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The Chiang Ching-Kuo Foundation International Sinological Center in Prague organizes 

Prague Summer School of Chinese Poetry 2024: 

Modern Transformations 

Date: September 2 ï 6, 2024 

Venue: Charles University, Faculty of Arts, Prague 1, N§m. J. Palacha 2, 

room P104 

  

The summer school aims to encourage interest in modern and contemporary Chinese poetry among 

graduate students of sinology/Chinese studies (Masterôs and Ph.D.) as well as the broader interested 

academic public. It will cover topics essential to understanding the very concept of ñmodern poetryò 

( ) originally shaped in opposition to ñold poetryò (), and its search for new language, form, 

and imagination through the 21st century. It will introduce the differences and interactions between 

traditional genres and modern poetry, as well as the diversity of poetic expressions by modern poets 

accumulated over time and space, including distinct poetic practices in China proper, Taiwan, and 

Hong Kong. The life of traditional genres in contemporary China also will be touched upon. Chinese 

poetry will be discussed through the work of selected poets and the summer school will consist of 

lectures and reading sessions, for which material will be provided in advance. 

Speakers at the summer school will include (in alphabetic order) Kwok-kou Leonard Chan (Tsing-hua 

University, Hsin-chu), Maghiel van Crevel (Leiden University), Olga Lomov§ and Ġ§rka Mas§rov§ 

(Charles University), Andrea Riemenschnitter (University of Zurich), Michelle Yeh (University of 

California, Davis), and Yang Zhiyi (Goethe University, Frankfurt). 
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Day 1: Monday, September 2 
 

What Is Modern About Modern Chinese Poetry? ð Challenges and Innovations 

Michelle Yeh (University of California, Davis, USA), mmyeh@ucdavis.edu 

This lecture offers an overview of the century-long development of modern poetry in China. It begins 

with the structural changes as China transitioned from the Qing dynasty to the Republic. As a result of 

those changes, poetry lost its traditional roles and functions. Another major challenge facing modern 

poets was how to create a new poetry that differed from classical poetry not only in language and form 

but also, at a more fundamental level, in the aesthetic paradigm the latter represented. Drawing on 

newly available cultural resources and with great imagination, they have succeeded in establishing 

modern poetry as the major form of Chinese poetry in the twentieth century and beyond. 
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Xu Zhimo: Second Farewell to Cambridge 

I am leaving 

as quietly as I came; 

I gently wave farewell 

to the rose-colored clouds in the west. 

 

The willow on the riverbank 

is like a bride standing in the sunset; 

Her golden reflection on the water 

shimmers in my heart. 

 

Water poppies in the soft mud 

sway and wave; 

How Iôd rather be that reedy sweet-grass 

in the lapping waves of the River Cam! 

 

The pool of water in the elm shade 

is not a clear spring but a rainbow in the sky. 

The ruffling colors among the duckweed 

sink into a rainbow dream. 

 

Searching for a dream? Push with a long pole 

to guide your punt upstream for greener banks; 

Overflowing with starlight, your small boat 

will sing a carefree song in the radiant night. 

 

But for me, I cannot sing without cares, 

as the song of my farewell is the silence; 

Even summer insects have hushed for me, 

silent is the Cambridge night. 
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ԅ̆  

ᶖ̕  

ѿ ̆  

Ҍ ѿ Ȃ 

I am leaving, 

as quietly as I came. 

Raising my sleeve, I wave farewell, 

taking with me not even a wisp of cloud. 

 

̔ȇ Ȉ 

̆ ŀŀ 

̆ 

̆ 

ᶖ Ȃ 

 

Dai Wangshu: I think 

I think, therefore I am a butterfly . . . 

Ten thousand years from now, a little flowerôs gentle callð 

Through misty clouds of no dreams and no awakeningsð 

Will flutter my splendid colorful wings. 

 

̔ѿ  

ױ Ҍ Ԋ̆ 

ᵬ Ȃ Ȃ 
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ᾣҌῬ ᵬ Ȃ 
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ῒᵩ Ȃ 

ῒᵩ ӠԚȂ 

Chang Yao: A Field of Fragrant Grass 

 

We agree not to mention the painful past, 

To only make small talk, only admire the fragrant grass, 

To accept that the rest is empty relics. 

Time no longer pollinates the present; 

Moths no longer light a weeping candle. 

Weôve no need for sunlight to mull it over, 

We still have ñThe Hungry Horse Shakes Its Bell.ò 

What truly belongs to this moment 

Is this endless field of fragrant, emerald grass. 

The rest is just the ancient, well-worn paths, 

The rest is just abandoned, hometown wells. 

 

̔  

ᵰ ҉  

ָ ̆ Ҋ̔ 

 

Ping-kwan Leung: Papaya 

You wrote down what you wanted to say and gave the paper to me 

I had nothing to give you in return, so I wrote: 
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ñPapaya!ò When I sliced it open, there were so many 

black, uncertain things inside 

 

You once told me you liked eating papaya, but I donôt know 

if since then youôve changed your mind 

 

Every time I buy a papaya and put it in the fridge 

it just so happens that you arenôt here. Is it a language problem 

 

or a papaya problem? I can only 

pick a good one out by examining its greenish yellow skin 

 

I can only answer at a greenish yellow 

level; I have no idea what lies below the surface 

 

What is inside? Iôm positive itôs sweet papaya flesh 

Common sense tells me that. When I slice one open 

 

there are a lot of seeds, which you donôt 

like. You say it would be best if there were nothing inside 

 

nothing to cling to, nothing so sticky that you couldnôt get rid of it 

or so slippery you couldnôt hold onto it if you wanted 

 

Donôt get hung up on so many commitments, donôt 

talk so much, letôs just eat a wordless papaya 

 

Fine, fine! But there is always something 

to chew on before spitting out a word: Papaya 

 

Now you are protesting. You say I talk too much 

The mottled skin, the pulp filled with symbols 
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Ҍ̆ ̆ ᵰ 

Ṏ ̆ᵖᵰ  

 

╠ Ṏ  

╩ ᶖ ԅ  

No, really, I just want to share a papaya 

with you, but all the papayas that you and I 

 

have shared are in this one papaya in front of us 

When I slice it open, I see there are still many seeds 

 

̔Ӝ ̆  
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ӊ ̆ᵖ  

̆ Ȃ 

Zhu Zhu: September, Madrid 

Standing in the cool shade of the crowded train station, 

Suddenly I am weary of traveling and just want to stay, 

Want to switch on a table lamp with a green shade 

In a small apartment; shirts hanging up to dry on the balcony, 

Their moisture evaporating like a manic episode;  

the roads Iôve traveled 

Have become silky-white contrails in the sky. 

Kindnesses can finally be collected little by little, 

And exchanged with other people for basic dignity . . . 

Make all things from the past cross the Atlantic to find me, 

For I love the beach at low tide more than the concerns of the present. 

Even if self-reproach makes me a deserter, even if my regret is like 

That of a young girl who has married an old widower, to return 

Would be exile. 
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Poetry in the Service of the Revolution ï Yanóan Talks and folk song 

hƭƎŀ [ƻƳƻǾł ό/ƘŀǊƭŜǎ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ, Czech Republic), olga.lomova@ff.cuni.cz 

 

This talk will introduce Mao Zedongôs understanding of poetry (and literature in general) formulated 

in his famous 1942 Yanôan Talks on Literature and Art (҉ ). Chairman 

Maoôs speeches, originally a tool for repressive campaign targeting Yanôan intellectuals, in the 

Peopleôs Republic of China have set up the standard for social role of literature and art and charted the 

borders of artistic expression tolerated by the Communist party (and transgressed by poets). The 

lecture and examples to be read will pay particular attention to folk literature as a source of inspiration 

for new poetry ñwhich the masses welcomeò (ҹ ᴧ ) and experiments with folk songs in new 

revolutionary poetry.  

 

Mao Zedong: ҉  

https://www.marxists.org/chinese/maozedong/marxist.org-chinese-mao-194205.htm 

English: 

https://www.marxists.org/reference/archive/mao/selected-works/volume-3/mswv3_08.htm 

McDougall, Bonnie S. Mao Zedong's "Talks at the Yan'an conference on literature and art": a 

translation of the 1943 text with commentary. [Ann Arbor]: Center for Chinese studies, É1980. 

Zhou Enlai, Guo Moruo, Mao Dun, Zhou Yang. The people's new literature: Four reports at the First 

All-China conference of writers and artists. Peking: Cultural Press, 1950.  

PrŢġek, Jaroslav. Literatura osvobozen® Ļ²ny a jej² lidov® tradice. Praha: Nakladatelstv² 

Ļeskoslovensk® akademie vŊd, 1953 (ļeskĨ pŚeklad a studie).  

PrŢġek, Jaroslav. Die Literatur des befreiten China und ihre Volkstraditionen. Prag: Artia, 1955. 

: ҍ  

https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8E%8B%E8%B4%B5%E4%B8%8E%E6%9D%8E%E9%A6%99

%E9%A6%99/32311 

Li, Chi. Wang Kuei and Li Hsiang-hsiang. 1st ed. Peking: Foreign Languages Press, 1954. 

 

 

 

mailto:olga.lomova@ff.cuni.cz
https://www.marxists.org/reference/archive/mao/selected-works/volume-3/mswv3_08.htm
https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8E%8B%E8%B4%B5%E4%B8%8E%E6%9D%8E%E9%A6%99%E9%A6%99/32311
https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8E%8B%E8%B4%B5%E4%B8%8E%E6%9D%8E%E9%A6%99%E9%A6%99/32311
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https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8E%8B%E8%B4%B5%E4%B8%8E%E6%9D%8E%E9%A6%99

%E9%A6%99/32311 
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https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8E%8B%E8%B4%B5%E4%B8%8E%E6%9D%8E%E9%A6%99%E9%A6%99/32311
https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8E%8B%E8%B4%B5%E4%B8%8E%E6%9D%8E%E9%A6%99%E9%A6%99/32311
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Day 2: Tuesday, September 3 
 

Channelling the traditional into the modern: On Wu Xinghuaôs ( 1912-1966) 

poetry and poetics 

Leonard Kwok Kou Chan  (National Tsing Hua University, Hsinchu, Taiwan), 

ckkleonard@mx.nthu.edu.tw 

Wu Xinghua was a gifted poet who was most productive in late 1930s and 1940s. He lived in the 

Japanese-occupied Beiping during the Sino-Japanese War, and then experienced the Chinese Civil 

War and other socio-political turmoils. He was then a victim of the ñCultural Revolutionò and passed 

away in 1966. During his brief and shining life, he produced a significant amount of brilliant creative 

and scholarly works and translations, which were ignored and neglected by most literary histories. An 

examination of his early works of criticism reveals that he is precocious with a poetic consciousness of 

profundity. He also completed a graduation dissertation, entitled ñAn Application of Modern Methods 

of Criticism to the Study of Chinese Poetry,ò and submitted to Yenching University in 1941. 

Appropriating E. M. W. Tillyardôs theory of ñdirect and oblique,ò Wu Xinghua demonstrated a new 

way of text explication in his study of classical Chinese poetry. In parallel with his practical criticism, 

Wu developed his unique poetics which culminated and flourished in his later literary creation. 
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҈ ̆ ▄ᵟҌӄ̆ ҉ 

The Woman who plays the pipa lute (trans. William Yip) 

He would not notice this composition ð to him  

The past is like a moth-eaten dustladen curtain 

Rolled up, put aside. Only when an instant 

Is isolated in Time's torrent can he taste deeply 

The liquor of life's cup. Meanwhile, I try hard 

To make the present bear the entire weight of the past, 

To make the past alive in the present ð happiness, hope, 

Long years' wait, contemplation beyond this world 

All seem to rush toward my fingers, the strings shrilly 

Cry out: We cannot bear .... 

 

Mentor from the Capital and other players often praised my 

Mastery: "Even in dreams you would not make mistakes!" 

Yes! Mastery: Fingers and plectrum all blend 

Into one, threatening, imploring, seducing 

To release all the hidden sounds and voices; 

This needs skill and thousands of sleepless nights, 

But only today I seem to fully sense the very 

Meaning of this composition. The moon amidst the river 

Opens up my heart: Crystal clear, inside and outside. 
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ז ҉┴♅ ἃ  

Ἕ ҉ Ҋ  

ѿ ѿ ̔ȉ ᵰ ̙Ȋ 

ȉ Ῥᶖ̆ ѿ℗  

ȂȊז  

₀ז ̆  

ז῀ ̆ ở ᵟ 

Ҍ ᵟ ̆ ẢҊᶖ 

 

ז  

ֲפ̆  

March. Rains freshly stopped. Upon the King Wei Dam 

Handsome horses galloped, avoiding slippery spring soil. 

He held my hand, smiling: "We will meet again." 

Clamorous pipes continued as some guests 

Gathered around a willow tree pacifying a girlѿ 

The flower on her hair pinned way offѿ "Afterall 

The amber plate isn't worth much. Don't 

Grieve over its breaking." We were then young, 

Our lives stretching afar beyond our ken. 

"Mistakes can be patched. Lost chances 

Will beckon again." I did not answer, 

And, with eyes' corners wetting, saw him leave. 

 

The scars months and years carved upon his forehead 

Were like the debits upon the board in the wineshop 

Line after line: "When can you clear these debits?" 

"I will return and erase all these, and will, 

With a clean slate, begin again." He said. 

Now he stared into the distance, let the music enter 

Mistily into his breast, his limbs, ready to grasp 

That which nobody can grasp, bidding it to stay .... 
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ᵖ ז ָ ̙ 
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Would he explain in his heart these sounds 

And, in the infinitely complex and dazzling crossways, 

Seek out that which is concealed but real? 

Music, that winged immortal, please lend me 

Sincere colors, let the sufferings of half of my life 

Like the single leaf upon the highest branch 

Bathe in the sun, unfold timidly, reach beyond 

The invisible walls around and make him remember .... 

 

O my selfsame hands and fingers, my changed mood, 

Striving to disclose from beneath the smooth composition 

My very self. Cold ice, hard cold ice, 

And beneath, in the darkness, slowly runs a live river. 

Can he tell from it this fine fine  difference? When 

My desperate cry is filled with this wide wide space, 

Listening, did he still hear only that familiar tune. 

He had been tired of hearing: "Echo of masters of the Capital"? 

 

The boat is about to leave. The beginning of their voyage 

Happens to be the end of mine. Within this composition, 

I have buried everything. Brief, evanescent. 

This is music's but also my destiny. 

Wine and hot tears drench his sleeves. 
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But who knows for what he is sorrowful? 

Perhaps music has liberated him from 

His own circle. Among the things he sees 

There is also my little share. If this instant 

Can find an eternal memory in his poetry, 

I would be content to retreat into whistling 

Bamboos in the underworld, like a shooting star, leaving 

No name, but an instant flash breaking darknessé. 

̔  

̆ 

Ȃ 

ҺֲҊ ̆ 
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Ҍ ∟̆ 

∟ Ȃ 
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̆ 
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Ȃ 
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ᾢ Ȃ 

̆ 

ᵌ Ҍ Ȃ 

ᵞ Ḥ ̆ 

Bai Juyi: Song of a Pipa Player 

One night by riverside I bade a friend goodbye; 

In maple leaves and rushes autumn seemed to sigh. 

My friend and I dismounted and came into the boat; 

We wished to drink but there was no music afloat. 

Without flute songs we drank our cups with heavy heart; 

The moonbeams blended with water when we were to part. 

Suddenly oôer the stream we heard a pipa sound; 

I forgot to go home and the guest stood spell-bound. 

We followed where the music led to find the player, 

But heard the pipa stop and no music in the air. 

We moved our boat towards the one whence came the strain, 

Brought back the lamp, asked for more wine and drank again. 

 

Repeatedly we called for the fair player still. 

She came, her face half hidden behind a pipa still. 

She turned the pegs and tested twice or thrice each string; 

Before a tune was played we heard her feelings sing. 

Each string she plucked, each note she struck with pathos strong, 

All seemed to say sheôd missed her dreams all her life long. 
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Head bent, she played with unpremeditated art 

On and on to pour out her overflowing heart. 

She lightly plucked, slowly stroked and twanged loud 

The song of ñGreen Waistò after that of ñRainbow Cloudò. 

The thick strings loudly thrummed like the pattering rain; 

The fine strings softly tinkled in a murmuring strain. 

When mingling loud and sot notes were together played, 

You heard large and small pearls cascade on plate of jade. 

You heard orioles warble in a flowery land, 

Then a sobbing stream run along a beach of sand. 

But the stream seemed so cold as to tighten the string; 

From tightened strings no more song could be heard to sing. 

Still we heard hidden grief and vague regret concealed; 

Then music expressed far less than silence revealed. 

Suddenly we heard water burst a silver jar, 

And the clash of spears and sabers come from afar. 

She made a central sweep when the music was ending; 

The four strings made one sound, as if silk one was rending. 

Silence reigned left and right of the boat, east and west; 

We saw but autumn moon white in the riverôs breast. 

 

She slid the plectrum pensively between the strings, 

Smoothed out her dress and rose with a composed mien. 

ñI spent,ò she said, ñin the capital my early springs, 

Where at the foot of Mount of Toads my home had been. 

At thirteen I learned on the pipa how to play, 

And my name was among the primas of the day. 

I won my masterôs admiration for my skill; 

My beauty was envied by songstresses fair still. 

The gallant young men vied to shower gifts on me; 

One tune played, countless silk rolls were given with glee. 

Beating time, I let silver comb and pin drop down, 
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And spilt-out wine oft stained my blood-red silken gown. 

From year to year I laughed my joyous life away 

On moonlit autumn light as windy vernal day. 

My younger brother left for war, and died my maid; 

Days passed, nights came, and my beauty began to fade. 

Fewer and fewer were cabs and steeds at my door; 

I married a smug merchant when my prime was oôer. 

The merchant cared for money much more than for me; 

One month ago he went away to purchase tea, 

Leaving his lonely wife alone in empty boat; 

Shrouded in moonlight, on the cold river I float. 

Deep in the night I dreams of happy bygone years, 

And woke to find my rouged face crisscrossed with tears.ò 

 

Listening to her sad music, I sighed with pain; 

Listening to her story, I signed again and again. 

Both of us in misfortune go from shore to shore. 

Meeting now, need we have known each other before? 

ñI was banished from the capital last year 

To live degraded and ill in this city here. 

The cityôs too remote to know melodious song, 

So I have never heard music all the year long. 

I dwell by riverbank on a low and damp ground 

In a house with wild reeds and stunted bamboos around. 

What is here to be heard from daybreak till nightfall 

But gibbonôs cry and cuckooôs homeward-going call? 

By blooming riverside and under autumn moon 

Iôve often taken wine up and drunk it alone. 

Thought I have mountain songs and village pipes to hear, 

Yet they are crude and strident and grate on the ear. 

Listening to you playing on pipa tonight, 

With your music divine eôen my hearing seems bright. 
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Will you sit down and play for us a tune once more? 

 

Iôll write for you an ode to the pipa I adore.ò 

 

Touched by what I said, the player stood for long, 

Then sat down, tore at strings and played another song. 

So sad, so drear, so different, it moved us deep; 

Those who heard it hid the face and began to weep. 

Of all the company at table who wept most? 

It was none other than the exiled blue-robed host. 

 

ᴚ  ȇ ֤ Ȉ3.2 (1941.11) 

ᴚ ̆ Ṕ ѿ  

› Ȃׂ  ⱬשּ

Ҍ ז ̆  
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Ҋ ̆  

ᶖ ̆ ᵰ Ҭ 
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ᵟ ̆ Ҍ ѿ  
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₮ᶖ ̆ ᵥ 
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ֲ֓ Ȃ 
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᷅ ԅ ֦ ̆  

̆  

̆ ̙ ̙ 

ԅ ̆  

Ἂ ̕ 

To Eva (trans. William Yip)  

Eva, while living, let us think of the flowers 

About to wither tomorrow. All the wasted labor today 

Would be sorrowful tears one finds, looking back, when 

New fragrances float by the hair of beautiful girls? 

Parted by a moonlit window, I look down. Breezes 

Come and go in the middle of the street. And you stand 

Silently in the garden, a statue, symbol of lasting beauty 

Out of this world, unsoiled indeed by a pinch of dust ð, 

And I, a dreaming poet, see in your brightness 

A fleeting love, and how desire can transcend 

The limits of knowledge on a distant journey, like a meteorite, 

To visit "worlds" unheard, unseen by man. 

 

I don't know how many years ago, when quiet night clouds 

Encroached upon the pale ring of the moon and thin mist 

Pet the plains, Xi Shi was listening to the winds 

In the tree-filled corridor. What was she thinking? Who would know? 

For her snow-colored complexion alone, a king would even 

Topple his own rising, still unfolding state! 
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Even when in melancholy she leaned on the jade bed, 

He should notice in her eyes those staghorn does 

Would come to trample his palace. Unsurpassed beauty 

Immersed in thoughts. The Universe was still too limited; 

Between her lips hung the fates of the States of Wu and Yue. 

She was oblivious to success and failure. Man would be 

Content just to receive her responses, be they cold, indifferent. 

Her soul sought for things that were more distant. 

More mysterious   

                                                               ð or nonexistent at all. 

 

People, curious, often ask: After Gusu fell, 

Xi Shi and Fan Li, where did they drift to? 

Only undisturbed beauty is complete. 

A mere word would lessen her manifold delicate charm. 

Since she was not born from this ponderous Earth, 

Why should she be concerned about change in status? 

From the brow-knitted Queen to the wife of a drifting 

Boatman, she kept her silence, accepted 

Different embraces with the same worried mood. 

Day in day out she breathed the unfamiliar air of this world. 

Never once did she not feel that she was a mere passer-by. 

 

O pitiable space! What has taken us by surprise 

Is nothing but a dot of dust. She might have seen 

Or intuitively felt such a thing that by comparison  

Everything else is like flowing water, and her a rock, 

A steadfast rock in the water for millions of years, 
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Listening to new waves overcoming old waves before and behind, 

While she kept herself in an everlasting divine silence. 

 

But Eva, in your life, you do not have worries 

For the future, so long as time still places 

Her jade-like feet on the mountains of human world. 

Your silence is the symbol of countless girls of no name 

In history, although you are born in the present. 

Day in day out the soul is always like court ladies kept 

In the Everlasting Lane dreaming the fragrant spring beyond this world. 

 

 (ѿ)   1945/1956 

ᵰ ̆ᵰ ᾣ 
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In Dedication 1  (Translated by Michel Hockx with Herbert Batt) 

Through your thick, fragrant hair, your glance 

Falls on me like a white dove from who knows where; 

But you gaze further, beyond whatôs in this room. 

 

Beyond the window decorated with lush snow flowers. 

Beyond the trees outside, the long river of horses and carriages. 

Beyond the new moon and the constellations in their ranks. 

 

Beyond the blind pond rippled by rainstorm. 

Encircled by the tragic rushing wind and deer trampling the dried leaves. 

As you sit here with your head bent, wrapped in silence. 

 

Slender as a wisp of smoke without matter or substance. 

Your soul unfolds, hurling itself against these walls in song. 

Ah, such a beautiful shape cannot contain its fire! 
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You voyage off to follow the trembling melody 

To the miraculous land where the light of the setting sun is buried 

And innumerable poets can only melt their waxen wings. 

 

Like a knife in my heart your milk-white hands 

Melt into the piano keys. I cannot hear 

The noise of the universe. All I want is to call you mine. 

 

 (ԋ)    
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In Dedication 1  (Translated by Michel Hockx)  

Sitting in the shadows like a bundle of indeterminate white,  

as if there were a million of conflicting motions  

 quietly melting together in your slim body. 

You look out, hands on armrests, fatigued and indifferent,  

all of summer's delicate beauty withers in autumn's bosom,  

 symbols of decay increasing all around. 

 

And when you sit there like that, and when I am 

engulfed by your countenance like a primitive worshipper,  

 who in this world could know 

this pain , this long long climbing without surmounting,  

this constant losing and never for a moment gaining,  

 who will sympathise, or laugh, or reproach? 

 

Only by not knowing the vigour of flames inside other hearts,  

are you able to sustain yourself, from the decay of all things  

 obtaining the only possible life. 

As countless summer days died, autumn days followed,  

the one heedless of sacrifice, the other silent,  

 all accepting the rules of nature. 
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Avant-garde classicism in the Sinophone Cyberspace 

Zhiyi Yang (JWG University Frankfurt am Main, Germany), z.yang@em.uni-frankfurt.de 

Since the turn of the millennium, the rapid development of the Internet in China has given fresh 

impetus to revitalize the writing of poetry in classical genres. Long marginalized by the 

institutionalized discourse of literary modernity established since the New Culture Movement, this 

type of poetry never ceases to be written and read, even serving specific ideological agendas during 

the Maoist era and the post-Maoist cultural thaw. Cyberspace, however, has enabled the birth and 

growth of a kind of avant-garde movement in lyric classicism, a ñbastard childò (used in the 

deliberately provocative sense) of the classical traditions and literary modernism. In this session, we 

will closely read poems by representative poets from this avant-garde classicist circle, primarily 

Lizilizilizi (ñPlum Chestnut Pearò), Xutang (ñHall of Ethereal Breathò), Dugu-shiroushou (ñLone 

Carnivoreò), and Tianxuezhai (ñStudio of Cascading Snowò), to explore the complicated interactive 

dynamics between the semiotic functioning of the digital media and the semantic memory of Chinaôs 

lyric traditions. 

 

All poems used in this session are sent to me by the poets after their own editing. 
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ñPlum Chestnut Pearò Lizilizilizi  

(Zeng Shaoli , b. 1964) 
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ñHall of Ethereal Breathò Xutang  

(Duan Xiaosong , b. 1970) 
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Dugu-shiroushou  ï ñLone Carnivoreò 

(Zeng Zheng , b. 1970) 
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Tianxuezhai  ï ñStudio of Cascading Snowò 

(Li Yingqing , b. ca. 1975) 
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Day 3: Wednesday, September 4 
 

Modern Poetry in Taiwan 

Michelle Yeh (University of California, Davis, USA), mmyeh@ucdavis.edu 

This lecture offers an overview of the historical development of modern poetry in Taiwan since the 

early twentieth century. In chronological order, the overview focuses on the major movements and 

styles, as well as the intricate relations between modern poetry and Taiwanôs political, social, and 

cultural changes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:mmyeh@ucdavis.edu


 
 

44 

̔  

̆ ᵟ ѿ Ả

ԅȂ 

 

 Ṝ̆ ₮ ṕ

ӊḂ ̆ ᾣ ԁṎҬ

ֲ Ҍ ҉̆ ⌠

ѿұ Ҭ ₮ԅ ѿ

 β ̆ ₮ Ȃ  

 

Ӟ Ҭ ԅלּ

ѿҊ̆ ȉ Ȋ̆ Ҭ

₮ᶖ ѿכֿ ԅ Ȃ  

 

ӄ Ḃ ԅῒҬ Ȃ 

 

 

Shang Qin: Electric Lock 

Tonight, as usual, the streetlights near my residence went out at 

midnight. 

 

Seeing that I was searching for my house key, the kindhearted taxi 

driver kept his headlights on me while I looked. Their harsh glare 

projected onto the iron entry gate the inky silhouette of a middle-

aged man. It was only after I had found the right key on the chain 

and inserted it straight into my heart that the good fellow drove 

away. 

 

I turned the key in my heart with a click, extricated the delicate 

length of metal, pushed the gate open, and resolutely entered.  

 

 

In no time at all, I grew used to the darkness inside. 

 

̔ Ԋ̂ Philip Glass, Metamorphosis 2̃ 

Ẋ Ҍ ץ  

ץ ̆Ẋ  

Ṕ№  

Ԋ ѿ ԅ 

̆  

̆ Ḳᴀ 

ѿ  כֿ

 

҉ 

 

῀  

Ẋ  

Yang Mu: Tale (in the meter of Metamorphosis II by Philip Glass) 

If the ceaseless tide at the speed of memory 

If I, with the same heart, if the tide just once 

In the days and nights of our parting 

Tells the story just once to the end 

The spiraling tune, the intertwined 

Tale of life and death, rising and falling, 

As though hurrying to a rendezvous 

 

On the constantly cooling sea 

Like a white bird gliding over the wake of a ship 

Into the faltering breath of the season 

If the tide just once 
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ץ  And I, with the same heart 

̔ ֜       Chen Li: The War Symphony 
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̔  

 

Ҍ  

ҥҌ  

ԅ 

ҥҌ  

 

Ṏ Ԋ  

ғ Ḛ 

ῒץ  

 

Hsia Y¿ / Xia Yu: A Can of Fish 

Lying in tomato sauce 

The fish may not be happy 

The sea doesnôt know that 

The sea is too deep 

The shore doesnôt know that either 

 

This story is crimson 

Besides, itôs so corny 

Itôs actually about tomato sauce 

 

♦ᾥ ̔  

Ṕ ⌠ ԅ 

ѿ ̆ Ṍ ᶖ 

ז ѿṙ ̆Ẋ  

ѿ ז̆  

̆ ̆ ₮ҕ 

̆ Ἕז 

 

҂ǹ ף ̆ ῀  

Ӟ  

Ἕ ԅ ̆Ӟ  

Һ ̆ №  ף

Ҋ℮  

ỹ ̆  

Ӟ ₮ Ȃѿ℗ Ṕ 

≠ Ȃ ץ  

ѿ  

 

ῇǹ ף ̆ѿ℗ Ῥ ̆ ᵌӍ  

Liu Ka -shiang / Liu Kexiang ï Young Revolutionary 

That day, none of the students from our village 

who attended the cityôs Teacherôs College returned 

except for my panic-stricken father 

If what people say is true, he was the only survivor 

For years afterward, he was depressed and joyless 

Later, he married my mother, and Iðhis naive sonðwas born 

When I got older, Grandma said I looked just like him 

 

At the end of the 1970s, I attended the university 

Perhaps because it was destined by historical determinism 

By then, I might have been reading Marcuse, and I probably knew 

something about socialist theory. It was a period of political upheaval 

and with my fellow students, I circulated underground journals 

and dissident flyers. The authorities gave me many warnings 

I gave up the dream of studying abroad. Seeing whatôs going on 

around me, I felt I had no right to leave. Father found it hard to understand 

and we got into heated arguments 

 

At the end of the 1980s, everything changedðor ended 
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ѿ  

̆Ҍ ᵥ׃  

ѿ Ὲ ᴋ  

ѿ Ὲ ̆ ᾬ  

ᾬ ̆ ԅѿ  

ז ᶖ ץ  

I got married.  

Sheé I canôt describe her 

As for me, I got a job at a transnational corporation 

Bought my own apartment, and now we have a son 

Iôve already saved tens of thousands dollars 

So someday I can send my son to study abroad 
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Inside, Outside, In Between: The Poetry Industry in Contemporary China 

Maghiel van Crevel (Leiden University, Netherlands), m.van.crevel@hum.leidenuniv.nl 

The poetry scene in contemporary China is marked by diversity and an extraordinary dynamism, in 

which wildly divergent cultural practices are held together by the overarching power of poetry as a 

meme in Chinese cultural tradition. Outlining the contours of this ñpoetry industry,ò this lecture will 

first touch on salient moments and movements in Chinese poetry since the Cultural Revolution, with 

due attention to the significance of unofficial ( ) publications. It will then home in on ñbattler 

poetryò () written by precarious internal migrant workers, and consider this recent, highly 

visible trend in relation to the poetry industry as a whole. 
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ѿ Ҍ ΐ ≠  

Έ ҉  
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Ҭ  
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҉ Ҍ ѿ  
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Day 4: Thursday, September 5 
 

Postcolonial Affairs of Food and the Heart: Hong Kong Poet Leung Ping-kwanôs 

Lyrical Universe 

Andrea Riemenschnitter (University of Zurich, Switzerland), andrea.riemenschnitter@aoi.uzh.ch 

Poetry, together with calligraphy, has traditionally occupied a central position in Chinese culture, and 

this holds no less true for modern and contemporary Sinophone communities such as Hong Kong ï 

despite, or perhaps even more so, on behalf of its multicultural legacy. Acting as host of one of the 

worldôs most important poetry festivals since 2009, the biennial International Poetry Night, Hong 

Kong people enthusiastically welcome poets from all corners of the world. If Hong Kong poetry, 

unlike Hong Kong film, does not occupy a more visible position in world literature, it is the problem 

of a global literary market, where poetry is only a niche product. In Hong Kongôs own cultural 

landscape, poetry occupies a similarly elevated position as the other arts. Historically, it has been 

serving the community as a local identity marker, sociopolitical commentary, spiritual and lifestyle 

guide, psychological survival kit, and more. In this lecture, we will delve into the lyrical universe of 

Leung Ping-Kwan (1949-2013), who almost single-handedly, but always in multilayered dialogues 

with other artistic disciplines and cultures, developed Hong Kongôs unique poetic voice reflecting on 

its liminal position between empires as well as on its vibrant local culture and an oftentimes 

overlooked spirit of conviviality, thus connecting the city and the world in a profoundly perceptive, 

creative and open-minded way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:andrea.riemenschnitter@aoi.uzh.ch


 
 

56 

 

ԓ Ҍ ₮ԅ 

̆  

ỹ Ҭ  

ṕ ѿṎ ̆  

ԅ ̆ №  

̙  

 

ѿ ̙  

ṕ ̆ ԅ ̙ 

Ḡ ѿ ̔  

҉ ҕ  

ԅ ῇ אל̆  

...... ֓ Ҍ  

Tea-coffee (translated by Marta Cheung) 

Tea, fragrant and strong, made from  

five different blends, in cotton bags or legendary 

stockings ˈ tender, all-encompassing, gathering ˈ 

brewed in hot water and poured into a teapot, its taste 

varying subtly with the time in water steeped. 

Can that fine art be maintained? Pour the tea 

 

into a cup of coffee, will the aroma of one 

interfere with, wash out the other? Or will the other 

keep its flavour: roadside food stalls 

streetwise and worldly from its daily stoves 

mixed with a dash of daily gossips and good sense, 

hard-working, a little sloppy... an indescribable taste.  

 



 
 

57 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

58 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

59 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

60 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

61 

 



 
 

62 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

63 

National Identity as a Hoax? The Czech National Movement in the 19th Century 

between Historical Fiction and Reality 

5ŀƭƛōƻǊ 5ƻōƛłǑ όLƴǎǘƛǘǳǘŜ ƻŦ /ȊŜŎƘ [ƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /!{Σ /ȊŜŎƘ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎύ, dobias@ucl.cas.cz 

If we compare national movements across Europe in the 19th century, one of the key features of Czech 

identity is the vernacular language with a developed literary tradition. At the end of this century, 

however, the representatives of Czech culture were still fluent in German alongside Czech. The lecture 

will focus on the circumstances of this ethno-linguistic Ăcultivation of cultureñ (Leerssen) and 

especially on the role played, in the European context, by allegedly medieval manuscripts written in 

Czech. 
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Day 5: Fri day, September 6 
 

Chinese Women Poets from the 1980s to the Turn of the New Millennium 

~łǊƪŀ aŀǎłǊƻǾł όCharles University, Czech Republic), sarka.masarova@ff.cuni.cz 

In the 1980s, the Chinese poetry scene saw the emergence of numerous women poets ֲ, 

predominantly from larger cities, who had received higher education. The women poets established 

themselves as poets in a variety of contexts, including as individuals, as members of university poetry 

groups, or in unofficial  poetry circles. Their poetry is highly diverse, encompassing a wide range 

of topics. The women poets of the 1980s challenged the conventional notion of a female poet, 

femininity, and love poetry. In the subsequent decade, the next generation of women poets further 

elaborated on these concepts. 

The reading session will focus on selected works by four women poets: Zhai Yongming , Xiao 

An , Yin Lichuan Ҽ , and Wu Ang . In addition, a part of the reading session will be 

dedicated to a discussion of English translations of some of the selected poems. 
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Zhai Yongming  (1955 ï ) 
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ױ  
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Ḡ ᾙ  

 

 

Ҭ̆ ױ  
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≠ȁ ᾣ ֲ 

ᴟ ̙̃ 
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ױ ᴟ 

 

ױ ̆ Ҭ  

̆  

ױ ֲ 

ṕ₇̆  

ױ ҈ֲ̆ ױ  

̆ᶭ Ẽ Ҭ  

ᾣ ᶏ Ҧ 

ѿ ̆  

₮  

 

̔ȇ Ȉ ȇ ᴴ̔ 1983 - 2014Ȉ̆ ֤̔ᵬ ₮

̆2015 ̆ 29-30 . 

 

 

 

Three English translations of  

The Black Room (translated by Andrea Lingenfelter) 

All crows under Heaven are equally black, and this 

Fills me with fear, they have so many 

Relatives, their numbers are legion, theyôre hard to resist 

 

But weôre indispensable, we three sisters 

Slim and graceful, we glide to and fro 

Looking like winners 

But I intend to make mischief, Iôm cruel at heart 

Keeping up the appearance of a sweet-tempered daughter 
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My footsteps retrace my daily defeats 

 

Awaiting proposals in our boudoir, we young ladies of good family 

Smile resentfully, racking our brains 

For ways to enhance our charms 

Youthful, beautiful, like fires ablaze 

Seared black, single-minded snares 

(Which of these good men with well-sharpened teeth, an unwavering gaze 

And a steady expression will be my brother-in-law?) 

 

I sense 

Our chamber beset on all sides 

At night, cats and mice nice alike are stirring 

And we got to sleep, searching our dreams for unknown house numbers 

At night, we women are like ripe melons ready to fall from the vine 

Conjugal bliss, and all of that 

 

We three sisters, different with each new day 

Marriage, still crux of finding a mate 

Lights in the bedroom fill newlyweds with disappointment 

Risk it all on one throw, I tell myself 

ñHome is where the journey beginsò 

 

ZHAI, Yongming. The Changing Room , Selected Poetry of Zhai Yongming. Transl. 

Andrea Lingenfelter. Brookline, Mass., Hong Kong: Zephyr Press & The Chinese 

University Press of Hong Kong, 2011, p. 25. 
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The Black Room (translated by Michael Day) 

As a rule all crows under heaven are black, and this  

intimidates me, they have so many 

relatives, their numbers are legion, hard to resist 

 

But we are indispensable, we four sisters  

we are the snare in the black room 

slim and graceful, walking to and fro 

appearing to have winning lottery tickets in our grasp  

But I intend to work mischief, my heart is harsh 

On the surface I maintain a girl's pleasant disposition  

while retracing my daily defeats 

 

We are fair maidens of renown awaiting proposals in our boudoir  

smiling resentfully, racking our brains 

for ways to make ourselves more attractive  

Young and beautiful, like raging flames  

very single-minded snares, baked black 

(Which of the unwavering countenances of good men with sharply-  

ground teeth and ramrod straight gaze, which of the boundary-  

crossers and calculating plotters shall be my brothers-in-law?) 

 

At night, I feel 

crises lying low all around our room  

the cats and mice are all awake 

we go to sleep, seeking in dreams 

the license numbers of strange hearts, in the night  

we are women ready to fall like ripe melons 

 

A confusion of phoenixes, male and female, so on and so forth  
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we sisters four, daily-new monthly-changeable 

Marriage, still at the core of choosing a mate  

The bedroom light dispirits the newly-marrieds  

Risk it all on one throw, I say to myself 

Home is where you start off 

 

ZHAI, Yongming. ñThe Black Room ò, transl. Michael Day. In Chinaôs Second 

World of Poetry: The Sichuan Avant-Garde, 1982 - 1992. Leiden: Leiden University, 2005, 

p. 232, available on: chrome-

extension://efaidnbmnnnibpcajpcglclefindmkaj/https://scholarlypublications.universiteitleid

en.nl/access/item%3A2963807/view 

 

The Black Room (translated by Simon Patton) 

all crows are black-hearted 

Iôm feeling timid: they have so many 

relatives, the numbers are with them, irresistible 

 

however, we four sisters are indispensable 

we are the snare in the black room 

slim and graceful, back and forth we pace 

looking as if victory were within our grasp 

yet I play dirty tricks, I am mean inside 

while on the surface maintaining a girlôs good temper 

walking the same old road to defeat each day 

 

unmarried denizens of the boudoir, we are maidens of a reputable family 

smiling resentfully, racking our brains 

to give ourselves new airs and graces 

young, beautiful, like raging fires 

cooking up black and single-minded traps 
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(those who have crossed borders and schemed meticulously 

those with sharpened teeth and bolt upright vision 

does that face devoid of undulations belong to the husband of my elder sister?) 

 

at night, I sense 

danger lurking in our room 

cats and mice wake 

we go to sleep, searching in dreams for strange 

house numbers, at night 

we are ripe, ready to be settled 

husbands confounded with wives, and so on and so forth 

we four sisters change with each passing day 

marriage is still centred on choosing a spouse 

the light in the bedroom makes the newlyweds downcast 

put it all on the line, I say to myself 

home is the place to set out from 

 

ZHAI, Yongming. ñThe Black Roomò, transl. Simon Patton. Available on: 

https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poems/poem/103-1216_THE-

BLACK-ROOM 
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̔ȇזȈ ȇ ѿ℗ ӊ҉Ȉ̆ ̔ ₮ ̆1992 ̆ 33 .  

 
 

Έ  

ױ     ӟ ֲ 

ᴟ  

Jing An Village, June (transl. Pascale Petit and Zhai 

Yongming) 

Moonless night ð the wind is high and boys practice killing. 

Desire stirs in the wild wheatfield ð 
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⌠ ҩ  
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ᵖ ѿ׆ ѿ Ҭ 
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ᾢ  
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ᶿ ᾟ  

̆ Ẽױ ᵣ 
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(from a sequence ȇ Ȉ; interesting 

to note that, for example, the version of 

this poem published in Zhaiôs collection

ȇѿ℗ ӊ҉Ȉin 1992 consisted 

I can smell the drunkenness of the village. 

 

For half a year I stare at the moon 

until this twisted body of mine melts 

and the spinning moon is a rusted hinge. 

Everybody is drinking, having fun ð no-one 

notices me. At the garbage heap 

I can feel an echo from the very heart of the earth. 

 

A dusty farmer touches a fissure 

in the old ebony table. 

I think of legends from the great dynasties. 

Tonight thereôll be a lunar eclipse 

and the farmerôs wife will take a bath, 

her eyes full of blind fear. 

 

The veiled sky shivers and shapeshifts. 

In the graveyard where ancestors lie 

the baked mud walls crack open with dead eyes. 

At dawn, tomb diggers will find 

the coffins crawling with termites. 

My body ð all the bodies we are born with 

decay in the dark and the light. 

 

Both the original in Chinese and the English translation:  

ZHAI Yongming. ñΈ  / Jing An Village, Juneò, transl. Pascale 

Petit and Zhai Yongming. In  ȁ  . ᴿ Һ  [Edited by 

Yang Lian & W. N. Herbert]:ȇ ҈ Ȉ[The Third Shore]̔

Ҭ ֲԑ  [Chinese & English Language Poets in Mutual 
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only of two stanzas, the second stanza 

started with the fourth line) 

Translation]. ҉ ̔ қ ₮  [Shanghai: East China 

Normal University Press], 2013, p. 132-133. 

 

Xiao  An  (1964 ï ) 

ׂ Ҋ  

ׂ Ҋ  

ԅ҈  

Ҍ Ӈ  

 

ѿҩ  

 

ᵟ ֲ 

ױז  

ѿ  

⌠  

 

 

 

Ҍ ѿҩ  

 

̔ȇׂ Ҋ Ȉ  ᴶᵡ ̔ȇ ᵣӊ ðð Һӈ̔׆ ⌠ᵬ Ȉ. ῌ

̔ ₮ ̆1994 ̆ 154 . 

 

 

 

 

ֲ 

 

 

ҩ ҉ 



 
 

76 

ԅ 

ᵰ ҉ 

Ҋ ֲ 

ӄӄҌ  

 

 

 

ԅ 

 

:ȇ Ȉ ȇ Ȉ̆1986 ̆5 ̆ 41 , available on: 

https://digitalcollections.universiteitleiden.nl/view/item/3168338#page/3/mode/1up 

 

Yin Lichuan Ҽ  (1973 ï ) 
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Ҽ ̔ȇ Ҥ Ȉ  ȇҬ ῖȈ ᾞ ̆ ֤̔

₮ ̆2002 ̆ 304 . 

 

Ҭ RAP 

ԅ Ҍ  

ԅ Ҍ Ȃ 

 

 

 

ָӇ ָ̙Ӈ ̙ 

ѿ Ҍ  

ѿ ⌠ ˻ 

 

˻ 

̆  

ѿ ᵰ ̆ѿ Ȃ 

 

Ạ  

˻ Ạ ˻ 

 

Ҽ ̔ȇҬ RAPȈ̆ ̔ 

http://www.wenxue2000.com/poet/ylc.htm 

 

Wu Ang   (1974 ï ) 
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Contacts 
 

YŀǘŜǌƛƴŀ DŀƧŘƻǑƻǾł  katerina.gajdosova@ff.cuni.cz +420 739 481 313 

hƭƎŀ [ƻƳƻǾł  olga.lomova@ff.cuni.cz 

~ƛƳƻƴ {ǳƪ  simi.suk@seznam.cz 

 

Wifi: eduroam ς (your eduroam identity) 

Wifi: Kampus ς Password: Hybernska 

 

Addresses 
Venue: 

Charles University, Faculty of Arts, 

Prague 1 ς Old TownΣ błƳŠǎǘƝ Wŀƴŀ tŀƭŀŎƘŀ нΣ  

1st floor, room 104 

Hotels:  

Hotel Antik, 5ƭƻǳƘł ннΣ Prague 1 

wŜȊƛŘŜƴŎŜ 5ƭƻǳƘłΣ 5ƭƻǳƘł мтΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м 

!a¦ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘ wŜǎƛŘŜƴŎŜ 5ƻǊƳǎΣ IǊŀŘŜōƴƝ тΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м 

Welcome dinner: 

YŀǾłǊƴŀ !ŘǊƛŀ - /ŀŦŦŞ wŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘΣ błǊƻŘƴƝ плκосΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ 1 (https://www.caffeadria.cz/),  

 

Places to eat: 
.ƛǎǘǊƻ aŜȊƛ ǌłŘƪȅΣ CŀŎǳƭǘȅ ƻŦ !Ǌǘǎ ς błƳŠǎǘƝ Wŀƴŀ tŀƭŀŎƘŀ нΣ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƭƻƻǊ όǎǘǳŘŜƴǘ ŎŀŦŜǘŜǊƛŀύ 

wŜǎǘŀǳǊŀŎŜ ¦ tŀǊƭŀƳŜƴǘǳΣ ±ŀƭŜƴǘƛƴǎƪł уΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м ό/ȊŜŎƘ ǎǘȅƭŜ ς lunch menu) 

YƻȊƭƻǾƴŀΣ YǌƛȌƻǾƴƛŎƪł пΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м ό/ȊŜŎƘ ǎǘȅƭŜ ς lunch menu) 

!ƭŦƻǊƴƻ CƻŎŎŀŎŜǊƛŀ LǘŀƭƛŀƴŀΣ ~ƛǊƻƪł нрκсΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м όLǘŀƭƛŀƴ ǎǘȅƭŜύ 

aǳŎ 5ƻƴƎΣ YǌƛȌƻǾƴƛŎƪł уΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м ό±ƛŜǘƴŀƳŜǎŜ ǎǘȅƭŜύ 

wŀƳŜƴŎǊŀŦǘ ōƛǎǘǊƻΣ ±ŜƭŜǎƭŀǾƝƴƻǾŀ оΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м 

aŀƛǘǊŜƛŀ wŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘΣ ¢ȇƴǎƪł ǳƭƛőƪŀ млспκсΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м όǾŜƎŜǘŀǊƛŀƴύ 

[ŜƘƪł ƘƭŀǾŀΣ .ƻǊǑƻǾ нΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м ς Old Town (vegetarian) 

.Ŝŀǎ ±ŜƎŜǘŀǊƛŀƴ 5ƘŀōŀΣ ¢ȇƴǎƪł мфΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м όǾŜƎŜǘŀǊƛŀƴ ς buffet style) 

IŀǾŜƭǎƪł ƪƻǊǳƴŀ όCzech buffet-ǎǘȅƭŜύΣ IŀǾŜƭǎƪł ноΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м 

tŀƭƭŀŘƛǳƳ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΣ błƳŠǎǘƝ wŜǇǳōƭƛƪȅ мΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м ς Food court 

vǳŀŘǊƛƻ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΣ {ǇłƭŜƴł ннΣ tǊŀƎǳŜ м ς Food court 

mailto:katerina.gajdosova@ff.cuni.cz
mailto:olga.lomova@ff.cuni.cz
mailto:simi.suk@seznam.cz
https://www.caffeadria.cz/

