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The Sky Blue Love

By Wang Xufeng

Stan Zhong will be 18 in three and a half months. He writes love poems now and

makes them a print. It’s not unusual, I ever wrote poems when I was 18, but no print.

I tell everybody I do not write poem now, actually, like Stan Zhong, 1 did write poems at
18, even the state is almost the same, no certain love object, but mass of love poems.

As Stan Zhong says: “Inspirations for my poems could range from the simplistic of objects
such as a tree to a complex and abstract idea like love... the environment is filled with
ideas that you can easily Randpick out if you put somethings into what you are observing
or seeing of your surroundings. If T happen to be stuck and not able to find a plausible
inspiration from my surroundings, I tend to think deeper into the object or idea and
eventually find links between ideas.”

It sounds abstruse, yet simple, 18-year-old Stan Zhong falls in love with love, not with
any figurative object. And love, as a conception, is certainly abstractive, So, Stan Zhong's
poem is a song of abstractive love.

So his love poem is as pure as distilled water, no carnality, indeed almost no spirit.
Approximately his poem is a muse on rational love of a juvenile.

I enjoy this poem very much: Nothing can change my love for yow/ Even if you love me
as a/ Stranger/ Acquaintance/ Buddy/ Friend/ Ally/ Lover/ I am still in love with you...

This is the love way of a juvenile who never experiences real love: in his eyes, stranger,
acquaintance, buddy, friend and ally, they’re all in the same field as lovers. They’re on
an equal footing. To Stan Zhong, this is God’s truth.

It’s impossible, for love is unique and unexampled in their understanding of those in my
age. Whenever comes to love, I'll think of what Pasternark said: “I dare not call your
name, for fearing your soul brought away from my heart.”
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Something strange in Stan Zhong’s poem didn’t happen in my 18-year-old love poem. In
the poem “Win the Love,” “I” experienced blistering cold, tornadoes, burning hell, life
and death, strange attacks of monsters, powerful thunderstorms, the wrath of gods,
crossfire in wars, the treacherous landslides, the bumpy roads, the alligator filled swamps,
the mystical dragons, battles with witches and wizards, the dreadful diseases, the crashing
meteor showers, the forest conflagrations...

This is Harry Porter’ s love, and I’ m told Stan Zhong's fan of Harry Porter.

Love particularity is certainly showed out in Stan Zhong’s love poems, like the poem
“With You”: When you felt lonely/I came to sit with you/When you cried continuously/l
came to soothe you/When you felt lost/I held your hands in mine/From the serene
morning to/The bustling afternoon and to/The eventful evenings/I am always with
youw/'Wherever you go...

When I read it, I saw a juvenile walking following his lover, whenever in the moming,
afternoon or evening. He is unchangeable, but the object he follows is always changing,
maybe elder or younger sister, maybe mom. ‘

What I want to express is; Stan Zhong starts rational awakening on love. Love is the break
point of his affection. So what Stan Zhong expresses in his poems is quiet different from
the majority in his age. You can find the character of philosophic thinking of ancient
Greece Plato garden in his sky love poems. In the far Socrates time, so many Adonis care
sheer things, what we say Plato’s love is just born in such sky blue civilization.

Stan Zhong’s poem is color sky blue just like the civilization of Aegean Sea. This is the
color of our treasurable youth which will immediately pass away.

When we missed the color of sky in 18’s because of the disordered time, there’s no
reason not to be gratified for the sky blue love poems of today’s Stan Zhong.
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Preface

InSpirations for my poems could range from the s'i_rﬁ_li_s__tig of objects such as a tree fo a

complex and abstract idea like love.

But where would 1 get the thoughts for these inspirations? First of all, the environment is
filled with ideas that you can easily handpick out if you put some thoughts into what you
are observing or seeinLg of your surroundings. If I happen to be stuck and not able to find
a plausible ;t?sl’?r%lfl%n "f{'om my surroundings, I tend to think deeper into the object or
idea and %ﬁiﬁb lf}nd links between ideas, but sometimes I will just end up with a
vague idea and not able to compose a poem. With a basic idea thought of and carefully

planned out, T choose different words to create the poem. The use of imagery and other

literary techniques greatly emphasizes the artistic touch and originality of the poems.

But through all the poem writing, many have asked
me, are you writing this for someone? My answer
was always no. This doesn’t mean I am keeping all
the greatness to myself; it is because there is never a
particular someone in mind. My poetry, in my view,
is to promote happiness and joy in others since
sometimes my poetry did that.

Backtracking my concept of poetry equai happiness,
I must tell you what poetry really means. Poetry is
not just words put together for a nice fit. Poetry is an

art, in which the writers paint the words on the paper
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instead of just writing them on
the paper. Painting the words
suggests of a more artistic,

original and poetic approach,

instead of the plain way of
writing the words. As the writer
paints word by word and phrases
by phrases, the writer should

achieve an image of the poem,
but if the writer can’t create an

image, it is considered a failed
poem. But don’t falter and despair at my words about the art of poetry, everyone can try
and write poetry; all that takes to improve is to observe and to practice continuously.

Besides the imagery in the writing of the poem, I still have to clue into everyone my

definition of poetry and the general definition of poetry. The general definition of poetry

is the art or work of the poet. Simple definition? No. There is a lot more to just the work

of the poet. My understanding or expanded definition of poetry is a poet’s work or art

that brings the essencg of the image, emotions, and descripti m
like a plate of food, waiting for the person to choose which to eat or to absorb first.

Although it can be looked as that I superficially defined poetry, I believe the true
meaning behind poetry can be found in everyone s reactions and feelings toward it.
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Love

A delicate thing,
Love can be easily broken.
Falling in love takes but a moment
Losing oneself in love, another.
Love is a beautiful thing,
Like our sixth sense to the world
Though able to bring warmth to our hearts,
Love can also break our hearts to pieces.

Love is a complicated affair.
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