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Americans is lower by $5,000 to $15,000 than that of white people with
equal educational background.

Why can't Chinese, being smart and hardworking, get the same level of
income and political status as whites, blacks and Latinos in the United
States? Huang Zhengyu, a White House scholar of Chinese descent, has
analyzed the reasons behind: “Chinese lack leadership qualities though they
are diligent and hard-working. In the United States, Chinese tend to form
numerous factions based on where they come from without much
interaction with each other, which constitutes an obstacle to collective
development.

After reading the poet’s Chives, I inadvertently realized the chives’
character of Chinese immigrants--bowing, letting tears flood, beheading. If
Chinese don’t change their compliance to fate, they can only be “A drop of
lamb’s blood on the ancient altar and a pure white flower born of death.”

Translated by Lu Feng /&%

Li Shixin

Male, used to be an Editor in Chief for a university academic journal,
sometimes writes poetry reviews. He is a resident in Maryland and travels
between China and America.

Autumn Song
---- A far-reaching Realm with profound Feelings

Appreciation of Xi Du’s Autumn Song
By Lily Li

The imagination and imagery of the "Autumn Song" poem are a
combination of peculiarity, intelligence, vividness, boldness, strength and
myth. Instead of using the brain, it made use of the heart and super feeling
plus external divine power, it is not unconstrained, but "neither here nor
there” In fact, the words and sentences within have inherently unique and
close connections and correlate with each other.

The whole poem reveals an infinitely hopelessness, sadness and despair.
The poet's mood at the time was with so much sorrow and sadness. A deep
and even desperate feeling spreads throughout the whole poem, chilling the
heart and erode the bones. There are many imagery that show the different

shocking effects, through the unusually different reactions! Let’s appreciate
it paragraph by paragraph below.

Forward

Boundless Falling Wood

The use of Du Fu's “Boundless Wood” as the Forward lay the
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foundation for the tragic tone of the entire poem!
Stanza One

With the falling of the wood overnight, the tour of the sun is coming to
an end.

There is a secret from space which is circulating among the planet,

God's hair is thinning, God's mind is emptying, and an Angel is hungry
on earth,

She was carried into the rocking chair deep in the sky by two swallows

Then falling into a dazed, continuous dreamscape.

Dreaming of Santa Claus, under the moonlight, mending the hole on the
stocking;

Dreaming of other Gods' tireless games, which is also the game played
by you and L.

In the first sentence, the reader is instantly drawn into a deep sorrow
like the gloomy forest with fallen wood, with “the tour of the sun is coming
to an end ", surprisingly and reasonably imagined!” What kind of secret is
there among the planet?" the answer is seen below.

They whisper to each other, and it's awful. "God’s hair is thinning and
his mind is emptying." Isnt it because of the depression? Yes, don't you
know? "Angels are hungry on earth," because there are no fruits in the trees.
The image of anthropomorphic Angels, Stars and Gods is a bold and unique
innovation with humorous image.

With only three sentences so far, with the imagination of the sun,
planets, Gods and Angels, the poet's unique and broad innovation together
with his high-level deep thinking is showcased. The artistic conception of
poem is a great grief, it is sorrowful, painful yet so beautiful!

The starving angel "is carried by two swallows into the rocking chair in
the depths of the sky." How smart, how clever, how appropriate! "Rocking
chair" paved the way for the introduction of "Santa Claus" below. The angel
who fell into a dazed, continuous dreamscape dreamed of Santa Claus
"mending socks." The poet used the gift-giving stocking of Santa Claus as a
symbol, describing the scene "under the moonlight," so delicately accurate.
Deep in the space, Santa Claus sitting in a rocking chair and wearing
reading glasses. Under the moonlight, the picture of Santa sewing in dense
stitches to mend the stocking jumps right out in front of us, so funny and
vivid! Although surprising yet in line with "Logic and Legend", it is "the
legend above the legend." It's the stroke of a genius! "The hole on the
stocking" symbolizes the "hole in the love for you and I" below.

The angel also dreamed of other Gods playing a tireless game. This is
also an anthropomorphic way to emphasize "tirelessness", implying a kind
of game that makes people happy, a game which people love, and play
tirelessly, transitioning and implicating "our game" below. Isn’t it true that
the more enjoyable, untiring and more fun of the games, the more reluctant
you are willing to let it end?

From the sun and the planet in space, to the "God" in the sky, then to the
"Angel", through "Santa Claus", and to "You and I" on the ground, all in one
single sentence, it completed a journey "from heaven to earth", landing and
finally revealing "The game of love between us". Love makes people
tireless, but if it is a game, how can it last for a long time? How can we not
hurt each other?
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Stanza Two

The tree is also dreaming. He stands there and dreams of the cousin who
got lost in his early years.

He dreams that she would again wear the white dress from when she
was a young girl.

She was at a wedding in a pool of ice water, all guests were fat penguins.

Dreaming of cicada escaping from the final body, ending the career as a
poet,

And hiding the sound of the song in the depths of the wood.

From the beginning of the "Falling wood" situation, to the dreamscape of
"dreaming about Santa Claus" afterwards, the poem naturally extends to
"the big tree is also dreaming", of course, the tree is standing, the fact is, the
author’s true intension is to suggest that the tree is passively standing and
will not move by itself through the use of this extra sentence. Implying
"love is a game", or the reason "love" has becoming a "game", is not caused
by itself "moving", but caused by a helpless and powerlessly "forced move".

So what did the helpless tree of grief dream of? In this case, he is
"dreaming of the cousin of his childhood." He dreamed that she wore a
white dress from when she was a young girl. Which captures the color,
shape and picture that can't be erased by “my” heart. It symbolizes the
purity of love, the beauty of love, the form of love and the memory of love.

Supposedly, a wedding should be romantic and beautiful, however,
when it is written by the poet in a dream, written in the pool of ice water,
who would be willing to jump into the pool of ice water to accompany him?
Naturally, the arctic penguin of the most frozen place on earth would be the
best choice. The beautiful dream of a wedding stands out against the
charming naivety of the swaying penguins. The contrasting image of ice
water against the desire of the wedding, making the sadness deepening,
chilling the bone, the unspeakable pain is hidden in the poem, making the
hurting unbearable , it cuts deep into the bottom of the heart.

“Dreaming of cicada escaping from the final body, ending the career as a
poet, and hiding the sound of the song in the depths of the wood.” This
section is written so wonderfully! Cicada is a peculiar insect, a cicada in the
spring sprouts wings, and the cicada in autumn dies for love. The life of
cicada has the spirit of Zen: breaking out of the cocoon with wings (in
spring), calling out in songs for love (in summer), dying with no regret
which is full of heart (in autumn), and hiding back in cocoon with deep
hope (in winter). The male cicada completes the mission of life handover,
and he comes out of his body and ends his own life. The female cicada hides
the fertilized eggs in the tree bark and follows the male to death. (The
fertilized egg will grow and then fall into the soil with the peeling of the
bark, and it will grow and evolve in the dark for many years, and quietly
waiting for the day when it will break out of the cocoon and grew wings,
becoming a cicada.)

So the poet said, the big tree “dreams of a cicada escaping from the final
body, ending the career as a poet, and hiding the sound of the song in the
depths of the wood.” What a profound awakening and sorrow! "Sound of
the Song" is the chirping of cicada, it is a language of love, a crystallization
of love, and it is “our” "love song". "Our love" has reached the late autumn,
and the poetic love is coming to an end. We can only conceal the "Poetry of
Love" deep in our hearts.

Any language here would be deemed unnecessary and powerless!
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Stanza Three

When midnight has passed, people can also dream, dreaming of angels
with her head down.

She declares that God and all things have gotten old together.

The dislocated joints of time,

Sounds the mourning of a lonely geese of the lost group.

Moving forward, memory has becoming the only wealth.

Our love will need to be tested,

Can it help us persist to yet another spring?

From the aforementioned Angel’s dream about Santa Claus, to the big
tree’s dream of the wedding, naturally, "people can also dream." What do
people dream about? “Dreaming of angels with her head down, declaring
that God and all things have gotten old together." Undertaking and echoing
the Angel and God mentioned before, “with head down “is the look of
"falling wood ". Above all things, God, the eternal creator, unexpectedly
“gotten old together with all things", signifying the scene of the end of the
world. . .

The following two sentences are two strange and unexpected images
which are connected and related to each other, and how sorrowful the
shape and sound are rendered! The sound of human joint dislocation is
painfully sorrow, and what is the sound of "dislocated joints of time "? It is
like "the mourning of the lonely geese of the lost group". Such an analogy
and imagination are so vividly life-like and beautiful, which is hard to get
over!

Heaven and earth is before us, this is the time and the place. The sad
chirping of cicada, is the sorrow of the heavens and the earth, and the
mourning of time. The whole universe and time that I see as 4-Dimension is
echoing with my heart full of sorrow! The grand scheme of the poem, with
its vast and immense vision, stretches the heart to be limitless, it is as big as
the universe!

Because "time is dislocated," it stopped moving forward, so "there is only
the past", therefore "memory is the only wealth." Without the future, how
can it not be painful? Hope is half the life, how do we "live on"? The feeling
of desperation is emphasized so deeply.

“Can it help us persist to yet another spring?”, Seemingly there is hope
of some kind, in actuality, it is an expectation intertwined with a deep
feeling of despair.

Stanza Four

Dream, cry, light up a candle and grief in sadness,

Growth has been abolished, field has been vacated,

The new God is crucified, his blood flows through the sky, and it's God’s
final words.

Seeing that the sea is drowning everything, the gates to the gardens are
shut one by one.

Connecting the aforementioned dreams of desperation of Angels, trees
and people, this paragraph continues the “Dream, cry, and grief”. There is
no hope, so "growth has been abolished" and love becomes '"stagnant".
"Field has been vacated", meaning that the heart of lost love is hollow out,
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and the mood of extreme sorrow is as dreadful as death!

Because the current "God has died with all things," yet "the new God is
crucified." The image of the "Cross of the crucifixion" is used on the "new
God" to express a deep despair for the future, it's a desperation in two folds,
it's the despair of death!

“Blood flows through the sky ", how terrible and miserable! I can only
imagine, yet I dare not to imagine it!

“Seeing that the sea is drowning everything, the gates are shut one by

”

one.

"Seeing" echoes the “coming to an end" of the first paragraph, witnessing
that the love “coming to an end", but there is nothing we can do, which
increased the desolation; hopelessness and sorrow! The blood of the sky,
the over flooding of the sea, and the closed gates of the gardens, the three
seemingly random items, yet with the same desperate imagery, collectively
deepened and reinforced the sadness and the desperation of the autumn
song! You are completely submerges by it, there is no way out, and it is
almost impossible to breathe!

The more you read, the more you feel that this "Autumn Song" is a
classic and it's splendidly beautiful! There are countless autumn songs
written in ancient and modern times in the world, yet none so far-reaching
into the realm with such profound feelings, There is no other, making it a
swansong!

Translated by Christopher Tai / #8557

The Poem:
Autumn Song

By Xidu

Boundless Falling Wood
--—--Du Fu

With the falling of the wood overnight, the tour of the sun is coming to an
end.

There is a secret from space which is circulating among the planet,

God's hair is thinning, God's mind is emptying,

and an Angel is hungry on earth,

She was carried into the rocking chair deep in the sky by two swallows
Then falling into a dazed, continuous dreamscape.

Dreaming of Santa Claus, under the moonlight, mending the hole on the
stocking;

Dreaming of other Gods' tireless games, which is also the game played by
you and I.

The tree is also dreaming. He stands there and dreams of the cousin who
got lost in his early years.

He dreams that she would again wear the white dress from when she was a
young girl.

She was at a wedding in a pool of ice water, all guests were fat penguins.
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Dreaming of cicada escaping from the final body, ending the career as a
poet,
And hiding the sound of the song in the depths of the wood.

When midnight has passed, people can also dream, dreaming of angels with
her head down.

She declares that God and all things have gotten old together.

The dislocated joints of time,

Sounds the mourning of a lonely geese of the lost group.

Moving forward, memory has becoming the only wealth.

Our love will need to be tested,

Can it help us persist to yet another spring?

Dream, cry, light up a candle and grief in sadness,

Growth has been abolished, field has been vacated,

The new God is crucified, his blood flows through the sky, and it's God’s
final words.

Seeing that the sea is drowning everything, the gates to the gardens are shut
one by one.

Translated by Christopher Tai / ¥ 51%F
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