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Bethune: The Spiritual Garden on the Mountain Top
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English Translation By Qi Ming
Cherish the Memory of Norman.Bethune
Whenever I think of Norman.Bethune
I think of the long and difficult journey 

Far from the town of Gravenhurst in Ontario 

          To the Base Area 
Deep in the Taihang Mountains

I think of the process of a mountain

Emerging and growing in the wind and fire

          Selflessly and devotedly.

          I think of the wounds and bones 

In the smoke from the trenches 
Of the battlefields

In the flower of life, 
          Red and white in full bloom.

I think of the bullet rain whizzing around
Like a hurricane as the charging bugle,

Of the turbulent days, without analgesics 

Without anesthetics, without penicillin 

With nothing at all!
I think of the massive casualties 

Pouring in like landslides,
I think of Bethune with bloodshot eyes 

Shouting in a hoarse voice
Operating in make-shift operation rooms

In villagers’ mud-brick huts 

In Buddha’s temples and monks’ halls 

Under kerosene lamps or moonlight 

          His scalpel was his sword 

Separating life from death, comfort from pain  

And peace from terror. 
I think of the man shouting 
“I am O’type and Let’s save him…”

I also think of the last corpse, lying there

Cold, motionless and unshaven.    

I think of the big crowd at the memorial 

Gathering quickly and spontaneously

I think of my teacher looking solemnly 

Telling stories about Norman.Bethune

His maroon horse, his bald forehead, 

His blue eyes and his tall and strong body

          Galloping on horseback  

Shuttling back and forth in the battlefields 

His “Marco Polo Bridge” with a red cross 

His selfless internationalism and humanism 
I think of Chairman Mao writing in remorse 
And Affectionately in his memory

“ He was noble-minded and pure,

A man of moral integrity, above vulgar interests  

         And a man of value to the people”.      
Whenever I think of Bethune, 
I will think of warm wind 

And the morning sun

I will think of the fierce battles 
In the Taihang Mountains,
Of the tears and blood of the soldiers,
Of the mission of saving lives 
And treating the wounded. 

I will think of Yan’an, 
Of Jin-Cha-Ji Border Area,
I will think of the frontline 
Where the bloody fighting took place,
Of the love and respect shown to each other,

Of the sacrifices the people made,

Of the compliments for this Land

As beautiful as the singing of a cicada

That is still on the lips of the people.

I will think of the past, of the present, 
Of the future and of this life 
When we will not see each other again
I will think of the hardships and sufferings

Of the challenges this Nation faces.

I will think of the hoe and the sickle, 

Of the road under our feet.

As we are thinking, we have made it 

          To the top of the Mountain

Rretracing the footprints of Norman.Bethune.

(PLA Daily, 7 July 2019, edition  
Bethune’s Will
Writing a will is a most difficult writing
As soon as Dr. Bethune put down his pen 
Darkness settled in. 

The English words were like stars

Hanging in the gloomy and tranquil sky
Bethune was lying there

In both a relaxed and gloomy mood

Relaxed, 

Because he had donated all his blood

To the wounded and the sick at the front

Because he had given all his belongings 

His boots, his blankets, his suitcases

And his books

To his comrades fighting at the front.

With all his strength 

In his last breath, he wrote: 
“Please send a thousand thanks 
To all my dear comrades!”
That pen weighed a thousand pounds
The situation was getting worse 
With the “mopping-up Campaign” of the aggressors

His septicemia was getting worse

But even worse was that

He could not use his scalpel anymore. 
For the last night in his life
Bethune did his last operation 

In the form of his “Will”
He gave all he had to the soldiers in combat

His blood, his body and his life.

He was like a torch

Lighting up the battlefield 

He wrote his will with his scalpel
Stroke by stroke  

Breaking through the darkness of the sky

As if they were red flowers in full bloom 

For as long as 80 years.
That faint fragrance is still

Floating in the air. 

The night was pitch dark at 5:20 a.m. 

Bethune stopped breathing

His will, lying at his bedside

Like a sleeping infant

The dawn light settled in

People found the will

Every word was like a rising sun

So warming and so touching 
80 years later,

When we hold his will in our hands

A teardrop 
So heavy and remote

Was blown off from my face

With a shiver 

It was falling and falling 

And landed on the blood strained earth 

In Langshangou Valley 

In Yujiazhai Village

In Hebei Province,

Where Bethune was first buried

Quietly and secretly.
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