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823 Sounds of Peace
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Following the trajectory of tyranny they come,
All 475000 of them,

And bombard every inch of this miniscule
island.

Alas, they incinerate our ancestral home and
our memory to ashes.

|s destruction thy strategy to win peace?

Fie, those artillery shells have no explosive in
them.

Instead, they are filled with the blood of our
countrymen.

O, peace, thy bone is grind to powder by the
wrought iron

Thy blood is spilled across the island of
Kinmen,

Staining every inch of soil red.
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O, let us pick up the rust-covered iron from the
bloodstained earth.

Let us polish and rub on this weapon of war
until peace shine.

With humbleness of art, let us sublime the
tyranny of war

This is our task as we are the sentinels of
history:**

We are aesthetic scavengers.

But how should the shrapnel of death recur?

O, let us melt it down in the furnace.

Let us forge it into a bell of love.

Kinmen, we implore thee, be the spokesperson

for peace.
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When the bell is struck 823 times,
Serenity shall be restored to heavens and earth,
Old wounds shall be healed,
All ravens above shall fledge dove feather.
All trees shall sprout olive branches.
So we sing to the bell sound,
We sing this folk tune that every fellow
compatriot knows:
“Mother’ s sewing needle weaves every
thread that a traveler son wears ***"
Today is the day! Today is “823" !

Today let the world hear the Sound of Peace!
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