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Abstract:

Liu Zhaohui’s poetry anthology Whispering to the Wind (Wi A AL1E) offers an introspective exploration
of memory, existential reflection, and the human condition, blending classical Chinese poetry’s
emotional intensity with modern free verse’s introspective depth. Her style is marked by fluidity,
sensory focus, and minimalist language, using precise words to evoke vivid imagery and emotions,
shaped by her “spiritual exile” experiences. Key themes include memory’s impermanence, the tension
between idealism and reality, and life’s transience. Her work stands out for its individuality, rooted in
personal experiences, with first-person narration fostering intimacy and a strong sense of place. Four
poems listed in the article exemplify these themes, exploring mourning, identity, impermanence, and

unfulfilled desires, respectively, through evocative imagery and emotional depth.
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Liu Zhaohui'’s poetry, as encapsulated in her anthology Whispering to the Wind (W XA
1) , offers a deeply introspective journey through themes of memory, existential reflection,
and the human condition. Her work is characterized by a distinctive style that merges the
emotive intensity of classical Chinese poetry with the introspective depth of modern free verse.
I. Writing Style and Poetics

Liu’s style is marked by a fluidity that allows her to traverse a wide range of emotions and

ideas seamlessly. Her poems often display a keen awareness of the sensory world, with a

1 Liu Zhaohui (XJBAIE) is a poet and professor of English at Shenzhen Vocational and Technical University. He has
published poems collection such as Whispers to the Wind.
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particular focus on sound and silence, as seen in her poem “The Sound of Silence” (FiEfZ
75) , where she explores the paradox of silence being both a presence and an absence .
Liu employs a minimalist approach to language, carefully selecting words that evoke

powerful images and emotions without unnecessary embellishment. This is evident in her poem

“Color” ({f,) , where the interplay of words like “gentle look” (¥ FIFHRtA) and  “shivering
and astringent” () conveys a nuanced emotional landscape in just a few lines .

Her poetics are also deeply influenced by her personal experiences, which she refers to as
a “spiritual exile” in her self-reflection on poetry. Liu views her poetry as a means to navigate
her inner world, expressing both joy and pain in a way that is intensely personal yet universally
resonant.
II. Themes

A central theme in Liu's work is the exploration of memory and its impermanence. In
poems like “Nostalgia” (ffIH), she delves into the beauty and melancholy of recalling past
experiences, likening it to a "beautiful melody" that persists despite the passage of time .

Another recurrent theme is the tension between idealism and reality. In “Ideal and Reality”
(HAE 5P50), Liu juxtaposes the lofty aspirations of the human spirit with the harsh realities
of life, illustrating the often painful disconnect between the two . This theme extends to her
exploration of human emotions and relationships, where she frequently meditates on the
fleeting nature of happiness and the inevitability of loss.

Liu also reflects on the human condition in a broader sense, contemplating the existential

questions that arise from life’s transience. Her poem “Autumn Dream” (Fk 2 %¥) is a vivid
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example of this, where she uses the imagery of autumn’s vibrant colors to symbolize the
cyclical nature of life and death .
I11. Individuality

What sets Liu Zhaohui apart as a poet is her ability to infuse her work with a profound
sense of individuality. Her poems are not just reflections on universal themes but are deeply
rooted in her personal experiences and emotions. This individuality is particularly evident in
her use of the first person, which creates an intimate connection between the poet and the reader.

Liu’s poetry is also characterized by a strong sense of place, whether it is the physical
landscapes she describes or the emotional terrain she navigates. Her poem “Heart in the Swamp”
(LMEVHFF), for example, uses the metaphor of a swamp to convey the complexity of human
emotions, blending the physical and emotional into a single, evocative image .

In conclusion, Liu Zhaohui's poetics is a rich tapestry of introspection, emotional depth,
and linguistic precision. Her work stands out for its ability to convey complex emotions and
ideas with a simplicity that is both accessible and profound. Through her poetry, Liu invites
readers to explore not just the external world but also the vast landscapes of the human spirit.

Here are the four poems by Liu Zhaohui:

1. Lantern Festival

Low and somber is the sky,

Drizzle begins to fall.

The stream in front of my hometown,
Must be swelling with joy.

Azaleas spread across the mountains,

White pear blossoms and pink peach flowers,
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Are blooming regardless, in their own splendor.

I can’t help but chase the path back,
To the times we walked together.
Images flicker, clear and blurred,
And I struggle to let go,

To relinquish the essence of life,

Too heavy to carry to the end.

In dreams, I use red-hot coals,

Trying to warm your blue-clad form.
Anger and insult burn within me,

I roar to the world,

How could they treat my father this way,
Leaving him alone in the cold,

Yet you awaken, speaking words I don’t understand.

How many times have we parted,

I was calm, knowing there’d be a next time,
But you always stayed behind,

Watching me go, as if abandoned.

This time, reunion on a festival day,

How ironic these words seem.

Among the crowds, I pretend not to care,
Laughing at my solitude,

Abandoned by you.

Original Chinese Poem:

T
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In “Lantern Festival” (JG# 7), Liu Zhaohui reflects on the complexities of memory and
mourning during a festival typically associated with joy and reunion. The poem contrasts the
vibrant imagery of nature—azaleas, pear blossoms, peach blossoms—with the narrator's
internal turmoil. The vivid descriptions of nature's persistence in blooming despite the somber
mood underscore the tension between external celebration and internal grief. Liu’s use of the
festival as a backdrop to explore themes of loss and unresolved emotions adds a layer of irony
to the poem, highlighting the disconnect between societal expectations of happiness and
personal sorrow. The poem culminates in a poignant image of the narrator pretending to be
joyful while feeling abandoned, a powerful commentary on the performative nature of social

rituals.

2. Whispers and Madness

I
I despised my soul seven times, the wind

Carried the voice of Gibran. Why
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Seven times? I’ve never

Loved myself so deeply, body and soul,

Loved so much that I only see my kind, loved so much
That I alienate myself, like
Narcissus by the water, destroying

Water's reputation as the source of life.

II

On Monday, I wore
Sunday’s mask, passersby saw
And laughed at my untimeliness. [ was indifferent.
Tomorrow I’ll wear today’s mask, the day after
Tomorrow’s, and so on.
Maybe one day, I’ll simply tear off
All the masks, revealing the sun-starved
Bare face. Passersby will flee in terror,
Shouting, “She’s truly mad!”
But it’s not my madness they fear, it’s

The reflection of themselves in my eyes. [ won’t forget

To comfort them: Don’t be afraid, I only see the masks.

111
A window isn’t a view, without a window
There’s no view.
Sunlight streams through the window,
Wind and rain enter through the window.
A room without windows is a dark house,
A train without windows is a sealed carriage,
A body without windows is blind,

A soul without windows is dull.
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Better to endure wind and rain, than to stand by a window,
Better to shut the door, but open a window.
Though I often wonder,

When God closes the door, will He open a window?

v
As a child, I secretly sowed seeds
Of all kinds in the bamboo grove by the old house.
In my dreams, they sprouted, bloomed, and bore fruit,
But in reality, they never grew,
All rotted in the soil beneath the bamboo leaves.
Last night, I returned to that grove,
Dug through the layers of bamboo roots,
My brother began to urinate for fertilizer,
And grandma’s smiling face appeared in the soil.
He said: Plant grandma’s face in spring,
And maybe we’ll harvest her kindness in autumn.
I said: Why not plant grandpa’s mouth,
So by autumn, we’ll have endless stories.

In the dream, my face bloomed like a gardenia, content.

A%
Mountains or the sea? someone asked,

The sea, I answered without hesitation.

After seeing the restless sea,
I began to long for the quiet mountains.
The joy of the wise is like flowing water,
The joy of the benevolent is like lofty mountains.

My happiness, if it exists,
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Is like the joy of shrubs in the mountains,
With tall trees above and weeds below,

I’m trapped in a limited space.

The ideal happiness is the joy of birds in the mountains,
Flying freely, when tired

Resting on a big tree, when hungry

Sampling the mountain’s wild delights, when awake

Singing freely, breaking the silence of the wilderness.

VI
Cough, cough, cough, day and night,
My lungs and guts have been shaken apart.
Did you cough anything up? the doctor asks,
Nothing. Maybe something is growing in my lungs,
And the only way to remove it is to take out my lungs.
Just like how some attachments grow in the heart,
And can’t be removed, unless you take out the heart too.
Take out my lungs and heart, doctor,

Happiness is being heartless and lungless.

VII

Language is existence,

Existence is not language.

Language is the house of being,
A house is not the existence of language.
Language expresses what can be spoken,
What cannot be spoken returns to silence.
What cannot be spoken is not unspeakable,

Language is too limited, it must be silent.
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Do not try to say what cannot be said,
Nor force others to say what cannot be said,

Unless you’re good at embracing lies.

Original Chinese Poem:
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“Whispers and Madness” (X & * JXi&) is a multi-faceted poem that delves into the

interplay between identity, societal expectations, and self-perception. The seven parts of the

poem each address different aspects of these themes, using various metaphors and symbols.

The first part, with its reference to Khalil Gibran and the myth of Narcissus, explores the

dangers of self-obsession and the loss of connection with the world. The subsequent sections
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continue this exploration, with Liu's critique of the “masks” people wear in society, the need
for windows (metaphorical and literal) as a means of connecting with the outside world, and
the futility of clinging to illusions or past regrets. The poem's concluding lines on language and
silence emphasize the limitations of communication and the inevitability of misinterpretation,

reflecting Liu's broader themes of isolation and existential contemplation.

3. Morning Farewell by a Light Boat

Scoop a handful of clear water into your palm,
See your face in the water,
It quickly fades away with the flow.
Don’t try to watch the water,

Not even your own reflection.

Better to take a boat,

Sailing on a river between the cries of monkeys on both banks,
The boat's shadow in the water,
When the waves are calm,

That shadow quietly follows you on your journey.

Or board a light boat,

Winding through the waterways of the south,
The picturesque scenery all around,
Silently drifting by,

Knowing that in this life, you may never meet again.

Then sing as you bid farewell to the morning,
Head for the sea to see the waves crashing against the shore.

But fear not,
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Original Chinese Poem:

Facing the sea brings infinite shame,
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HERNEAHANEHE — S0 #E (Liy, 2018)

“Morning Farewell by a Light Boat” (¥ /&%) is a contemplative meditation on

impermanence and the passage of time. The imagery of water, often a symbol of change and
the flow of life, is central to the poem. Liu uses the metaphor of a boat journey to explore the
idea of moving through life, with the reflection in the water representing the transient nature
of self-perception and identity. The calm, almost resigned tone of the poem suggests an
acceptance of life’s fleeting moments and the inevitability of aging. The final lines, which
express a fear of confronting the vastness of the sea and the realization of one’s own weariness,
encapsulate the poem’s themes of vulnerability and the fear of insignificance.

4. Pretending

You are in water, he is in fire,

You see his pain, he sees your struggle.
In different worlds,

You both long for the same destination.

How you wish to stir the water,

To retrieve him from the fire.

How he wishes an ember would fall,
To ignite you in the water.
But the water cannot stir,

And the fire cannot drop embers.

You both pretend to let things be,

Yet always hope to meet again.

Watching as the fire spreads,

You sink into the water, silently grieving.

The water blocks your tears,

You pretend not to care at all.

Original Chinese Poem:
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In “Pretending” ({f%%) , Liu Zhaohui addresses the theme of unfulfilled desires and the
gap between appearance and reality. The poem's imagery of water and fire represents the
opposing forces in the lives of two individuals who are struggling in their separate worlds. The
desire for connection, for one to reach the other, is thwarted by the inherent nature of their
environments—water cannot easily affect fire, and fire cannot alter water. The poem poignantly
captures the pain of pretending that everything is fine while harboring deep, unspoken longings.
The closing lines, where the narrator pretends to be unaffected, resonate with the themes of

resignation and the emotional cost of maintaining fagades in the face of insurmountable barriers.
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These four poems provide a deeper insight into Liu Zhaohui’s exploration of human
emotions, particularly the tension between societal expectations and personal realities, the
passage of time, and the complexities of identity and memory. Each poem exemplifies her
ability to convey profound reflections with simplicity and precision, enhancing the overall

thematic coherence of her anthology.
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