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First part of lecture (1-19)
Slide 1: The language of poetry
In his monumental work “An Anthology of Chinese Literature: Beginnings to 1911” (published in 1996) Stephen Owen characterizes Wang Wei’s word-art as “difficult to translate, not, because of linguistic problems, but because of the plainness and simplicity of its diction.” (free re-translation from a quoted translation into German)
Can/should Wang Wei be translated? – ‘Cause “simplicity” in poetry criticism hints at utmost perfection.
The uniqueness of a work of art, a poem in particular - the originality of an eminent poet, of Wang Wei in particular – do they need / do they allow for translation? 
If we look at the success of early modern translations of classical Chinese poetry into Western tongues in terms of the impact they have made on Western knowledge, then, Judith Gautier’s “Flute de Jade”, Hans Bethges “Die chinesische Flöte”, Ezra Pound’s “Cathay”, Arthur Waley’s “A Hundred and Seventy Chinese Poems” stand out clearly against works devoted to individual Chinese poets. This remained true even long after “translating Chinese classical poetry” had become more popular in the West and some, in following Waley’s translation of Bo Juyi and Pound’s of “The Odes”, attempted to become more focussed. 
In fact, it seems, the limited capacity of translations of classical Chinese poetry into modern Western languages has been characterized quite accurately by Simon Leys as a “perverse screen that saves the chaff in order to eliminate the grain. [chaff: the useless part of the grain-plant] What the translator offers to the reader’s admiration is precisely the least admirable part of the poem: its subject matter (…) and its images (…). The specific quality of the poem necessarily escapes the translator, since (…) it does not reside in a creation of new signs, but in a new way of using conventional signs. For a poet, the supreme art is to position, adjust and fit together these well-known images in such a way that, from their unexpected encounter, a new life might spark.” (Leys 2011. p. 348) . 
Effectively, Western translations of classical Chinese poetry as individual authors’ art often depend on the translator’s ingenuity in replacing the latter with a collective mood or trend among the translator’s contemporary audience. In the late 1920th Klabund’s (an also Albert Ehrenstein’s) “Li T’ai-pe” successfully appealed to the bohemian spirit of the age and three decades later Gary Snyder’s “Cold Mountain” not only introduced American West-coast poets to a revenant from Ancient China, but also made Han Shan a greater and more famous Chinese poet in the West than he ever used to be in China or East Asia. What both translations also have in common is that their authors avoid deeper layers of the original language in favour of the effect gained by imitating in general terms their original poetic ideas. Doubtlessly, Snyder’s advantage was, that in his case the poems of Han Shan are hardly more than verse-schemes of chan philosophical discourse very much en vogue among his translations’ contemporary readers.
Wang Wei’s poetry also can be appreciated through the same lens to a certain degree but is in fact much more subtly organised word-art. Apparently, also because of this, the author, so far, is not among the most frequently translated classics of Chinese verse. However, a handful of his verses probably are the most frequently translated lines of pre-modern Chinese literature! (Second part of this lecture.)
Languages of translation
American English (AE) is the Western language into which classical Chinese verse is and has been translated most often. It also has been most deeply influenced, at times, by this continuous process:
“Today, for a very large sector of American poets, the poetry of the Far East is more influential than 19th and 20th century French poetry, which has dominated the international idiom for so long…” (Kenneth Rexroth, Chinese Poetry and the American Imagination, 1977)
Slide 2
The New Directions Anthology of Classical Chinese Poetry (edited by Eliot Weinberger and published in 2003)
The perception of Wang Wei (16) as a dominant figure next to Li Bo (32), Bo Juyi (20), Du Fu (32) and the Book of Odes (21) is still obvious, but WW is clearly less prominent compared to the latters. The (American) translators – Ezra Pound, William Carlos Williams, Gary Snyder, Kenneth Rexroth, David Hinton – seem to share a view on the Tang-poet as nature loving hermit, yet, the ways they respond as modern poet-translators to what they knew of Wang Wei’s language are strikingly different. 
On the other hand, the only common trait of American English renderings of classical Chinese verse is that the former bears almost NO resemblance with the latter. […]
Contrary, American translators, especially, if they were no academic scholars, sought in their vision of the “Chinese poet” some sort of alter ego releasing the modern Self from its prison of estrangement vice versa the contemporary world.
This is clearly the case with most “translations” harking back on Judith Gautier’s (Walter’s) Le Livre de Jade (1867), such as Hans Bethge’s German  book Die chinesische Flöte (1907) and Gustav Mahler’s musical adaptation in Das Lied von der Erde (1909), Klabund’s Li Tai-pe (1915), with Ezra Pound’s early works (at whom we will look in more detail below) and, at least to some degree, with Arthur Waley’s translations of Bo Juyi’s poetry, especially when we take into consideration Bertolt Brecht’s so-called “Chinese poems” modelled after the former. A spectrum ranging from sometimes eccentric romanticism (Bethge, Mahler, Klabund) over the “Chinese classicism” of Pound’s and Amy Lowell’s imagist movement to the socially “woke” Chinese poets of Waley and Brecht in the first half of the 20th century clearly dominates the growing awareness of Chinese poetic culture in the West.
The New Directions Anthology presents Wang Wei as a special pattern of that modern alter ego – a hermit whose retreat from “civilization” to “nature” exposes the illusion of human individuality in the void of landscape and language. By doing so – thus, by breaking through the individualistic pathos of early modernists – this appropriation of Wang Wei appears in a post-modern light. In other words: the Wang Wei of New Directions is not presented as a poet’s persona/masque through which an individual speaks to “society”, but rather as language figure, as a cipher encoded in a moment of creative tension between the language of classical Chinese and modern American poetry: an impulse ushering in an open transcultural realm of “world-poetry”. This is a delicate interpretation, certainly ideologically motivated, but still valid for us, as its impact can be felt in contemporary times even though the era of “high creative tension” between classical Chinese and modern American poetry seems to have surpassed its point of culmination.
Slide 3 and 4
But before looking at this in more detail, I shall fix the point of departure by briefly focussing on what seems to be a striking incongruence in the perception of literary modernity and Chinese poetry in the 20th century. 
Neither did Pound and any of his many critical and less critical followers estimate the importance of contemporary Chinese poetry and the tensions the latter sought to assimilate nor were Chinese modernists keen to acknowledge in their own traditional literature more than just what they considered to be “modern” (Hu Shih: “rationalistic and humanistic”). In other words: the Western imagist movement wholesaled Chinese classical poetry as timely alternative to the classicisms claiming Greek literary civilization whereas Chinese modernists (like Hu) were either unwilling or unable to cope with their Western counterpart’s enthusiastic embrace of a poetic language they were struggling to overcome.
Slide 5
With this initial dilemma of Chinese and Western modern attitudes toward classical Chinese poetry in mind, I now decide to follow a line of tradition in the translation of Wang Wei’s poetry into modern Western languages. I call this line the Poundian quest, and it shall serve as orientation, not as limitation of a scope of translations into American and British English, German, French and Latvian of Wang Wei’s poetry which I have chosen as material for this seminar. 

POUND   -   SNYDER   -    HINTON

Slide 6
POUND’s most relevant works

Slide 7
SNYDER resetting the trend (poetic opposition to capitalism)

Slide 8
HINTON, the poetics of “wilderness” as ecocritical approach to Wang Wei and (Chinese) poetry

Wilderness/Wilds belong to a different hierarchy of values in Hinton’s view than they do in Pound’s criticism of Western capitalism as the realm of “wild beasts”.

Slide 9
POUND in his work of a life-time, “The Cantos” (1915-1962), incorporates the “Chinese cipher” at several, mutually interwoven levels:
· “Confucianism” (CANTO 13) 
· “Chinese civilization” (Chinese history Cantos 52-61, after de Mailla’s “Histoire generale de la Chine”)
·  “Chinese characters as emblematic truth” (Rock-drill-CANTOS 85-95) – a central motive of classical Chinese moral teaching is Morality preserving the good in nature against evil greed.
However, CANTO 49, written in the late 1930s as part of the “Leopoldine Cantos”, … , precedes the CANTOS on history of Chinese civilization and is in fact one of Pounds most brilliant pieces. Not “between its lines” but literally on them the reader finds beautifully displayed Pound’s poetic idealism (and naïvité) in the veil – or rather under the skin – of a vibrant landscape of emptiness which seems connatural to those associated with Wang Wei’s genius.
Reading from CANTO 49:
For the seven lakes, and by no man these verses:  [no man: outis, such as Odys.]
Rain; empty river; a voyage,
Fire from frozen cloud, heavy rain in twilight
Under the cabin roof was one lantern.
The reeds are heavy; bent;
And the bamboos speak as if weeping.

Autumn moon; hills rise about lakes
against sunset
Evening is like a curtain of cloud,
a blurr above ripples; and through it
sharp long spikes of the cinnamon,
a cold tune amid reeds.
Behind hill the monk’s bell
borne on the wind.
Sail past here in April; may return in October
Boat fades in silver; slowly;
Sun blaze alone on the river.

Where wine-flag catches the sunset
Sparse chimneys smoke in the cross light

Come then snow scur on the river
And a world is covered with jade
Small boat floats like a lanthorn,
The flowing water clots as with cold. And at San Yin [???]
they are a people of leisure.
Wild geese swoop to the sand-bar,
Clouds gather about the hole of the window
Broad water; geese line out with the autumn
Rooks clatter over the fishermen’s lanthorns,
A light moves on the north sky line;
Where the young boys prod stone for shrimp.
In seventeen hundred came Tsing to these hill lakes.
A light moves on the south sky line.

State by creating riches shd. thereby get into debt?
This is infamy, this is Geryon. [monster and symbol of fraud in Dante’s Inferno - usury]
… … …
The fourth; the dimension of stillness.
And the power over wild beasts.

The poem has later been called by its author “a glimpse into paradise” and yet reflects the earthly lot of humanity in its utter need for an absolute power (invisible) to control wild beasts in order to restore justice and peaceful life. And who would deny that Wang Wei’s landscapes in the Southern Mountains are at least equally imbued with this kind of longing for a de-brutalized power, the truthful ideal of absolutism which meets with the ephemeral material world only through artistic vision?
It is no coincidence, that the so-far most fruitful impact classical Chinese poetry has had on modern Western poetry, happened at a global historical moment of cruel transitions taking place everywhere from absolute monarchies to various forms of democracies, all of them being and remaining threatened almost constantly by the totalitarian temptation to restore power over wild beasts. And we shall see that in this context, Wang Wei’s poetic landscapes of stillness assume a crucial function due to their strong ability to transcend the most dreary scenarios of real experience.
Slide 10
To briefly introduce the discussion of a first poem and it’s translations into the languages of Pound, two of his later followers (and others) by which I intend to conclude the first part of this lecture, I will re-locate the first publication of “Cathay” (1915) in its timely context.
Slide 11
Wai-lim Yip, who contributed much to re-establishing Pound’s world-wide reputation after his personal collapse as public author due to his political adherence to fascism after WW2 and  due to many a sinologist’s total lack of comprehension of the link between classical Chinese and modern Western poetry and who also introduced Pound to a new generation of young Chinese poets that re-entered public space after Mao’s death – has found a word to dissolve the seeming contradiction between Pound’s self-admitted ignorance and his translations’ unrelenting impact on perception of classical Chinese poetry in the West (and by the 1970s also in China): quote and question on slide
Slide 12
Song of the Bowmen of Shu
We have no rest, three battles a month.
By heaven, his horses are tired.
The generals are on them, the soldiers are by them.
The horses are well trained, the generals have ivory arrows
and quivers ornamented with fish-skin.
The enemy is swift, we must be careful.
When we set out, the willows were drooping with spring,
We come back in the snow,
We go slowly, we are hungry and thirsty,
Our mind is full of sorrow, who will know of our grief?

Slide 13
‘I keep the book in my pocket. Indeed, I use [the poems] to put courage in my fellows. I speak now of the “Bowmen” and the “North Gate”… which are so appropriate to our case’. (From a letter to Pound written April-May 1915)

Slide 14
Pound meets Wang Wei in a first translation published a year after Cathay.
The famous poem from the Wangchuan-series he found with glosses among the Fenollosa-papers which remained his main source for a while even after the publication of Cathay.
Comparing the texts of poem and translation, the latter at first sight seems to refer only selectively to the former. Line 1 strangely omits the first word of the poem, which sets the tone for the complete Chinese text: du – “lonely/lost”. In line 2 the characteristic Qin – sole companion to those who lost or forsake human company – has disappeared and is replaced by rather indistinct long whistles. As a result, the deep forests, too, become indistinct (mystic) to human senses; but the pun of the poem – sounds of a lonely Qin-player trailing off unheard by intimate friends (zhi yin zhe) – at first sight seems completely unmatched by Pound’s translation.
Nevertheless, the translation is rigorous in its own sense. And this sense of it, I dare to propose, must not be sought for in a mystic distance of an indistinct “ancient China”, but rather in the immediate presence of a modern war. In 1916, the idea of “world-war” had already adapted a sense of war annihilating the world, which had entered it more than a year ago. The scene of a moonlit night over deep forests with someone lost therein, somewhere back unseen, might also become mystic the very moment we imagine it as a battlefield, where stops of long whistle come from projectiles illuminating the skies and shedding their light over a man-made wasteland, which at once looks unpierced by man.
In this total estrangement, the human subject hidden between the lines, ultimately discovers itself exposed to the moonlight: moon and I face each other thus can be read as poetic formula encapsulating a sense of total disruption in terms of civilization, society, existence. And isn’t it precisely this sense of radical disruption, which Pound achieves by his deliberate omission of 獨, the word originally setting the tone of a conventional topic (“abandoned, lonely scholar-official”)? In other words: isn’t the omission of any adjective designating the condition of a subject in the translation a chosen precondition for fathoming a so-far unspeakable state of desolation? The poem, on the contrary, harks back to a poetic convention and keenly subverts it only to usher it’s proper new sense of unspeakable loneliness? Wang Wei isn’t a modern poet, because in his poetics disrupted lines of tradition or broken conventions don’t play a role. In Pound’s they very much do. The “very ignorant man” Ezra Pound was and justly called himself in terms of his knowledge of Chinese language, culture and literature perfectly understood that the loneliness (du) of the Chinese scholar-official as a poetic gesture should not be imitated by contemporary minds, because this would only impede the flow of energy transmitting that fragile moment of silence in a moonlit bamboo-grove into present times. But he also might have known that the cultural no-man’s-land of more than a thousand years ago from where he had received inspiration in the mindscape of a Wang Wei poem looked as much beautiful as bewildering and appalling, in this respect not unlike the modern battlefields and avant-gardist wastelands that were to become essential parts of the imaginative legacy of his epoch.
Slide 15
Snyder: 	People wouldn’t know that deep woods
With Snyder, the subtle shift from isolation (sitting alone, hidden by bamboo) to brightness pervading the whole space of vision comes about with the intuition of an unawareness by people. This reflects Snyder’s understanding of dialectic dualism of “civilization” and “nature” – inherited from the later Pound – as characteristic marker of Chinese/East Asian poetic culture and its landscape-aesthetics in particular. The poetic subject’s move from isolation to exaltation, thus, proves its ethic integrity and superiority in comparison with an indistinct social body called people. 
Hinton:	This moon come bathing me in light.
Hinton translates at once most closely to the literal sense of the Chinese text and most aware of its formal, prosodic features, responding to the latter in a creative and discreet manner. Here it is with the invention of enjambement in the transition from line 3 to 4 that the intense unity of the sensation felt in Wang Wei’s lines is made present to the reader of the translation. His literal translation of the character lai is unique among other version I know. It transforms the utter hollowness in these forests depths into a most intimate space for the moon to come and to bath in light a recluse who had been sitting there for while luring the moon by playing the ch’in and breath chants. 
Despite the technical sophistication displayed by the translator, one feels that Wang Wei here does not meet with a startling new epoch in a world almost detached from his own one in terms of history, but rather with the spiritualistic fancy of North-American esoterism. 

Slide 16-18

Slide 19
The reason why I chose to conclude the first series of translations of a particular Wang Wei poem with a very recent, in fact still unpublished Latvian translation, is not that I want to pay my respects to the country where I have been living and working for almost two decades now. 
Indeed, this is the only translation I could find so far, which legitimately chooses to render line 3 深林人不知 by implementing a fundamental shift in the hierarchy of perception. Dziļais mežs cilvēkus nepazīst or, prosaically Deep forest doesn’t know men, turns the forest (and ultimately also the bright moon) into universal nature as a subject bewildered by the presence of men. This seems to suggest that the implicit human subject also has transcended the human realm by playing cither and whistling. “Nature” is not just a refuge here from a deteriorated world of men (Snyder, Hinton) nor is it Pound’s mystic existential desert (these are typical American or Western approaches to Wang Wei’s landscape-poetry) – but by simply not knowing men, their greediness and dark desire for self-destruction, nature, represented as the old mountain-forest flooded with moonlight, reunites with the well-tempered mind of a patient observer who has silently taken its side.



Second part of lecture (20-)

Slide 20
a) Eliot Weinberger (*1949), left-oriented American writer, political essayist, literary critic and translator.
Octavio Paz (1914-1998), Mexican poet and diplomat, belonged to the liberal intellectual opposition and became Nobel-prize laureate in 1990.
The first text addressing the reader gives an answer to the initial questions I addressed to you at the beginning of the previous lecture. Weinberger is the author:

Poetry is that which is worth translating.
For example, this four-line poem, 1200 years old: a mountain, a forest, the setting sun illuminating a patch of moss. It is a scrap, no longer spoken as its writer spoke it. It is a thing, forever itself, inseparable from its language.
Interesting, not is the anymore poem something telling us about things in the way they truly appear to us (phenomena), now, it is a thing itself (a phenomena of language)! A little further down, the thought continues:
Great poetry lives in a state of perpetual transformation, perpetual translation: the poem dies when it has no place to go.
Pound had called the places to where great poetry goes in order to assure itself the voices of living humans personae / masques. In describing their quality, Weinberger continues:
The transformations that take shape in print, that take the formal name of “translation,” become their own beings, set out on their own wanderings. Some live long, and some don’t. What kind of creatures are they? What happens when a poem, once Chinese and still Chinese, becomes a piece of English, Spanish, French poetry?

The tiny book then presents its readers with 19 translations covering a span between 1915 … (not Pound’s, but William John Bainbrigge Fletcher, a British consul at Hoihow and writer of books on Chinese classical poetry) … and 1978 (Gary Snyder).
Weinberger added more or less laconic comments to each of the selected translations, of whom many are subtle and instructive to anyone who really wants to understand what poetry translation is and how it relates to both the knowledge of its author and his intuition or intention to create in one language what had once been said in another, to expand the limits of world and language of his own times and social belonging by tackling the thing (or phenomena) an ancient poem does present.
Paz contributed further comments from a wider angle, including also Ezra Pounds role as a teacher in the art of “making new” what “stays new” (thus, contemporary American poetry of classical Chinese poetry).

b) Beatrice Faßbender, who is a translator of Weinberger’s essays and editor with Berenberg, the German publishing house of Weinberger, and 11 other German poets and translators
 translated not only the complete “19 Ways of Looking at Wang Wei” and republished the translation together with the Chinese text and transcription included in 1987, but a sequel to the booklet published by Weinberger in 2016 and a sequel of her own. Weinberger had added 10 new translations, three among them into German, claiming that each of the new texts had been produced in response to the first 19 “ways”. Faßbender adds another 10 of such responses whose authors, with two exceptions, have had no previous experience with translating from classical Chinese. But all of them are more or less well-known poets and poetry translators. 
The success of Weinberger’s and Paz’ push into the plurality of translation echoes reverberating Lùzhái, which would likely remain unheard of without their initial effort, clearly proves Wang Wei’s growing presence on the Western mind’s horizon of weltliteratur as representative figure of the art of classical Chinese poetry even though not due to a growing appreciation of the characteristics his work, but rather referring to a single quatrain, by all likelihood a randomly produced masterpiece.
Therefore, let us compare together some of those translations following my selection on the hand-out.

Slide 21
William John Bainbrigge Fletcher, a British consul at Hoihow and writer of books on Chinese classical poetry, notwithstanding his unacademic profession, represents many 19th century’s philologist’s misconception of “poetry” as a sentimental art. He might have relied on Chinese interpreters at Haikou, however, his explanation of the choice how to translate the title declares zhai to refer to “the place where the deer sleeps, his form.”

Soame Jenyns, who did his job three decades later during time he had as Assistant Keeper of the Department of Oriental Antiquities in the British Museum, seemingly unperturbed by the bombardement of German “Vergeltungswaffe” missiles, is justly qualified by Weinberger as “dull, but fairly direct” (compared to Fletcher’s sentimental inflatedness). His choice of the word “lichens” seems weird.

Slide 22
Chen and Bullock make some familiar “improvements”: the first person narrator, the “lonely” mountain, the sun “at an angle”. All this shall reduce distance between the reader of translation and the original text source. In doing so, they don’t seem to acknowledge that distance is a brimming source of translation and often defines its form. 
Their main innovation is the creation of eight lines for Wang’s four… We will see soon how it catches on.
Cheng published three translations of the poem. The one on the hand-out is the first of them, which appeared in 1977 in his ground-breaking monography L’écriture poétique chinoise. The one you see on the slide here was published in his anthology Entre Source et Nuage: La poésie chinoise réinventé in 1990 and included in the first sequel to the “19 Ways”.
The romantic abandoned mountain has been rendered as a buddhist empty mountain (in the third and last it becomes abandoned again). Personne n’est en vue / No one is in sight (buddhist) becomes Plus personne en vue / no one else in sight (romantic, because the human contemplator is included).
The forest / forêt becomes a park / bois.
Despite his constant switching between details of spiritual (buddhist or “chinese”?) and early modernist (romantic) overtones, Cheng seems determined to keep a balance between them. 
The truely only constant element in all three versions, next to the conciseness of the quatrain-form, is the mystic green / vert off-set as the last word of the poem. There is no such equivalent in the poem.

Slide 23
According to Weinberger’s notes, Burton Watson was also the first scholar whose work displayed an affinity with the modernist revolution in American poetry: absolute precision, concision and the use of everyday speech. 
In his translation Watson brings the English language down to 24 words compared to 20 in the Chinese texts. Almost no articles and no “improvements” or “explanations” at all. There is also no artificial mystique, as with Cheng’s suspiciously detached vert. And again, Weinberger’s observation seems quite correct: this allows the most fundamental and ambiguous stylistic figure of classical Chinese poetry to emerge almost naturally in English verse:
Empty hills, no one in sight,
only the sight of someone talking;

Kenneth Rexroth, whose translation was published only a year earlier in 1970, had a different approach, but still does he belong to the American poet-translators, who, in the wake of the late Ezra Pound, had acquired a certain ability of working with Chinese texts. He clearly lacks the scholarship of Burton Watson, (A.C. Graham or Jonathan Chaves, David Hinton), the familiarity with Chinese literary and textual culture, but, as an outstanding American poet of the post-war decades, Rexroth had made Chinese classical poets – foremost, Li Qingzhao and Du Fu – part of himself almost throughout a lifetime.
With analytical accuracy Weinberger describes weak-points an skills visible in his text:
Rexroth ignores what he presumably dislikes, or feels cannot be translated, in the original. The title is eliminated, the philosophical “empty mountain” becomes the empirical  “mountain wilderness”. Certain words or phrases are his invention. One of them, “where nobody ever comes” leads him into a trap: he must modify the “sound of a far-off voice” with “something like”, and it makes a rather clutzy fourth line. But this is clearly the first poem of the group able to stand by itself. … …
Rexroth’ great skill is apparent in three tiny gestures. In line 2, by using “comes” rather than the more obvious “goes” he has created an implicit narrator/observer without using the first person. Second, he takes an utterly ordinary phrase, “once in a great while”, and lets us hear it, for the first time, as something lovely and onomatopoetic. And third, Rexroth’s “slip” for Wang’s “enter” is perhaps too sensual – reminiscent of Sanskrit forest trysts – but it is irresistible.
And so is his transformation of the Wang Weian landscape-canvas in its conventional Chinese function as lore of absolutism (still so much embraced by Pound) into a “Mountain-Wilderness” poetic cipher of experience of the modern Self.

Slide 24
Gary Snyder’s is credited by Weinberger with the same qualities as Rexroth’s translation: Every word of Wang has been translated, and nothing added, yet the translation exists as an American poem. 
Indeed, Snyder prompts the reader with his imperative “hear” into an acute awareness of his paradoxical situation – facing the void of nature’s beauty and at once remaining a part of that world brimming over with human voices, which one sometimes believes to be better avoided if not abandoned completely. 
This inner distance of someone caught in these contradictions of the Self seems even more explicit in the distances between the broken lines of the translation. 
Does the Returning sunlight foreshadow the listeners return back into the human world he just luckily escaped?
And what does it say, when, in Snyder’s quite literal rendering, the sunlight by returning below the horizon re-enters dark woods to illuminate them for only one instant (the instant of the poem)?
We must not deem a mystical apparition like Cheng’s green / vert in Snyder’s above, which at first sight seems similarly detached from the rest of the text. Weinberger also seems to have been puzzled initially:
What’s going on? Moss presumably is only above if one is a rock or a bug. Or are we meant to look up, after seeing the moss, back toward the sun: the vertical metaphor of enlightment?
In answer to my question Snyder wrote: The reason for “moss, above” is that the sun is entering the woods, and illuminating some moss up in the trees. This is how my teacher Ch’en Shih-hsiang saw it, and my wife (Japanese) too, the first time she looked at the poem. 
Lapiņas translation brings us back to the quatrain-format and reminds us that (in a Western language which needs no articles and with a translator who doesn’t need to make the unfamiliar familiar to the readers of her text) the effort of translating stylistic laconism may even result in surpassing it. Her translation go fine with only 17 words, three less than Wang Wei’s poem counts. 
But in her gestures and what they seem to intend she is at once close to Snyder’s version. Her wording zaļajā sūnājā / in the green moss coverings decently suggests the sunray’s reflexes up in moss covering trees in the wood. An original nuance lies in the contrast between kails kalns / bare (or naked) mountain at the beginning, which suggests absence at far spatial distance, and  zaļajā sūnājā atmirdz/ in the green moss (coverings) glare sunrays, which suggests a silent presence in the moving light and its colours under the roof of the forest, thus, at close distance. 

Slide 25
The German contemporary poet Uljana Wolf is among the group of authors who contributed to Faßbender’s German sequel to Weinberger’s and Paz’ booklet, which enlarges the latter for more than one third of its original volume. 
Interesting, Wolf also stresses formal aspects of the 5-syllable quatrain, resp. its conciseness and some prosodic features such as rhyme (which in Wolf’s translation becomes self-imposed alliteration). It doesn’t seem she strove to avoid articles, but she bans the first person from her lines. Her alliterations ferne, fetzen / distance, tatters (line 2) and winkt…blinkt / waves…glints (lines 3 and 4) effectively accentuate the acoustical and the optical momentums in the first and the second couplet. It has to be mentioned, of course, that in classical Chinese poetry sunrays don’t “wave” into deep woods – a post-modernist liberality which might still be accepted.
However, in the last line, the most critical passage of any translation of this Wang Wei poem, Wolf refuses being a translator. Instead of saving the emptiness of the poetic scene she introduces a second person instead of the first one, obtruding on the reader an intimacy he or she neither expects nor might bear. And only Wolf’s personal god knows how a monddisplay (moon display) glints in an empty mountain forests. Wild imagination can not replace experience. … …
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Ezra Pound’s 


“Cathay”, Arthur Waley’s 


“A 


H


undred and 


Seventy Chinese Poems


”


 


stand out clearly against


 


works devoted to


 


individual 


Chinese poets. This remained true even long after 


“translating Chinese classical 


poetry” had become more popular 


in the West 


and 


some


, in


 


following Waley’s 


translation of Bo Juyi and 


Pound’s of “The Odes”


,


 


attempted to become more 


focussed. 


 


In fact


, it seems, 


the limited capacity of translations 


of 


classical Chinese


 


poetry 


into modern Western


 


languages 


has been


 


characterized


 


quite accurately by


 


Simon Leys


 


as


 


a “perverse screen


 


that saves the chaff


 


in order to eliminate the 


grain


. 


[


chaff


: 


the


 


useless part of the grain


-


plant] 


What the


 


translator offers to the 


reader’s admiration is


 


precisely the least admirable part of the poem


: its subject 


matter (…) and its images (…). 


The specific quality of the poem necessarily 


escapes the 


translator, since (…) 


it does not reside in a creation of new signs, 


but in 


a new way of using conventional signs.


 


For a poet


, the supreme art is to 


position, adjust and fit together


 


these well


-


known images in such a way that, 


from their unexpected encounter


, a new life might spark.


”


 


(


Leys 2011. 


p


. 348


)


 


. 


 


Effectively, 


Western translations of


 


classical Chinese poetry as 


individual 


authors’ art


 


often 


depend on the translator’s 


ingenuity in


 


replac


ing


 


the latter with 


a 


collective 


mood or trend 


among the translator’s contemporary audience


. 


In the 




    First part of lecture (1 - 19)   Slide 1 :   The language  of   poetry   In his  monumental work “ An Anthology of Chinese Literature : Beginnings to  1911 ”   (published in 1996) Stephen Owen   characterizes Wang Wei’s word - art as   “difficult to translate, not, because  of linguistic problems, but because  of  the  plain ness and   simplicity of its diction. ”   (free re - translation from a   quote d   translation into   German)   Can / should Wang Wei be translated?   –   ‘Cause “simplicity” in poetr y criticism   hints  at  utmost perfection .   The uniqueness of a work of art , a poem in particular   -   t he originality of a n  eminent   poet, of Wang Wei   in particular  –   do   they   need /  do  they  allow  for  translation?    If we look at the  success  of  early modern  translations of classical Chinese  poetry into Western  tongues in terms of the  impact  they have made   on Western  knowledge, then,  Judith Gautier’s “ Flute de Jade ” , Hans Bethges “Die  chinesische Fl öt e”,  Ezra Pound’s  “Cathay”, Arthur Waley’s  “A  H undred and  Seventy Chinese Poems ”   stand out clearly against   works devoted to   individual  Chinese poets. This remained true even long after  “translating Chinese classical  poetry” had become more popular  in the West  and  some , in   following Waley’s  translation of Bo Juyi and  Pound’s of “The Odes” ,   attempted to become more  focussed.    In fact , it seems,  the limited capacity of translations  of  classical Chinese   poetry  into modern Western   languages  has been   characterized   quite accurately by   Simon Leys   as   a “perverse screen   that saves the chaff   in order to eliminate the  grain .  [ chaff :  the   useless part of the grain - plant]  What the   translator offers to the  reader’s admiration is   precisely the least admirable part of the poem : its subject  matter (…) and its images (…).  The specific quality of the poem necessarily  escapes the  translator, since (…)  it does not reside in a creation of new signs,  but in  a new way of using conventional signs.   For a poet , the supreme art is to  position, adjust and fit together   these well - known images in such a way that,  from their unexpected encounter , a new life might spark. ”   ( Leys 2011.  p . 348 )   .    Effectively,  Western translations of   classical Chinese poetry as  individual  authors’ art   often  depend on the translator’s  ingenuity in   replac ing   the latter with  a  collective  mood or trend  among the translator’s contemporary audience .  In the 

