Same Difference:

Xi Chuan’s Notes on the Mosquito and the Translation of Poetry, Prose Poetry, & Prose

Lucas Klein, University of Hong Kong

As Jade Green as Bok Choy
there is a crowd of commoners as purple as red cabbage—the line epitomizes something
of my translation of the selected poems of contemporary Chinese poet Xi Chuan 7)1 (b.
1963, penname of Liu Jun xIJ%), which we titled Notes on the Mosquito (New Directions,
2012).! The line comes from my version of “The Distance” i /7, a poem dedicated to
Anna Akhmatova, and like her writing on someone else’s draft, where “a word which is
not mine / Occasionally shows through” (D. M. Thomas’s translation), Xi Chuan is often
in dialogue with other currents of world poetry.? As he wrote them, though, these purple
commoners are perhaps paradigmatically Chinese, which is to say their description
speaks to Chinese conceptions of reality in colloquially Chinese idioms: & — & 1 #:1%
HSK— R R4,

Neither the grammar nor the vocabulary of the line is particularly complex or

obscure in its language of composition:

H you there is / are

— R yiqun a group of / crowd of
SR bdixing “hundred surnames”
% xiang like / as

H % baicai bok choy

—FF yiyang same as

ek cuilii jade green.

“There is a group of “hundred surnames’ as jade green as bok choy.” Nor is the cultural
knowledge very advanced: “hundred surnames” is a very old (as in, millennia old)
expression still in use that refers, as almost all students of Chinese learn in their first

semesters, to common people, the families who do not constitute the nobility;

! Xi Chuan, Notes on the Mosquito, 60—61.
2 Akhmatova, Selected Poems, 101.



additionally, it helps to know that bok choy (whose English comes from the Cantonese
pronunciation) means “white cabbage.” This explains the poetry of the line: “there is a
crowd of non-nobles as jade green as white cabbage.”

The line deals with the essences of Chinese, but with a twist. Whereas the Chinese
aesthetic is often presented as metonymic and literal, the poetry of Xi Chuan’s line
operates by revealing the fiction in the Chinese language’s conceptualization: white
cabbage is not white (that it is modified by the quintessentially Chinese “jade green”
twists the twist with even more torque).® At other moments in my translation I have left
the Chinese allusion for the educated reader to follow or the interested reader to look up,
such as in Eagle’s Words J& f£) 1518

32. An enthusiast of the Analects of Confucius refutes another enthusiast of the
Analects of Confucius to a bloody pulp.

33. Du Fu has received too much exaltation, so no other Du Fu could ever win
anything.

32. A EE (IRTE) BIANIES — IR (RTE) BN TERk.
33 MHMRE T RZHIME, s —MEREE k. ¢

In this instance, though, | sacrificed the insinuation about Chinese in particular to imply
that all languages may contain such falsehoods and misnomers: as purple as red cabbage,
because, of course, red cabbage is not red. And to reproduce the poiesis of Xi Chuan’s
alliteration, such as with the chiasmus of /b/ and /x/ (IPA [¢]) and the repeated /c/ (IPA
[tsh]) in you yiguin baixing xiang baicai yiyang cuilii, | preceded it with, there is a crowd

of commoners.

The Clothes Make the Man

Perhaps nothing has been called “untranslatable” as much as poetry—indeed, according
to one Frosty pronouncement, the untranslatable defines the poetic.® The smartest person
to fall for such fallacious idiocy as that “poetry by definition is untranslatable” was

¥ See Chow, “On Chineseness as a Theoretical Problem,” which draws from Saussy, The Problem of a
Chinese Aesthetic. For the argument that Chinese poetry is to be “taken as strictly true,” see Owen,
Traditional Chinese Poetry and Poetics.

* Xi Chuan, Notes on the Mosquito, 180-181.

> But see Robinson, Poetry & Translation, esp. 23-47, on whether the famed statement even appears in
Robert Frost’s written record.



probably Roman Jakobson: “Phonemic similarity is sensed as semantic relationship,”
Jakobson wrote, therefore, “Only creative transposition is possible.”® Of course,
elsewhere, transposition is itself understood as one of several potential methodologies for
the translator, rather than an alternative to translation, and through such methodologies,
translation of poetry, impossibly, takes place all the time.’

Only in poetry translation is perfection prerequisite for the possible. But is
translating poetry fundamentally different from translating prose? Esteemed translator
Burton Raffel argues that, no two languages having the same phonology, structures,
vocabulary, literary history, or prosody, “re-creation and approximation, rather than any
struggle for a “literal” and “‘exact’ reproduction,” is essential to poetry translation, but
“prose is a different matter”: “proper translation of prose style is absolutely essential to
proper translation of prose, and close attention to prose syntax is absolutely essential to
proper translation of prose style.”® The distinction of genre in translation takes on a sharp
significance in translating a writer such as Xi Chuan, as Notes on the Mosquito includes
poetry, prose poetry, and expository prose, requiring that I both stretch and calibrate my
translation practice as appropriate not only to the genre in question, but to match the
writer’s style in its development over time. Contrary to Raffel, | believe that matching the
style of the source text is as important in poetry (and prose poetry) as it is in prose; while
“re-creation and approximation” are at times important strategies, what has been called
“trans-creation” as an overall approach is not what | wanted to follow in these
translations. As | wrote in the introduction to the volume, “I am motivated by a belief that
the reader not only wants to know but can know both what Xi Chuan says and how he
says it, both his images and his style, both his allusions and his elusiveness.”®

From clothing to writing, style has been comprehensively associated with the
individual; wén ra gi rén SCUnF A, as we say in Chinese, a phrase that has been traced
to poet Su Shi #& ik (1037 — 1101): the writing makes the man. And as | also wrote in my

introduction, Xi Chuan’s stylistic changes relate to events in his personal life, around
which his changing aesthetics pivoted. He emerged in the eighties with an idealistic

¢ Jakobson, “On Linguistic Aspects of Translation,” 266.

” See Vinay and Darbelnet, Comparative Stylistics of French and English, esp. pp. 36 and 94-99.
® Raffel, The Art of Translating Prose, 10. See also Raffel, The Art of Translating Poetry.

® Klein, “Translator’s Introduction,” xiii.



interest in lyricism and poésie pure, but after three years in which he wrote very little, by
the mid-nineties he changed direction to write expansive prose poems that could
interrogate their own poetics (1989 was a traumatic year not only because of the
Tiananmen Square massacre, but also because of the death of two of his closest poet
friends). The translation of style, then—particularly for someone who also writes outside
of her or his translations—presents a kind of Zen of translation. As Eliot Weinberger has
written, “A translation is based on the dissolution of the self. A bad translation is the
insistent voice of the translator.”*® If | re-create and approximate, am I not insisting on
my own voice? I’ll detail here one example of what | had to do to translate his early
lyricism, and then another example looking at his later prose poetry; I’ll then look at
questions of style with respect to translating his prose essay that concludes the volume.
Xi Chuan’s first poems were published right after his graduation from Beijing
University as an English major in 1985. He wrote “Echo” 7] in 1986, publishing a

revision in 1992. In its final version, and as | translated it for Notes on the Mosquito, it

reads:
—AN, et — EE T a person, like a city,
— Frlal is the ring of an echo

a2 B3R EZRMEL  piled masonry rises like the surge of wave on wave
Z ARG RN AR R At the color of fog solemn at dawn and dusk

L v 44 N 7 DY 5 towering steel railings enclose the perimeter

e AR H A= ? who has put cattle and sheep to pasture within them?
TEAR I AH G 1 H 7 where leaves meld
B LoridE man and woman meet
TER AR NA SR H T where solitude invades stone
TH: FnfE [m] 75 7K A only the echo is eternal
KR s A mia b on this sky-blue pillar is woven
— | — 24 2 M R = story on story of copper-like lichen

19 Weinberger, “3 Notes on Poetry,” 60. See also Johnson, “Notes on ‘Notes on Translation.””



TE WA I (1) 5 1] HL inside a dank room music
2 NSRRI RSz b A 35 kA Al g swirls through the fruit the women have plucked

FAFE—FEE Rz | sit among mice

JRAZ B K F R IR TE and feel the quiet drift of a snowstorm

I b AR A i R piles of snow and high winds over the city

L — 8 N\ B Y —— bury people here and now—

R H their spirits change into

TR AR ) 7 B cloaked watchmen in the canyon of midnight
MXE, —FFEE but here, a city built by

R, FATEH an echo, we dig our feet

SR DK K e FAYD T into the ice-cold mud and sand

POz gk, HEgIH turn around, cough up blood, and take up our old trade™*

I read the conclusion about “taking up our old trade” as referring to Xi Chuan’s return to
poetry after his 1989 — 92 fallow period, and the reexamination of his earlier
assumptions about poetry it preceded. Whether the poem is the record of its own *“echo,”
however, Xi Chuan is not the only one to have published two versions of it; | pre-
published a translation in an issue of Two Lines: World Writing in Translation." The
differences between the two versions amount to my lines being looser in the earlier
publication, my sense of the requirements of contemporary American poetry not as
condensed, and so | have “a monumental fog-color at dawn and at dusk” and “storey on
storey of lichen like copper wire.” The Two Lines editors wanted to be sure readers didn’t
confuse the floors of the building on which the lichen was growing with narrative tales,
so we added an e to story (I suppose New Directions has more trust in readers?), but
perhaps the more interesting detail is that, for the consonance of the line in English, |
changed téngwan % &, “vine,” to lichen. Similarly to the transfer between bok choy and

red cabbage, | altered the image for the sake of sound and sense in the target language, in

1 Xi Chuan, Notes on the Mosquito, 38-39.
12 See Wimmer and Yang, eds., Some Kind of Beautiful Signal, 28-31.



service of a broader level of accuracy (the book version presents the metaphorical figure
and ground more clearly; the vine / lichen is like copper wire, not the other way around).

In translating lyric poetry, where the source text’s reshaping into something
communicable with the category as historically constructed in the target language
requires such swapping of details as vine for lichen or bok choy with red cabbage, what
Raffel calls “re-creation and approximation” is indeed often necessary. In prose poetry,
however, similar gestures threaten to efface the defining characteristics of the work in
question.

In 1997 Xi Chuan took a six-month trip to India that not only opened his eyes to
other cultures, but to other possibilities of cultural expression, as well. | believe this trip
also marks Xi Chuan’s interest in his own culture’s past; seeing India’s history would
have encouraged him to review and revive China’s history (Eagle’s Words, whose lines
about Confucius and Du Fu I quoted above, was begun on that trip). Since then, ancient
China has played an even greater role in his poetry, as witness Thirty Historical
Reflections %5 52 =%, a series—by now numbering more than thirty—of poem-essays
(or what he calls poessays, shiwén 1 () reading and retelling anecdotes from China’s
long history. In “That Person Writing” —~5 %1 \, he digs into China’s written past

to come up with an examination of its writing process:

Eighty wooden slips, like a line of old men linked by fate. The seal script writing
interposed in the slips is difficult to discern, but what it conveys about heaven, the
state, war, and the thoughts of the sages remains unchanged. The work of the
brush of this anonymous writer looks like the brushwork of Sima Qian or Sima
Xiangru. Only at a remove of two thousand years can the customary greatness of
his era be perceived! From afar he may yet have glimpsed Sima Xiangru or Sima
Qian. He dips his brush in ink, working stroke upon stroke, permitting himself not
one false word; writing the aphorisms of Zengzi, delighting in his thoughts. He’s
nearly convinced that the thoughts he transcribes will be of great use to humanity.
These thoughts he protects, these thoughts he transmits. Wittingly or not certain
words are altered, wittingly or not he retains his own breath within the views of
another. From a humble stenographer, he unwittingly transforms into a minor
author beside a great author, like an ant tethering thought’s kite against the wind.
Sunlight spilling onto the writing desk, he sneezes. On the street shoe sellers call
out to him: “You—you’re the guy who deals in thought!” He writes on wooden
slips, in a time before the invention of paper or movable type, and so what he



writes is the “one” book (each book so written must be the “one” book). But later,
a dead man takes his book underground. The thought that evolved from this book,
the thoughts that were transformed from this book, would ultimately reshape the
world, but this “one” book, through the slow stretch of time, was no more to be
found. And now, even if it were to be brought back to light, those thoughts
transformed from it, the thought adopted by the world, could never be corrected.
Like a forgery re-entering the site of civilization. And that person writing, it’s as
if he had never been born. He is a speck of dust on the earth, disseminating
civilization in its limited way.

IR, AR — TN E SR Ag A . R EAFEE R 2 8] (1 SCAE LLFFIR,
HEMPRIENARR T B M 5ERERLZRE. BAEAK
BEH, iz, H5F ST, 7SIz ER ORI F. AR
IR 25U 1 T (B B A REE B2 LA Kt A A T e o Lo ] e m ]
L. MBS ST, —E R TE, ARTRII—AMET £

GRS, RO 2 Atk A REMTD S HEE - E R
FENER E R . flfRdr 7IXEe B AR, {4k 17X A, g Btk

AR Ase A, Al B RN LR R TN B SRR . A
MR GE, TCRIEAR T IR R 5 55— ANV EE, &— R
Bl — R AR XE . BOGEBR b, T 7w,
SR FAARRL R <R, EORFIEARSTASE N S FEAT b, R
I AR TRANENRIAR AR B, B LS T M CRE— s T~ A
HE eI o HAER, —MEANEREE A HAM T . NIXE
AT S AR, MOXERPASE TSR, RAUOE TS, X e
U, AEEE K R ] AR S B, RIEEERH, Bt
AFRER A AR T EAE TR . SRR B AR e R AR
BERHRIT . RN E TN, MR A K i —hid
+, LA RIVEE A EEFL . ©

As should not be too hard to figure out, this piece resonates very strongly with me
as translator. Like the unnamed transcriber of the aphorisms of Zengzi ¥ - (505 — 436
BCE), | am convinced that Xi Chuan’s writing, which | transmit and protect, will be of
great value to humanity. And just as Xi Chuan infuses his own style in his recording of
the episode, wittingly or not, | retain my own breath within my translations.

3 Xi Chuan, Notes on the Mosquito, 212-213.



But while such retention may be what transforms me, like an ant tethering
thought’s kite against the wind, from an “anonymous translator” or “humble stenographer”
into “a minor author beside a great author,” my intent in translating this poem is to
transmit, as Raffel advises for the translation of prose, Xi Chuan’s style—requiring, as
Raffel says, close attention to Xi Chuan’s syntax. In The Art of Translating Prose, Raffel
outlines his process of “syntactic tracking,” where he counts sentence and clause length,
and the number of punctuation marks across languages, to arrive at an evaluation of the
quality of the translation. I have done something similar with Xi Chuan’s poessays: |
have treated his sentences as sentences and clauses as clauses, retaining, to the extent
possible, his periods, commas, exclamation points, and semicolons:

Eighty wooden slips,

JNA AT,

like a line of old men linked by fate.

B—RhEkaria .

The seal script writing interposed in the slips is difficult to discern,
AT A PSS B ) S HE AR,

but what it conveys about heaven, the state, war, and the thoughts of the

sages remains unchanged.

HEMFRENARR T B, 855500 ERLERE, ¥

And so on. Though I agree with Weinberger that “a translation shouldn’t be, though it
always is, judged on a line-by-line basis” (because effects “that cannot be reproduced in
the corresponding line can usually be picked up elsewhere, and should be”), I have tried
to give my prose poem translations a line-by-line level of formal equivalence.*

The reproduction of Xi Chuan’s style as opposed to approximation and re-
creation is even evident in the line with which | began this essay; in my own writing, | try
to avoid generalized locutions such as “it is” and “there are,” but because Xi Chuan wrote
you £, and | am a minor author beside a great author, | translated it as “there is.” In

straight-up prose, however, even where Raffel says syntax is a more important

4 Written Chinese distinguishes between < . >and <, >, the “enumeration comma” and the standard
comma.
> Weinberger, “3 Notes on Poetry,” 59.



consideration than it would be in poetry, I find that a looser correspondence often yields
the better translation. In other words, the ways poetry in many languages has been opened
up and transformed by translation (prose poetry itself is a good example of this) has
allowed for poetry to be more directly translatable, whereas with prose proper, the
particular contextual demands each language places on the writing often require that the
translator do more conscious and conspicuous tweaking to make the exposition come off
with an equivalent level of intelligence and gravitas.'®

As a counter example to my citations of my poetry translations, then, here is a
section from my translation of Xi Chuan’s “The Tradition This Instant” 1% 4t 7t sb i b %1,
an essay Chuan that serves as the Author’s Afterword to Notes on the Mosquito:

As everyone knows, China today is an enormous oxymoron. Originally a
linguistic term, an oxymoron is a statement comprised of two or more words that
seemingly contradict each other, such as “vexed smile” or “living dead” (in
Chinese we say “walking corpse”). Today we find oxymoron everywhere: for
instance, Chinese “hip-hop” commercials, or “Red Tourism,” which is both
nostalgically Communist and at the same time consumerist; or the phrase “Party-
member capitalist” (well, are you are a capitalist, or a Communist engaged in the
struggle to overthrow capitalism?); or how about “Socialist Market Economy,”
which is as oxymoronic as a “Capitalist Planned Economy” would be, if it existed;
or “diverse unity,” coined by Chinese sociologist Fei Xiaotong to define the
cultural and political notion of a multi-ethnic China (a unified diversity that must
be quite different from a diversity that couldn’t care less about unity).’

Compare this against an earlier draft and Xi Chuan’s Chinese:

As I’ve written elsewhere, China today is a great big oxymoron. Originally a
linguistic term, an oxymoron is a statement comprised of two or more words that
proscribe each other, such as “vexed smile” or “living dead” (in Chinese we say
“walking corpse”). | borrow this term for the field of society in an attempt to find
whichever social resources might be usable in the growth of our language. No
need to look too far afield, since just by observing what’s around us, we find
oxymoron everywhere: for instance the “hip-hop commercials” we see on TV—
hip-hop is a street-art form that originated in African-American communities,
always containing an element of opposition, but our TV stations blithely adopt it

18 This is not to say that prose style has not been influenced by translation; on the contrary, intellectual
writing in mainland China has been partially created by German and Russian expository styles. The relative
inaudibility of these styles in English, though, necessitates different translation tactics into English.

7 Xi Chuan, Notes on the Mosquito, 249-250.



in service of commercialism; or “Red Tourism”—uwhich is both nostalgically
Communist and at the same time consumerist; or “Party-member Capitalist”—
well which is it, are you are a Capitalist, or a Communist engaged in the struggle
to overthrow Capitalism? (since we know you’re not Friedrich Engels, or even
living in Engels’s historical moment) or “Socialist Market Economy”—as
oxymoronic as a “Capitalist Planned Economy,” but of course there is no
“Capitalist Planned Economy,” whereas the “Socialist Market Economy” has
already become reality; or “diverse unity” (coined by Chinese sociologist Fei
Xiaotong [1910 — 2005] to define the cultural and political notion of a multi-
ethnic China)—this unified diversity must be quite different from a diversity that
couldn’t care less about unity.

AR LR, L FPEE - DNERNTEBE. TRERARZE A
WEE S, AR R UM PN E BT R BRI R, BN (A BB E
mAT AR (EEr BB , s AR 23, WILX—HaSE i
P2 AETEAI, I BB BANE T 12E KB al REA AL 2 400 B
AMEZALE, RFE0NE—TBAFEY, B RKIT IR B
FEAnRE AT $ B e —— U B R S PR TR B Rt
BHIERIEI, Tk G H s O S e RO RS Eein 4L Bk
W —— X RLAAR SGRE R 38 R A T ——AR TR TIAK
Wi A BT B A T2 R 3 3 (ORSAN & U Ak A U U e
FIAED) 7 btk & LWt — 5B A T S RIE 5 2 R 12
WELER, AEGIRBCAH B A 1 G R TR AN ARG At 2 3 L a5
JEIRBUE N T BLSE: teane 2o —k" (Bl M LOEA 2 IR E SOl B
SIS —X—ZEEAFTAMEF— K IERZ . ©

This earlier draft is much closer to the Chinese, as | translated it the way |
translate poetry, attempting a reproduction of both the details and the style (with attention
to diction, pacing, and punctuation). Nothing wrong with it per se, but it is not only too
academic for a general audience, it comes off as wordy and clumsy, as well, certainly
what Juliane House would call an “overt translation.”*® As a demonstration of Skopos

Theory, however, different translations serve different purposes, and my editor and |

18 Xi Chuan, “Chuantong Zai Cishi Cike,” 22-23.
19 See House, Translation Quality Assessment, 66; cited in Munday, Introducing Translation Studies, 93.
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agreed that Xi Chuan’s humor would work better with a number of revisions.? The
published version of this passage is a third shorter.

I would be very reluctant, if not completely and dogmatically unwilling, to make
S0 many cuts when translating poetry, but then again poetry has prized precision and
concise language for longer, especially in Chinese.? This attests to the difference of the
relationship between form and content in poetry from that in prose: in poetry, we
understand that “FORM IS NEVER MORE THAN AN EXTENSION OF CONTENT,”
in Robert Creeley and Charles Olson’s famously phrase, whereas in prose we expect the
content to appear to us with much less mediation.? This is not to deny that the syntax of
prose is in fact its own mediation, but only that we as readers seem to have less patience
for and awareness of how it mediates. While certain fixes of cultural referent are
necessary and accepted in poetry translation, the expectation seems to be that to fix style
in prose is to make it more clear, more understandable, more direct, even at the leveling
of individual style. In poetry, individual style—the style of the first poet, that is, not the
translator’s own style—comes to matter at least as much as it does in prose.

Placing the translation of prose next to that of poetry also affords us another look
at Jakobson’s association of “semantic relationships” with “syntactic and morphological
categories” in prose, rather than as he discusses them in regards to poetry. Does it matter,
for instance, that in prose | can edit “but of course there is no ‘Capitalist Planned
Economy,” whereas the ‘Socialist Market Economy’ has already become reality” to,
simply, “if it existed,” or “As I’ve written elsewhere” to “As everyone knows”? If |
would not stray this far from direct translation in poetry, it is a sign that phonemic
similarity in poetry is not sensed as semantic relationship, as Jakobson puts it, but rather
that semantic relationships are sensed as phonemic similarity. Not that you didn’t know it

already, but translation of poetry turns out to be possible, after all.

To See a Mountain as a Mountain
Innumerable other factors come into play in translating both poetry and prose, of course,

% See Vermeer, “Skopos and Commission in Translational Action.”

2 Although, see Owen, Traditional Chinese Poetry and Poetics, 126-127, scrutinizing “compactness” as a
poetic virtue.

“2 Olson, “Projective Verse,” 240.
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most of which boil down to sensitivities to the relationship between the text and its
source and target language contexts. | have written elsewhere of how | translated the line
from “Written at Thirty” 57 =%, which other translators give as “every cricket in
the world grew with me” 4=t 7 (ki A1 F2 — 2 il K, as “with working crickets of all
countries | grew up”—to honor Xi Chuan’s attempt to “write through” his upbringing
amidst the Maoist rhetoric of the Cultural Revolution (1966 — 1976).% Changes such as
this, like the changes from jade green bok choy to purple red cabbage, or of vine to lichen
or even “As I’ve written elsewhere” to “As everyone knows,” require, at a certain level,
an uncharacteristic confidence on the part of the translator vis-a-vis the source text. As
Lucien Stryk has said,

I’ve never thought of a translator as someone who should be an apologist, always
worried, hat in hand, about the degree of faithfulness to the original. But as
someone who when working intensely can spark those magical moments, when in
fact he is the equal of the person he is translating—he must be that equal in order
to render those poems properly.*

And yet such moments of unapologetic confidence and asserted equality to are in
themselves acts of the greatest subservience, which is the subservience of the translator to
the style and message and form and content of what is being translated.

Stryk would have known, though, that such confident subservience defines the
Zen of translation. In translation, as in the best poems, as in Zen, all is one, and one is
none. Yige yisi —-> & M., we say in Chinese: same difference. Or, as Xi Chuan writes at
the beginning of “South Xinjiang Notes” i 5% it,, overlooking the land monks and
merchants passed through on the Silk Road between India and China, bringing Buddhism

into China on its way to becoming Zen:

Zero or infinity—same difference, like to be or not to be—same difference, like to
speak or not to speak—same difference. Detail gets omitted in the mountains.
Facing mountains, like facing Nothingness or the Way—sorry, 1’m being too
direct.

2 See my article “On Xi Chuan and Translating “Written at Thirty,”” as well as Marx and Engels, The
Communist Manifesto, 500. For my translation of the poem in question, see Notes on the Mosquito, 46-47;
for the translation by George O’Connell and Diana Shi, see “At 30.”

# Stryk, “An Interview by Kent Johnson,” 47.
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FTHELT, —AEE, WRFESEAEE, PR, WRBEEE A
Yk, —AEE. AR T, TEHJZEP T PR L, 2 ) T 1 T B
#HOKIE, —W, RIS KERET . 2

The writing makes the man, translation of style is based on the dissolution of the self, and

still involves re-creation and approximation. Bok choy is red cabbage. Same difference.

% Xi Chuan, Notes on the Mosquito, 124—125.
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