning of the other shore to the heart and soul
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After the middle age
We refrain ourselves from the bad habit of sighing about life

And we have stopped looking in the direction that others point
Wooden effigies, of course, can also be placed where God’s images are placed

You clap your hands
Only for the purpose of improving your health

True and falsehood are an endless litigation
But you only have one life

Times are speeding up ~ we are in no hurry
We pour ourselves a drink and drink it and, occasionally, we talk to ourselves

Lights in the distance strike a righteous attitude but lack a kind heart
And we no longer have the passion for getting drunk, once and for all

In a floating life, gatherings and departures are like the clouds
Only heavens know

Every time I sing praise of the green mountains and waters on my journey
I miss the vast desolation of the plateau in the northwest
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