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AEL ESH A2 olECI=Z Pied Beauty

Glory be to God for dappled things —
For skies of couple—colour as a brinded cow;
For rose—moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh—firecoal chestnut—falls; finches wings;
Landscape plotted and pieced — fold, fallow, and plough:;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.



All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow, sweet, sour, adazzle, dim;
He fathers—forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.

—— by Hopkins, Gerard Manley
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distance creates discovery
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An Alternate
Pedigree of Korean
and Korean
American Literature:
Introducing the Nak
Chung Thun Archive

In Commemoration y M02(E "
of 120 Years of APR 14, 2023(FRD) 18:30

Korean Immigration  Korcan Cultural Center, Los Angeles
to the Ari Hall
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"Midland: twenty—five years of Fiction and

Poetry selected from the Writing Workshops of the State University
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The Lost Land
by Eavan Boland

| have two daughters.

They are all | ever wanted from the earth.
Or almost all.

| also wanted one piece of ground:

One city trapped by hills. One urban river.
An island in its element.



So | could say mine. My own.
And mean It.

Now they are grown up and far away

and memory itself

has become an emigrant,

wandering in a place

where love dissembles itself as landscape:



Where the hills
are the colours of a child's eyes,
where my children are distances, horizons:

At night,
on the edge of sleep,

| can see the shore of Dublin Bay.
Its rocky sweep and Its granite pier.



Is this, | say
how they must have seen I,
backing out on the mailboat at twilight,

shadows falling

on everything they had to leave?
And would love forever?

And then

| imagine myself
at the landward rail of that boat
searching for the last sight of a hand.



| see myselt

on the underworld side of that water,
the darkness coming in fast, saying
all the names | know for a lost land:

Ireland. Absence. Daughter.
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Irish Poetry

by Eavan Boland

for Michael Hartnett



We always knew there was no Orpheus in Ireland.
NO music stored at the doors of hell.

NO god to make It.
NO wild beasts to weep and lie down to It.

But | remember an evening when the sky
was dark at four.



When ice had seized every part of the city
and we sat talking——
the air making a wreath for our cups of tea.

And you began to speak of our own gods.
Our heartbroken pantheon:



No Attic light for them and no Herodotus
but thin rain and dogfish and the stopgap
of the sharp cliffs

they spent their winters on.

And the pitch—black Atlantic night.

And how the sound
of a bird's wing in a lost language sounded.



You made the noise for me.
Made It again.

Until | could see the flight of it: suddenly
the silvery, lithe rivers of your southwest
lay down In silence

and the savage acres no one could predict
were all at ease, soothed and quiet



and listening to you, as | was.

As If to music, as if to peace.



-—|‘ |‘ —|—0|'D|'

At times ... | wish

| could meet in a duel
the man who killed my father
and razed our home,
expelling me

into

a narrow country.

And if he killed me,

I'd rest at last,

and if | were ready—

| would take my revenge!

*




But if it came to light,
when my rival appeared,
that he had a mother
waiting for him,

or a father who'd put

his right hand over

the heart’s place in his chest
whenever his son was late
even by just a quarter—hour
for a meeting they d set—
then | would not kill him,
even if | could.

*



Likewise ... |

would not murder him

If It were soon made clear

that he had a brother or sisters

who loved him and constantly longed to see him.
Or if he had a wife to greet him

and children who

couldn’t bear his absence

and whom his gifts would thrill.



Or if he had

friends or companions,
neighbors he knew

or allies from prison

or a hospital room,

or classmates from his school ---

asking about him
and sending him regards.



But if he turned

out to be on his own—

cut off like a branch from a tree—
without a mother or father,

with neither a brother nor sister,
wifeless, without a child,

and without kin or neighbors or friends,
colleagues or companions,



then I'd add not a thing to his pain

within that aloneness—

not the torment of death,

and not the sorrow of passing away.

Instead |I'd be content

to ignore him when | passed him by

on the street—as |

convinced myself

that paying him no attention

in itself was a kind of revenge.
(Nazareth, April 15, 20006)



—— 'Revenge’ by Taha Muhammad Al
(translated by Peter Cole, Yahya Hijazi, and Gabriel Levin)
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Meeting at an AirpOrt BY TAHA MUHAMMAD ALI

You asked me once,
on our way back

from the midmorning
trip to the spring:
“What do you hate,
and who do you love?”



And | answered,

from behind the eyelashes
of my surprise,

my blood rushing

like the shadow

cast by a cloud of starlings:



"| hate departure . . .

| love the spring

and the path to the spring,

and | worship the middle

hours of morning.”

And you laughed . . .

and the almond tree blossomed

and the thicket grew loud with nightingales.



.. . A gquestion

now four decades old:

| salute that question's answer;
and an answer

as old as your departure;

| salute that answer's question . . .



And today,

it's preposterous,

here we are at a friendly airport
by the slimmest of chances,
and we meet.

Ah, Lord!

we meet.

And here you are
asking—again,

it's absolutely preposterous—



| recognized you
but you didn't recognize me.
“Is it you?!”

But you wouldn't believe it.
And suddenly

you burst out and asked:
“If you're really you,

What do you hate

and who do you love?!”



And | answered—
my blood

fleeing the hall,
rushing in me

like the shadow
cast by a cloud of starlings:
‘| hate departure,

and | love the spring,

and the path to the spring,
and | worship the middle
hours of morning.”



And you wept,
and flowers bowed their heads,
and doves in the silk of their sorrow stumbled.



Abdel-Hadi Fights a Superpower

BY TAHA MUHAMMAD ALI

n his life

ne neither wrote nor read.

n his life he

didn’t cut down a single tree,
didn’t slit the throat

of a single calf.




In his life he did not speak
of the New York Times
behind its back,

didn’t raise

his voice to a soul

except In his saying:
“Come in, please,

by God, you can't refuse.”



Nevertheless—

his case is hopeless,

his situation

desperate.

His God—given rights are a grain of salt
tossed into the sea.

Ladies and gentlemen of the jury:
about his enemies

my client knows not a thing.

And | can assure you,

were he to encounter

the entire crew

of the aircraft carrier Enterprise,
he'd serve them eggs



sunny—side up,
and labneh
fresh from the bag.
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-rom Blossoms
by LI-Young Lee

From blossoms comes

this brown paper bag of peaches

we bought from the boy

at the bend in the road where we turned toward
signs painted Peaches.



From laden boughs, from hands,

from sweet fellowship in the bins,

comes nectar at the roadside, succulent
peaches we devour, dusty skin and all,

comes the familiar dust of summer, dust we eat.



O, to take what we love inside,

to carry within us an orchard, to eat

not only the skin, but the shade,

not only the sugar, but the days, to hold

the fruit in our hands, adore it, then bite into
the round jubilance of peach.



There are days we live

as If death were nowhere

In the background; from joy

to joy to joy, from wing to wing,

from blossom to blossom to

impossible blossom, to sweet impossible blossom.

Li-Young Lee, “From Blossoms” from Rose. Copyright ©
1986 by Li—Young Lee. Reprinted with the permission of BOA



