


严⼒

⾮物质⽂化遗产

⼜⼀次爆发了

⼈类⾎液中的诗歌基因
好像专为⼤灾难和⼤感情准备的
上⼀次
再上⼀次
好像已很遥远
但是这⼀次与⼤⾃然的爆发
⼀起震荡出来的诗歌精神
震动了我们在商品社会中
被物质积累起来的精神⿇⽊
震出了⾦钱难以填补的裂缝
震断了我们铺向
股票和房地产市场的道路
震醒了沉迷于贪婪之渊中的良⼼

⼜⼀次爆发了

我们⼏乎忘掉了
诗歌作为最有⼒度的表达形式
正是这块⼟地上空
最值得骄傲的⾮物质⽂化遗产
我不想推断下⼀次
或再下⼀次
将是什么样的⼤事件把它激发
或者
它就像天灾⼀样不可预测
但是诗歌精神
始终是这块多灾多难⼟地上
热爱⾃由者的内⼼预兆

2008．5．21．
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Yan Li

Our Intangible Cultural Heritage

It has erupted again

As if the human gene for poetry

Were specially primed for disaster and great emotion

The last time

And the time before that

Seem so distant 

But this time the spirit of poetry 

Shaken by Nature’s outburst 

Shook our spiritual numbness 

Born of the accumulation of things

In the midst of our consumerist society

Shook open a fissure money can’t begin to fill  

Shook apart our road paved

Toward stocks and real estate 

Shook awake consciences lost in the depths of greed

It has erupted again

We had almost forgotten that

Poetry, the most powerful form of expression

Truly, in this land of ours

Is the intangible cultural heritage which is most worthy of our pride

I don’t want to predict what sort of big event will bring it forth

Next time 

Or the time after that

Or

Like natural disasters, it’s unpredictable

But the spirit of poetry

Is always an inner harbinger for those who love freedom

In this land beset with disaster and suffering 

May 21, 2008
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A moment of silence, for buds destroyed by Spring

Before they could burst into flower 

A moment of silence, not for great men who did good

Not for the Buddhas smashed in the temples

But for those small frail lives, the grass and the snails

A moment of silence, for the paradise of voices

reciting

Which when sweeping over the fields of hope

Becomes a hell of mournful wailing

For the cave-ins mysteriously shaped like the

character “prison”

A moment of silence, for the vanishing cries of

“Daddy!” and “Mama!”

For phrases like “going on an outing,” “going to

school,” “going home”

For the unclaimed cell phones

A moment of silence, for the earth, blindly turning

And for hearts, blindly beating

And for the reinforced concrete and the stones, 

not knowing to escape after killing people. They

were for killing people

A moment of silence, for the classroom doorframe

Suddenly transformed into a knife in the back

And for the child who wanted to be Ultraman*

But in the end flickered into candlelight lines of poetry 

A moment of silence, for the capricious tremors

For fear

And for the life-mocking sudden death sentence

without favor of trial

A moment of silence, for the sound of that last sigh

For that last unheard prayer in the darkness, a child’s

prayer

A moment of silence, for ruins as tranquil as the blue

sky

For the philosophy of life in a book in the ruins

For small hands that will no longer turn textbook pages

For weeping eyes fixed on the stars, and like stars,

now unable to close

A moment of silence, for cruel memorial rites 

For the cruel forgetting that follows

For forgetting

Li Li

A Moment of Silence, for Children Killed in the Earthquake

*Ultraman is a cartoon superhero who starred in the 1960s Japanese television series Ultraman.



THE NECESSITY OF POETRY |  61

李笠

默哀，为死于地震的孩⼦

默哀，为了没有绽开
就被春天毁灭的花朵

默哀，不为功德显赫的伟⼈
不为庙⾥打碎的佛祖
⽽是为了那些弱⼩的⽣命，草和蜗⽜

默哀，为了读书声⾥的天堂
在掠过希望的⽥野时
变成哀嚎的地狱
为了呈现“囚”这个象形字奥秘的坍塌

默哀，为了那些消失的“爸爸！”“妈妈！”的喊声
为了“郊游”“上学”“回家”的字眼
为了⽆⼈认领的⼿机

默哀，为了盲⽬运转的地球
也为⼼脏盲⽬的悸动
也为杀⼈后不知道逃离现场的钢筋⽔泥和⽯头。为了杀⼈

默哀，为了教室的门框
忽然变成插⼊背部的⼑⼦
为了想当奥特曼
但最后颤栗成烛光的诗⾏

默哀，为了随时出现的震晃
为了恐惧
也为了嘲弄⽣命，没有审判书的突然的死刑

默哀，为了最后的那声叹息
为了没⼈听到的⿊暗中最后的祈求，孩⼦的祈求

默哀，为了蓝天⼀样平静的废墟
为了废墟⾥书上的⼈⽣哲理
为了不再翻弄课本的⼩⼿
为了凝望星空但变成像星星⼀样不会闭合的泪眼

默哀，为了残忍的祭献仪式
为了祭献后的残忍的遗忘
为了遗忘
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Yi Sha

Answering My Own Questions

“So just because of an earthquake that caused you 

no harm at all

You become reconciled with the country you’ve confronted 

for so long? 

You reconcile so easily . . .”

“Beyond talking of reconciliation—in fact

I’ve never turned my back on the country that is in my heart

(the noble are not qualified to do this)

And I’ve always longed to love China the way 

the Orthodox poet 

Ached with love for Russia

Tsvetaeva wrote, “The snows of Russia are on fire

I’m so ashamed! I’ve not yet offered

My own country such a white-hot line of poetry”

“Then can I understand it this way: from now on

You’ll be reduced to a reconciled, harmonious, cooperative poet

Taking the flower-strewn path like the common herd?”

“No! No! No! I’m lowly too

Too bad my poetry is not lowly like theirs

It’s neither reconciling nor harmonious

I trust in it more than in myself

A pure poet should be completely attuned to poetry’s leading

Moreover those who stand between me and my country

Cannot represent the country that is in my heart

A murderous level eight earthquake can make me give up 

on heaven and earth and Buddha

But it is powerless to change my most basic principles—

and my faith!”

May 25, 2008

伊沙

答⾃⼰问

“就因为⼀场对你毫发⽆损的地震
你就与你长期对峙的祖国和解了吗？
这么轻易的就和解了……”

“何谈和解——事实上
我从未背弃过⼼中的祖国
（⾼尚的⼈没有这样的资格）
并且⼀直渴望像信奉东正教的诗⼈
苦恋俄罗斯似的爱我中华
茨维塔耶娃写道：俄罗斯的雪都在燃烧
很惭愧！我还没有为我的祖国
献出如此滚烫的诗句……”

“那么我是否可以作此理解：从今往后
你将沦为⼀名和解、和谐、合作的诗⼈
像庸俗的⼤多数迈上⼀条铺满鲜花的坦途？”

“不！不！不！我也庸俗
可惜我的诗歌却不具备同样的品质
它不和解也不和谐
⽐我更叫我信得过
⼀个纯粹的诗⼈应该完全听命于诗歌的引领
何况站在我与祖国之间的⼈
并不能够代表我⼼中的祖国
⼀场吃⼈的⼋级地震可以让我放弃天地与佛陀
但却⽆⼒改变我最基本的原则……还有信仰！”

2008．5．25
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