The Way of Poetry
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Modern technology is gradually dismantling nature’s sense of sanctity and imagination for poetry.
Centuries ago, when humans raised their heads to gaze at the moon in the heavens, we had
endless imaginations: the mythological Lunar Palace, Toad Palace, Osmanthus Palace, and the
jade-likeness of the moon... we used to imagine there to be Chang’e living on the moon, and Wu
Gang the feller trying to fell a perpetually self-healing osmanthus tree; there was also a jade
rabbit, moon fairies... and so on. When humans landed on the moon, all imaginations for the
moon were instantly dashed. We learned about the true appearance of the moon, the fact that
it’s an arid and desolate rock mass, and that there was no Chang’e, no Wu Gang and no
osmanthus trees on it. | grew up along the banks of Jialing River. When | was a child, my
grandparents would tell me stories about monsters and clam spirits, about how hermit fox spirits
and floral nymphs lived in the mountains on the other side of the river, and about how there the
bamboo forests at the back of our house were where snake spirits and crane spirits lived in
reclusion. In recounting my childhood, | once wrote in my poem the following expressions, “Spirits
are found in all things in nature | When time and reincarnation are transcended, plants become
spirits and beasts discover the Way of nature | Death or the withered flesh, immortalized or
ascending souls.” When I'd grown up, | was constantly told in countless books that none of them
existed. All of my childhood imaginations about objects in nature were ripped apart and
dismantled by science and technology, which left me with anxieties in regards to aging, sickness
and reincarnation.

| used to believe that we as humans are made up of the body and the soul; when a person dies,
their soul goes to another realm, leaving behind the physical body in this world. The soul either
goes to heave or to hell, or to reincarnate into any of the six realms of existence. I'd always
imagined the meeting and communication between humans and deities, humans and the
heavenly bodies, humans and the natural landscapes, humans and cave-dwelling spirits. Despite
the fact that they have been keeping human beings company for millennia, modern science
essentially dispels all of them into thin air. Science makes us re-acquaint with nature, and that re-
acquaintance has led to nature being articulated in poetry in diminishing deference and
reverence. Depictions of nature found in contemporary poetry have been reduced to simply
imaginations about objects themselves, using elegant poetics as descriptions of nature.
Imaginations about and the sense of deference and reverence for nature are all but lost. Poetry is
no long the temple of discourse, the sacred functions that poetry used to hold are being gradually
eroded by modern science. Poetry has become a technique, and passing off this technique as art
has become a prominent mission and consensus in the poetry world. If the effects that modern
science exerts on “the art of sacred imaginations” caused us to cast doubt on the way we had
previously imagined objects, or if they disrupted our previously held world views and led us to
scrutinize ourselves and the world around us, if modern science were diminishing the divinity of
poetry, this kind of attenuation would just be like a person without a soul. A soulless person is no
more than a bag of fleshly desires and ideas. Likewise, poetry devoid of divinity is no more than a
showy display of a collage of techniques. As modern science prevails to an ever greater extent,



and as technologies mature, they are crowding the divinity out of poetry, thereby reducing the
width of the poets’ mind and causing the narrowing of the horizon of their thinking. Some years
ago, | articulated this in one of my poems, “We retreat from the Cosmos in the Qin Dynasty to the
World in the Tang Dynasty./ We then retreat from the Mountains and Gorges in the Song Dynasty
to the Temple Chambers in the Ming Dynasty./ Alas! The greenery and the beauties of the Qing
Dynasty./ We have let go of the torso, leaving behind sex and the lower body. / Into poetry we
enter so as to express motions./ Rivers run east./ Our mental horizon contracts in a regular
manner.” Consider these verses from Tang poems, “The feelings of one who travels away from
home drift like a cloud. My sentiments are like the sun setting into the horizon.” “A long row of
trees have leaves falling out of them; the seemingly endless Yangtze River torrents towards him.”
“With stars hanging on the edge of the sky, the wilderness is made to seem even vaster. The
moonlight shines on the shimmering water surface, the great River will flow east.” The heaven,
the earth, mountains and rivers, they have all become part of a poet’s sentimentality that churns
in his/her heart; their existence hinges on the poet’s existence. Poets open theirs hearts and
emotions to the world in composing poems, the world then becomes part of their poems, the
imaginations embodied in the verses could reach the extremities of the cosmos. For poets, the
horizon marks the width and breadth of their sentimentality. The increasingly abundant modern
technologies crowds out the stars, greeneries, the moonlight, the rivers, the wilderness and so on
in poetry, just as living in confined urban spaces crowds out certain features of living. While these
nouns still appear in poems, but the objects for which the nouns serve as labels have all but lost
their luster and texture as objects in the natural world... modern science and technology have
taken us to the border, and the beauty and aesthetics that once was has completely disintegrated
along the way.

Modern science and technology have dismantled our imaginations about nature, but they also
prompts us to re-examine human beings and humanity. Science and technology bring about
modern poetry, allowing individualistic liberation to develop to the fullest extent possible.
Heroism, characteristic of former times, is slowly disappearing from poetry, whether it be from
Chinese, European, American or Australian poetry. We can no longer sense from poetry the
heroism and romanticism found in Homer’s Odyssey, or Alighieri’s Divine Comedy. Instead, our
poetry has become a form of realism and sombre modernism, with poetry now becoming an
ordinary technique or skill.

The sacred bastion that used to exist in poetry has crumbled in the face of modern technology,
and the sense of self-aggrandisation and self-exaltation held by poets are also slowly
disappearing. We can no longer derive at a sense of reverence from an poetry collection that
others may or may not understand or appreciate, as it contains merely linguistic techniques or
artistry. Modern science dismantles our imaginations of things that are remote from us, it also
opens the door for us to continually scrutinise our own fleshly desires. What is left with respect to
objects in nature are the objects themselves; and poetry, having lost the mystique it once had, is
now merely linguistic descriptions of objects.

| have noticed something interesting based on my observation of life in farming villages and in
industrialised urban settings, that is, the science and technology-based rapid industrialisation and
urbanisation are bringing back realism for literature. And as science dismantles our understanding



of nature, our hearts are pulled in opposite directions by tradition and modernity, by revivalism
and vanguardism. We enjoy the convenience brought about by roads, aeroplanes and electronics,
while at the same time experiencing the wrath of industrialisation such as the destruction of
natural environment and human traditions. As species and rural villages disappear from out of
sight one by one, we mourn for the loss, we express our grief, and yet we find ourselves incapable
of resisting the many conveniences in life that our fleshly desires bring for us, incapable of
resisting the temptations of this complex and exuberant wold. In my work Going Through the
Pinholes of Stars, | talked about the relationship between nature and industrialisation. In this
poem, | fuse modern industrialisation and nature together. The first verse of the poem says, “The
moon | cut up by gas-powered lights, a quarter of its light and shadow, the skin burned | by acid”.
The metaphor here points to the barbarous development by humans in the early days of
industrialisation. In the second verse of the poem, | write, “In the afternoon | strolled along the
threads of a screw, | wedging into a swamp in the dark night. The crouching moon looks | as if it’s
a sufferer of an occupational disease coughing in the smog”; this verse speaks figuratively of the
brutality that industrialisation has directed against the natural environment. The process of going
from the “cut-up moon” to the “crouching moon” represents the transition from an agricultural
era to an industrial era. When | moved from the farming Nanchong to the industrial Dongguan
some twenty years ago, | felt the moon changing in my eyes. I’'ve written many poems about the
moon, for example Rusty Moon, Sentimental Moon, Bloody Moon, Raging Moon, Grey Moon,
Greasy Moon, | wrote them to characterise the harm done to the natural environment by
industrialisation. In the third verse of Going Through the Pinholes of Stars ( {ZE#&ZBFRIEFL) ),
| wrote, “The ignition device quickly sinks into the acid, the dark night unrobes | its black garment.
The moon, the night’s alarm, | it is bright, the snow did not fall after all.” The moon is more than
just a celestial body to humans, it is more than the palace from the fairy tales of our childhood;
rather it is like the nature’s and the environment’s alarm that constants serves as a reminder for
us.

How should we explore poetry’s potential between industrialisation and the environment,
between development and the ecology, between tradition and modernity, between revivalism and
vanguardism? There are a number of poets in both China and Australia who are exploring it from
different angles, such as Australian poet Les Murray with his work on tradition and nativity. In his
poem Sanskrit, it reads “The house is nudged by a most ancient flow. / | will wake up in a world
that hooves have led to.” The waking up in a world that hooves have led to is a call for the revival
of traditions. By means of poetry, poets have been trying to defend that which has been harmed
by modern technology, and it has become a shared experience of the human race. | myself am
also exploring the revival of Chinese traditions in poetry. In my poetry collection Rose Garden, |
experimented the use of classical poetics in modern poetry. | took antithesis and intertextuality
from classical poetics as the rhythm for modern Chinese poems, and to employ in large numbers
techniques used for traditional Chinese landscape paintings. In Rose Garden, | used many
couplets, in fact | even used large numbers of five-character and seven-character verses as a way
to explore and discover rhythms that convey a sense of Chinese tradition.

| also read in Les Murray’s The Buladelah-Taree Holiday Song Cycle where he wrote, “through
Coolongolook, through Wang Wauk, across the Wallamba.” He then went on to talk about forests
and villages disappearing. We see in the vast land of China the hollowing out and the gradual



disappearance of villages. | feel that the “Way”, or Dao, as characterised in ancient Chinese
philosophy will likely make a path for literature, industrialisation and urbanisation. The “Way” is
the most ancient concept in Chinese philosophy. “The Way follows the laws of nature”, as noted in
the Chinese classic text Dao De Jing. The Way emphasises equality and equilibrium for all things
and being in harmony with nature. All lives are equal, and “lives” here refers to all living creatures,
not just humans, and so that equality extends to the relationship between the human race and all
other things in nature. The “Way” emphasises how balance and harmony must be achieved to
realise peaceful coexistence of the human race and nature.

As society progresses, the challenges we face will not be confined to the humans’ coexistence
with nature. We now have the added challenges arising from the relationship between humans
and machines. The issue of how humans should coexist with their own creation is becoming the
new core issue for industrialisation and urbanisation. How do humans relate to the cities and
machines of their own creation? How should such dialogues be presented in poetry? As
technology advances, humans do not limit their creation to machines that facilitate production;
humans have and will create Artificial Intelligence that is capable of actual communication. How
do humans coexist with Artificial Intelligence, something that possessing thinking faculties as
humans do? It is now a question that requires our urgent attention. In recent years, I've been
looking for poetic ways to express the relationship between humans and machines. | once wrote
in a poem, “With a sandpaper | | sand the rusty sky, my hands cover up the bitter night | our love
is stored with a tiny thermostat.” A thermostat is a common industrial electronic device, its
temperature control characteristic makes an interesting metaphor in contrast to the indifference
and the cooling off of love among human beings. If our love can be stabilised like a thermostat,
the world will become a much better place. The exploration of the balance between industrial
objects and poetic expressions has become the theme of my most recent poetry collection, and |
draw inspirations from the Way, or Dao, of ancient Chinese philosophy. The Way helps me to find
equilibrium and peaceful coexistence between the human race and all other things in nature. The
Way helps me to realise that all things are equal and sacred, be they natural or artificial; we need
to love and embrace natural matters as well as artificial objects. The coexistence of the human
race, nature, machines, artificial intelligence, and all other things in the world, form a new
ecology, and perhaps the Way in ancient Chinese philosophy will be able to provide important
lessons for this newly emerged ecology.



S ziE
*B1NIR

MEBAZHRE 7 BEANBFROWGZRSERN - HEFH - SRIMMIEXEWASE
BIINERAEBE: AE 2% - 1B5 - £5.. BRAZEEEEH, BHEEN  BK
KRN - Bx%  BRIWFES - SAREZE LHIKE - B FWENFABEER - A
MMEAREARXRMERT, 2—RARENAL  RBHRE - NAEN - HEEERERL
2 BENNK - WOHEEKRBITEKE - BB - XENUPSEEERIE - Al
MTEF, EEMMMEZREERRE - U - [ EEF - REEBCHSRPET
LHFRE, ‘BARZYWEAERHR | ZENERE - BAXMGIWL - ES5FE | FTLAMENAS -
FUES ¥ARIBER", KARZE  BASAUMERFE - BNHAFE - HEFERTTERA
$¢%2ﬁ%ﬁﬂ?&ﬂ$5ﬁ7ﬁ§f€%ﬁﬁ@7 U T ARNEE SRS - BERAN - #HBE 17—
*quEn s °

LETRIANNAD NRESREE - BT UIERREESIMIER - WESBELE - REZE
EXREHFETHIN - HBBAANERES - F—EHABEASH - ASER - ASHREE
R, AEARSW, ASRENERBER.. . XR5HEE, efIEF FAERLTE  BIRAR
RESBTX—]) - REREHMERANRBER - £FERENNISRPRREER G K
ERE5EZEEMH, ISR ERNRERF TN THIRSHESR - DUEERHZREMY
BAMER, MERTEAPNERZYNERNESWER - 15 - ABESIEZTE - E
LIBT M ae RN ARIRELEE - WA —RRZ - ERZIEZANILFBRATR
FH—MEHHIR - MREPEMEZHERANZAHER, ERIOGLUEIEROEY
FEETWE - SEBEEARMNAOERM - ERMNEBMITNRERSES - 55N
AEERHMMMEERR XMBEREMNARRK 7 RE—F - RAREWARRK NAKFRIR
Z5RE, MEREESFRRIABRAZESHME - RIFRARBREEETT - SRR -
EARMM T EESREERE D - R ANNBERSHERERE/ ) BFERBEEECH
WRPEIXFRNRE - “MERHFERTIERHXT/MREANILKRTIARMTE
/R, KEWER, ZEAN/ME, BIVEET LFE - FIESNEEEATRF - a7
R/ T MARRNG O/ ENWBEEREANR G/ NS - HEER TP F -
“FRFEFE, EBBAE, "ELERNRR N ARKTLRZRRK - “EEFHIF - BT
o "RHIAIE AR AR —E7 - B AROTED - BIIRESANEFEN—E
. SAESES - BRSNOESAEFTET - BRECOSHRN—D - IS a=2
MBR DEEBLRRHYRAFTR - S ANBHRRUt L B2 AR MY 2 - M I SR I
FRRAMEEERRG—1F - 512 FBRPNER - EA - B 1000 EH.SRMF
AZWEENEAEHNSRP LN - BEEXEFARELINSYERK F el fEAEAT
SORVEEMEZFESEE.. MRELURNBE FERNAFT - £RETEER FBERE
¥fo

MEFAREE 7 HIMNNBEARNER - BANLRNEFRFRINRANERS - BRI
EXFR - BUENMERSRT AR - BTURIAZEEE XA E S RFOER - I
IER P EBEOMNNZZEREBM - HONTABMNSRPREZRE] (FISER) . ()
EPHEHEERBEXNSR - FAIROTHREM FIMSLEX - TR 7 ENIRARIIRENX
BRER S —MHHENFZ - SRPEENSEZELERTZEAISEER - WAITE U



ABTNARNLBRTIEEERE  RINTEBN—EXFIABREAEZEAENTEPR
FEEMNMER TESHMNNIAZESHZAEBARNZAR - REXREHI I BIZEY)
MER RN 7HIANENESRERENIE—E] - BRIV THREY
MAS, SRE NIRRT ERZNRD - K 7 ELRVSHME -

BEMRUANZ B TWARHERE - RAA—IMRERERNIZR - mZ2UBRARRNEEXNT
WAESHHENBEAKRTAXFIMSEEXRIENT - mBEEREARTT RTINS B R
AR - BMWROERASIN - ERSAEZEGH - HMNERESELRE - Wl - =8
FRATRHMNWER - RPN T AZE TIMEHELRNMNBRFRBIL - WALESR
BIBEIR, L— D — T HIBARYM. MEFAHARNATFEKRE - RO ERIBREIFR
th - REXMGEEWIBE - HNARBENBARETLINNEFURERMBF M T
RIBR - T (FHEBE ) PRATEARAEIWHNRZ - £XEFT - THARNL
WSESBERZYME - XERFE—HER  “ESI52EM | A% EmE2Z—HE5H
22, BEER | HROEKREEHTUWNCALBEENA L ; RAEE_THER - “TFia
BIRZHVLEREFMT | RARKRRAZR - 0ENARE | RWREE - £FFE N N
BRUEFEIWNBERSHENHE - N2EMA S WENER", XIESRWHE
[T WECRIARE - %81 - AKWHREFTR TWAIARS - BERE F BRERNE
HHE(E - RETRZERTHIENSEHN - LLNEFHHSR". “hRIAR". “FIHNH
5, “ERAR, (RAR. “HRNAR", EREIWNBRSEHRNME - BN
(FHEBME L) HWE=ZT - BB “BRARINIAKR - FRERE | BROERKRE -
A% BmHERs | BERE BRTREN. AR, WTARRER  ANNARAZ—TEK
FEMNEFNBENER - ©EERSHIRNERS - NRNEESHN],

MAEIWSBER - KESHE - fASIN - EASEEZE - RRGFNRWAIEEY - F
EEN, #BE-H#SANARB LGOI - EEARMNFASE-SEXNESR - ALTWRE -
HEHESR (LALEE) b, BRF'REZMFABRERF - /HRE— T4 H5ITIHER
HEEE", —RAm5|IMNERER XE2EFMERET - SAMN—ERSREDEE
HENSBDERAALHKENZR - RECTERZRPEEAERRPNET - HEFE
(MBEER) PIFERTRSRENNSRPIZA - BN HERISRPROXNL - EXXERRN
WAONEN TR - £RA LASEHAFPEESLKENCIEFE - & (MBRER) ., &
igzg%%ﬁﬁ’@fﬁ - BEERATRENDS  tSRHEUKIRATFERIR 1B - &
N TI=R.

LIS DER (MDA ESEERNKREEHR)  “FEEEHEY  FEIRT -
BURERET - "REMXER, FHEEK, MBEEHX - E®RENAME - BEHFEIJMUE
H— T HERZELE, REEIEHK, RESTENERESAXFSTWE - #Hit
EH—F@E, ERHERGTENEE, EEER, ERELYFE  IMNEXR - —1
AamMETEEFN, FERBASAZENEMFSE  MEASBRLOYMZERNFSE - B&

EAS B Z B0 al & M Al S it A -

LsEcEBARE - BI)EIRNANNZASBERZEHANOR - WEXE 7 ASHE -
ASBEOEZMMmEIHEA - M TR TAAE ~ HHERZOERE - AZLMOEY B S
BIEE LSRRV ~ A8 ? MAESRPSEXE ? BERERNWHEAR - AKIERAN
NARABZEFWEE - ALKEQE FBEBRRRIALERE - ARMTSXEEFHAIIEF
BEMNATERERY - WA 7 HMNSFEERANOR - XEF - H—EESHASHEZE



BHENRE - RE—BFPEY - “BRAMHAER | EBNXRE - BRANFEZETENR |
A—#d/ B RSFCERAINE - "REs T HEAN—TEFtf - BRBERFIIE
5 ANEHIHRNWEURLEZ B BBrEE - IRFNOZEBNBE RS —1FFR
F—MEGERE  BAERSZERS - RRIVSNSHERZZENFER AT E
E—EENTR - RIRERETPENE", REURBEE FASHYFEHHELTI -
UEHINRBITIEZBERZYAEZNREBUEZNEZ2 FEMMER - RINFEREZER
ZYHMFEREBBUEZY - RINSER - Hlas - ALERE - HEAYMOUHEHEL -
AR T AERUFTER - iF P EN E AR ESRABTUIZR -



