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VERSE VERSION English-Chinese Version
On Gut'

Ben Jonson®

Gut eats all day and lechers all the night;
So all his meat he tasteth over twice;
And, striving so to double his delight,
He makes himself a thoroughfare of vice.
Thus in his belly can he change a sin:

Lust it comes out, that gluttony went in.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 328.

2. Ben Jonson (1572-1637) was a playwright, poet, and literary critic of the
seventeenth century, whose artistry exerted a lasting impact upon English
poetry and stage comedy. He is generally regarded as the second most
important English dramatist after William Shakespeare during the reign of
James L.
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VERSE VERSION

To the Sour Reader '

Robert Herrick®

If thou dislik’st the piece thou light’st on first,
Think that of all that I have writ the worst;
But if thou read’st my book unto the end,
And still dost this and that verse reprehend,
O perverse man! If all disgustful be,

The extreme scab take thee and thine, for me.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 355.

2. Robert Herrick (1591-1674) was a 17th-century English lyric poet and
cleric. He is best known for his book of poems, Hesperides.

3



Translation: VERSE VERSION

BRFRZ T 1154

EACESR

i B Rt R B e 132 2 A — 1L,
BRI E T s ZE I

BB R LS8 T R EEAA,
WARFETTIX )L, HUABH LIS,

AR ESEEEASTEFE G 5 R G e R
IO HE S o VR A L B 1) 5 T S R A

Civ-37 =)



VERSE VERSION

The Windows'
George Herbert’

Lord, how can man preach thy eternal word?
He is a brittle crazy glass;

Yet in thy temple thou dost him afford
This glorious and transcendent place,
To be a window, through thy grace.

But when thou dost anneal in glass thy story,
Making thy life to shine within

The holy preachers, then the light and glory
More reverend grows, and more doth win;
Which else shows waterish, bleak, and thin.

Doctrine and life, colors and light, in one
When they combine and mingle, bring
A strong regard and awe; but speech alone
Doth vanish like a flaring thing,
And in the ear, not conscience, ring.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 373.

2. George Herbert (1593-1633) was a Welsh-born English poet, orator and
Anglican priest. Throughout his life, he wrote religious poems characterized
by a precision of language, a metrical versatility, and an ingenious use of
imagery or conceits that was favored by the metaphysical school of poets.
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VERSE VERSION

The Mower to the Glowworms'

Andrew Marvell’

Ye living lamps, by whose dear light
The nightingale does sit so late,
And studying all the summer night,
Her matchless songs does meditate;

Ye country comets, that portend
No war nor prince’s funeral,
Shining unto no higher end
Than to presage the grass’s fall;

Ye glowworms, whose officious flame
To wandering mowers shows the way,
That in the night have lost their aim,
And after foolish fires do stray;

Your courteous lights in vain you waste,
Since Juliana here is come,

For she my mind hath so displaced
That I shall never find my home.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 483.

2. Andrew Marvell (1621-1678) is surely the single most compelling
embodiment of the change that came over English society and letters in the
course of the 17th century.
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VERSE VERSION

Written near a Port on a Dark Evening'

Charlotte Smith’

Huge vapors brood above the clifted shore,

Night on the Ocean settles, dark and mute,
Save where 1s heard the repercussive roar

Of drowsy billows, on the rugged foot
Of rocks remote; or still more distant tone

Of seamen in the anchored bark that tell ship
The watch relieved; or one deep voice alone

Singing the hour, and bidding “Strike the bell.”
All is black shadow, but the lucid line

Marked by the light surf on the level sand,
Or where afar the ship-lights faintly shine

Like wandering fairy fires, that oft on land
Mislead the Pilgrim—Such the dubious ray

That wavering Reason lends, in life’s long darkling

way

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 712.

2. Charlotte Smith (1749-1806), was an English Romantic poet and
novelist. She initiated a revival of the English sonnet, helped establish the
conventions of Gothic fiction, and wrote political novels of sensibility.
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Astronomy'
A. E. Housman *

The Wain upon the northern steep
Descends and lifts away.

Oh I will sit me down and weep
For bones in Africa.

For pay and medals, name and rank,
Things that he has not found,

He hove the Cross to heaven and sank
The pole-star underground.

And now he does not even see
Signs of the nadir roll

At night over the ground where he
Is buried with the pole.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 1180.
2. A. E. Housman (1859-1936) was an English classical scholar and poet,
best known to the general public for his cycle of poems “A Shropshire
Lad”.
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Table Talk'

Wallace Stevens’

Granted, we die for good.
Life, then, is largely a thing
Of happens to like, not should.

And that, too, granted, why
Do I happen to like red bush,
Gray grass and green-gray sky?

What else remains? But red,
Gray, green, why those of all?
That 1s not what I said:

Not those of all. But those.
One likes what one happens to like.
One likes the way red grows.

[t cannot matter at all.
Happens to like is one
Of the ways things happen to fall.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 1267-1268.

2. Wallace Stevens (1879-1955) was an American modernist poet.
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The Wintry Mind'

Witter Bynner °

Winter uncovers distances, I find;

And so the cold and so the wintry mind

Takes leaves away, till there is left behind

A wide cold world. And so the heart grows blind
To the earth’s green motions lying warm below

Field upon field, field upon field, of snow.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 1270.

2. Witter Bynner (1881-1968) was an eloquent orator, in poetic forms, who
spoke out for the individual dignity of his fellow men, whether in terms
of politics, popular mores, or artistic commitment. Bynner’s later poems
reflect his time in Japan, and when he did begin to write in the modernist
vein, he claimed his work with Chinese poetry gave him “a newer, finer,
and deeper education than ever came to me from the Hebrew or the Greek.”
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VERSE VERSION

A Pact'

Ezra Pound’

I make a pact with you, Walt Whitman—
I have detested you long enough.

I come to you as a grown child

Who has had a pig-headed father;

[ am old enough now to make friends.

It was you that broke the new wood,
Now is a time for carving.

We have one sap and one root—

Let there be commerce between us.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 1296.

2. Ezra Pound (1885-1972) has been one of the most controversial literary
figures in the twentieth century; he has also been one of modern poetry’s
most important contributors.
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Full Moon'
Elinor Wylie’

My bands of silk and miniver
Momently grew heavier;

The black gauze was beggarly thin;
The ermine muffled mouth and chin;

I could not suck the moonlight in.

Harlequin in lozenges

Of love and hate, I walked in these
Striped and ragged rigmaroles;
Along the pavement my footsoles

Trod warily on living coals.

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 1310.

2. Elinor Wylie (1885-1928) was an American poet and novelist popular in
the 1920s and 1930s.
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VERSE VERSION

Shouldering the thoughts I loathed,
In their corrupt disguises clothed,
Mortality I could not tear

From my ribs, to leave them bare

Ivory in silver air.

There I walked, and there I raged;
The spiritual savage caged
Within my skeleton, raged afresh
To feel, behind a carnal mesh,

The clean bones crying in the flesh.

21
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Sea Rose'

H.D.?

Rose, harsh rose,

marred and with stint of petals,
meager flower, thin,

sparse of leaf,

more precious

than a wet rose

single on a stem—

you are caught in the drift.

Stunted, with small leaf,
you are flung on the sand,
you are lifted

in the crisp sand

that drives in the wind.

Can the spice-rose
drip such acrid fragrance
hardened in a leaf?

1. Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company,
Inc. 2005: 1311.

2. H.D. (1886-1961), also known by her original name Hilda Doolittle, was
an American poet, novelist and memoirist.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION
Light Rain in Early Spring
Han Yu'

Light rain like cream moisten the royal streets,
Grass look green from afar but not nearby.
This is the most beautiful time of a year,
Better than the time when Chang’an veiled in

willows.

(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

1. Han Yu ( ¥ & , 768-824) was a writer, philosopher, thinker of Tang
Dynasty.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Frost and Moon
Li Shangyin'

No cicadas on hearing wild geese fly southward,

Viewing water and sky merged into one on high
tower.

Goddess Frost and Moon can endure the cold,

They show their beauty in late autumn’s night.

(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

1. Li Shangyin ( 2= F2 , 813-858), courtesy name Yishan ( 111 ), was a
Chinese poet of the late Tang Dynasty.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Woman
Kang Baiqing'

The woman is riding a black donkey,

The man taking a wicker,

Among sunsetting walking along a broken kiln.
Wheat was planted,

The donkey also plowed,

Everyone goes to grandmother’s house to play.
In front is the donkey,

Behind the man.

1. Kang Beiqging ( fJEA1H , 1896-1959) was a famous Chinese poet during
the May Fourth Movement.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

On donkey’s back still with some thin bamboo strips,
On the strips some ropes,
On their faces few wrinkles.
Some sweet words into their mouths by spring winds,
Then stole it as well.
In front of a small stream,
Donkey did not pass.
Looked at each other, they smiled.
So be it, ride donkey not;
Need wicker not;
Man’s shoes off;
Woman on man’s back;
Donkey in woman’s hands.
In front the man,
Behind the donkey.
(Trans. DengYuping)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION
The Sea
Fei Ming'

I stand on the pond shore
Looking at the good flower

Graceful and slim

Wonderful good out of water:
“I will never love the sea.”
The lotus smiles:

“Good man,

The flower will grow in your sea.”

(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

1. Fei Ming ( JK 44, 1901-1967) formerly known as Feng Wenbing, is a
famous writer in the modern Chinese literary world. He was a member of
the Yusi Society and studied under Zhou Zuoren. He was regarded as the
originator of “Jingpai Literature” in the history of literature.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

I Love You

Shen Congwen'

You are as agile as a deer,

Yet as gentle as a lamb;

I like staying with the lamb,

But fear the deer would flee quickly:
So I learn to be silent before you,
(Nearly melancholy in depression ! )
How could you understand?

I am nobody:
No beautiful feathering I have,
No passionate instinct expressed by words I have !
No flatter on my face like others,
No smile wearing on my lips,
My eyes are too dull to follow what you think,
The moment someone mention your name by chance,
My heart is jumping and I am sweating !
So I avoid it,
Only alone in starry night,
I dare to whisper your name.
(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

1. Shen Congwen ( J A C , 1902-1988), was a famous Chinese writer and
historical relic researcher.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Noctuid

Dai Wangshu'

Around candle’s round light,

Noctuid are dancing cyclically in pain,

These fairies in pilgrim kingdom couldn’t remember
Dead insects and living leaf.

They are relatives in nap,

Fly beyond Guan Mountain, fly beyond Yun Tree,
Comfort our misfortune,

Or miss our death, forced by memory,

Leave the lonely hell table and fly here.

But I know they are who I am,
As their big colorful velvet wings
Cover my shadow,
Stay me in the dark.
This is not a dream, but for one thought.
Like that day I turned into phoenix.
(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

1. Dai Wangshu ( B2 7 , 1905-1950) was an outstanding Chinese poet in
the 20th century. His most famous work is Rainy Alley.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

I Live Like a Tree

Lu Dian'

I live like a tree.
My root coiled deeply beneath earth.
In the wood, I stand tall and straight,
I live like a tree.

When I was very young,

The storm from outside never blow me off,
The ice and snow never overwhelm me:

I grew and thrive green day after day.

When I was not strong,

Some tree decayed me by moth,
With their dried branches

They beat my head hardly.

1. Lu Dian was a modern poet who began to publish works in 1939.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

This time, they beat me again,

Almost attack me with their whole rotten body,
I no longer bear it,

I bounce my whole body and fight back,

Then, beside me,

I hear a loud crash down to the ground.

I live like a tree.
My root coiled deeply beneath earth.
In the wood, I stand tall and straight,
I live like a tree.

(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

I Know the Direction of the Wind

Luo Luo'

I walked through plains, hills and valleys

Spring is sunny right after a long rainy day

Spring breeze blows continuously and temperately
Blows with happiness and joy......

Trees swinging themselves are welcome
Leaf clapping their palms are welcome
Birds flying freely are welcome
Fluttering their strong and vigorous wings

Ah, I know the direction of the wind
From wheatear’s bending head

I know the direction of the wind
From smiling waves of the pond

1. Luo Luo ( &' ¥ , 1927-1998), formerly known as Luo Zepu, began to
publish poetry in 1945.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

I know the direction of the wind
Form slanting trunks along the hillside
I know the direction of the wind

From my tearful face

I know the direction of the wind

The wind walks from winter to spring

I know the direction of the wind

We walks the same road with the wind......

(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Dusk
Luo Yihe'

Walk for a long time.

The plain is farther than imagined.
The river wet the red horses’ lips.
On the green wheat field

dew floating.

The lost song has not yet sung.

Only my fruit trees
still winnowing
the spring bitterness.

The diffuse water pines

still forming

the white rime.

In the annual rings of these trees

engraved with a farmer ploughing in spring,
and without luster

in sinkage.

1. Luo Yihe (%%—7K, 1961-1989) is an excellent interpreter of Haizi’s (¥
¥, 1964-1989) poetry.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Oh the dusk against the chest.

Snow falling in the wind,

fading the light.

My heart in the deep valley heavily rising,
like a bird

so big.

Where is it?

The rolling dusk,

Where are you?

The heavy rain and water

have flooded the plain.

The plain should own such a flat dusk.
Just hit your heart, again and again.
Each step is on the soul.

50



I VERSE VERSION

BRI
BRI se kg T
RN
R — 2k S0
X ELERAIEE T
ANED=2

T K FH [ 1

ANEE-Z WIES e S

1 A £

S S R 3 LT i o
s

QLN IV

51



Translation: VERSE VERSION

This dusk

to my sorrow

grined for the brilliance.

This dusk

for the daughters

paved a green stone river.

This dusk burned us.

The red moon

flowing the blood of the sun.
Red moon lifts the mountain top.

And those
on the white and hard river
are diffusing
the green May.
(Trans. Deng Yuping)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION
The Wind Rises

Xi Chuan'

Before the wind rises

The wood was silent

Before the wind rises

The sunshine and the cloud are easily ignored
As they should not exist in the world
Before the wind rises

Those who passed in the wood
Remember nothing in heart

Before the wind rises

A recluse can’t tell

Whose wind blows stronger?
Winter’s or summer’s?

I haven’t been to the wood for three years
I walks to the wood until the wind rises
(Trans. Zou Shaoqin)

1. Xi Chuan ( 51| , 1963-), is a contemporary poet. Along with Hai Zi (
¥, 1964-1989) and Luo Yihe ( 3—7K , 1961-1989), they are called as the
Three Poets of Peking University.
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Recommendation of English
Poets and Poems

Pablo Neruda
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VERSE VERSION

Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Introduction

Pablo Neruda ( (2 % %' « & & ik, 1904-1972) was
born in Parral, Chile. He grew up in the pioneer town
of Temuco where he met Gabriela Mistral. In 1920
he went to Santiago to study and began to publish his
poetry. In 1924 the hugely sucessful Veinte poemas de
amor y una cancion desesperada appeared. From 1927
to 1943 Neruda lived abroad, serving as a diplomat in
Rangoon, Colombo, Batavia, Singapore, Buenos Aires,
Barcelona, Madrid, Paris, and Mexico City. He joined
the Communist Party of Chile after World War II, and
after being prosecuted for subversion, he began a life in
exile. Already the most renowned Latin American poet
of his time, he returned to Chile in 1952. In accepting
the Nobel Prize in 1971, he said that the poet must
achieve@a ‘balance “between solitude and solidarity,
between feehng and action, between intimacy of one's
self, the intimacy of mankind, and the revelation of
nature.”| |1

The follow poems are selected from Twenty Love
Poems and a Song of Despire (English versions are
Translated by W.S. Merwin, New York: Penguin
Group, 2003) and translated by Deng Yuping( XS 735 ).
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Body of a Woman

Body of a woman, white hills, white thighs,

you look like a world, lying in surrender.

My rough peasant’s body digs in you

and makes the son leap from the depth of the earth.

I was alone like a tunnel. The birds fled from me,
and night swamped me with its crushing invasion.
To survive myself | forged you like a weapon,
like an arrow in my bow, a stone in my sling.

But the hour of vengeance falls, and I love you .

Body of skin, of moss, of eager an firm milk.

Oh the goblets of the breast! Oh the eyes of absence!

Oh the roses of the pubis! Oh your voice, slow and
sad!

Body of my woman, I will persist in your grace.
My thirst, my boundless desire, my shifting road!
Dark river-beds where the eternal thirst flows
and weariness follows, and the infinite ache.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION !
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The Light Wraps You

The light wraps you in its mortal flame.
Abstracted pale mourner, standing that way
against the old propeller of the twilight
that revolves around you.

Speechless, my friend,
alone in the loneliness of this hour of the dead

and filled with the lives of fire,
pure heir of the ruined day.

A bough of fruit falls from the sun on you dark
garment.

The great roots of night

grow suddenly from your soul,

and the things that hide in you come out again

so that a blue and pallid people,

your newly born, takes nourishment.

Oh magnificent and fecund and magnetic slave

of the circle that moves in turn through black and
gold:

rise, lead and possess a creation

so rich in life that its flowers perish

and 1t is full of sadness.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION !
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Ah Vastness of Pines

Ah vastness of pines, murmur of waves breaking,
slow play of lights, solitary bell,

twilight falling in your eyes, toy doll,

earth-shell, in whom the earth sings!

In you the rivers sing and my soul flees in them
as you desire, and you send it where you will.
Aim my road on your bow of hope

and in a frenzy | will free my flock of arrows.

On all sides I see your waist of fog.

and your silence hunts down my afflicted hours;
my kisses anchor, and my moist desire nests

in you with your arms of transparent stone.

Ah your mysterious voice that love tolls and darkens
in the resonant and dying evening!

Thus in deep hours I have seen, over the fields,

the ears of wheat tolling in the mouth of the wind.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION
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The Morning Is Full

The morning is full of storm
in the heart of summer.

The clouds travel like white handkerchiefs of good-
bye,

the wind, travelling, waving them in its hands.

The numberless heart of the wind
beating above our loving silence.

Orchestral and divine ,resounding among the trees
like a language full of wars and songs.

Wind that bears off the dead leaves with a quick raid
and deflects the pulsing arrows of the birds.

Wind that topples her in a wave without spray
and substance without weight, and learning fires.

Her mass of kisses breaks and sinks,
assailed in the door of the summer’s wind.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION |
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I Remember You as You Were

[ remember you as you were in the last autumn.
You were the grey beret and the still heart.

In your eyes the flames of the twilight fought on.
And the leaves fell in the water of your soul.

Clasping my arms like a climbing plant

the leaves garnered your voice, that was slow and at
peace.

Bonfire of awe in which my thirst was burning.

Sweet blue hyacinth twisted over my soul.

I feel your eyes travelling, and the autumn is far off;
grey beret, voice of a bird, heart like a house
towards which my deep longings migrated

and my kisses fell, happy as embers.

Sky from a ship. Field from the hills.

Your memory is made of light, of smoke, of a still
pond!

Beyond your eyes, farther on, the evenings were
blazing.

Dry autumn leaves revolved in your soul.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION
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Leaning into the Afternoon

Leaning into the afternoon I cast my sad nets
towards your oceanic eyes.

There in the highest blaze my solitude lengthens and
flames,
its arms turning like a drowning man’s.

I send out red signals across your absent eyes
that move like the sea near a lighthouse.

You keep only darkness, my distant female,
from your regard sometimes the coast of dread

emerges.

Leaning into the afternoons I fling my sad nets
to that sea that beats on your marine eyes.

The birds of night peck at the first stars
that flash like my soul when I love you.

The night gallops on its shadowy mare
shedding blue tassels over the land.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

a0 B

et E, BRI RIE
B AR .

FERUE M T, BRI IE AR A E
BT BREK SR —FOREEERS) .

A PR R IR I A 20 A5 5
BAT B I R — R 3

TR R, AT LN,
MR EERTE, A2 HIRME 2

A e, IS ST ZE AR PE RS
T s Lo

SRR B SR TR
A AR R 38—

AL & WA 1) B D _E S8
FEFEA K _E AR08 5 0 B A2

68



We Have Lost Even

We have lost even this twilight.
No one saw us this evening hand in hand.
while the blue night dropped on the world.

I have seen from my window
the fiesta of sunset in the distant mountain tops.

Sometimes a piece of sun
burned like a coin between my hands.

I remembered you with my soul clenched
in that sadness of mine that you know.

Where were you then?

Who else was there?

Saying what?

Why will the whole of love come on me suddenly
when I am sad and feel you are far away?

The book fell that is always turned to at twilight
and my cape rolled like a hurt dog at my feet.

Always, always you recede through the evenings
towards where the twilight goes erasing statues.
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Your Breast Is Enough

Your breast is enough for my heart,

and my wings for your freedom.

What was sleeping above your soul will rise
out of my mouth to heaven.

In you is the illusion of each day.

You arrive like the dew to the cupped flowers.
You undermine the horizon with your absence.
Eternally in flight like the wave.

I have said that you sang in the wind

like the pines and like the masts.

Like them you are tall and taciturn,

and you are sad, all at once, like a voyage.

You gather things to you like an old road.

You are peopled with echoes and nostalgic voices.
I awoke and at times birds fled and migrated

that had been sleeping in your soul.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION
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Recommendation of English
Poets and Poems

Seven Sword-Men
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VERSE VERSION

Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Introduction

Seven Sword-Men is the pen name of seven modern
Chinese poets. As a poetry group, they have different
temperaments but share their passion and enthusiasm
to poetry. The beauty of their poetry lies in lyrics and
romanticism along with different poetic styles and
concepts. By mutually complementing strengths, this
modern poetry group is highlighted in the description
of the same subject with diverse fusion, giving readers
various aesthetic expectation and experience.

The following poems are selected from Poetry of
Seven Sword-Men and translated by Sword-Poets.
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Shicha Lake and Candied Haws

Judging Sword (Gong Gang)

Across the frozen lake
Skate into winter and the depth of Beijing
High above the wintry wind is the blue
Immense and boundless
Like the long-lost nostalgia
Passing through bleakness
Passing through pedestrians in the sun
Everything has changed
Nothing has changed
Cao Xueqin of Yellow Leaf Village
Exhaled clouds of frosty breath
Candied haws appeared
As a matter of chance
But also a tacit agreement
Icy cold, sour, sweet
From the tip of the tongue
Seeping into the years
Words are unnecessary
(Trans. Wang Ruli)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

My Rambling Poems Lag Far Behind the Era

Inquiring Sword (Yang Weidong)

While people are enjoying a weekend night out

[ am gazing at the vegetation behind the hill

People are talking about metaphors, tension, irony
and the like

Yet I know nothing about structuralism and
deconstructivism

I often invite a common breeze into my poems

Garrulous, furious, and coarse

It is but an acre of land away from aesthetics
That is just what I’'m proud of. My poems

See desolation and senility

As Hai Zi saw a dream in the wheat field

And as Vincent van Gogh saw the swaying sky

I write but for the future, leaving the present to others

Standing behind the era

You can see it more clearly, just as

I can feel more keenly your look far away

The cold night outside the window’s frozen on the
branches 3

I don’t want to write about the moonhght JJ

Because it knows little about my agony | ewfw

(Trans. ZhF' feng)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Revisiting the Pavilion of Prince Teng

Flashing Sword (L1 Lei)

Time flies, but you tower over the great river

Alone and aloof, witnessing the torrent

Huge waves wash away sand, and above all

A prince, songs, dances, his jewelry and horses’ bells

But the ordinary poet’s name remains brilliant

The evening glow hangs on the branch of winter

Leaving the wild duck flying alone; the autumn river

Is sky blue: more great men will sink into oblivion

The old town’s gate tower out there, waterfowls
cuddle up

A boat on waves, I’m in the bleak house of Governor
of Hong

West Hill bathed in drizzle, free clouds reflected in
water
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

A poem has saved a tower, a town
And a legend. I rush about, in poetry
Seeking a stable life, so a child in cold wind
Feels warmth; he excitedly points to the river
As if to predict the unknown future
I often say, everything fades away, and nothing
Outlives poetry; a poetic heart sparkling
Keeps all sleeping souls awake
A poem’s immortal; a poet lives on a book cover
Shining brightly in memory
A lofty tower is glorious because of a poem
Like the Pavilion, where the prince is no more
The poet is gone freely in a boat
Some cooled names and unreal stages
Have been put into imagery by the poet, whose blood
In winter, lights up clusters of maple leaves
And time, as well as the height of a soul
(Trans. Shi Panrong)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION|

Boundary Monument

Broken Sword (Luo Guosheng)

Azure-winged Magpies, butterflies and cole flowers
Together we grow up
And rest here

Time. Space
Boundary monument here, just here

This is the village where I was born

All that 1s there
Cannot be here

Now, I’m a thousand miles away there
Hearing the sound of snow falling here
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Translation: VERSE VERSION|

The sound of snow falling is just like
That of Azure-winged Magpies, butterflies, cole
flowers and me

The north wind is soughing here
Blowing away the sound of time and tide

It is gone, never to return

But [ may return

With the sound of snow falling

And settle down

We are here

Growing, sprouting, blooming and fruiting
Until there is no place called there

(Heavy snow in hometown; worldly affairs untold,

solitude unbounded)
(Trans. Huang Jinzhu)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Waiting at Midnight

Tender Sword (Zhang Xiaoping)

I’m waiting at midnight for the snow I invite
[ won’t leave until you come bright

The wind is blowing across trees and grass
And the world with you I pass

I feel a bit of pain
And a bit cold again

Warm trace
Left by shoes overlapping in snow’s face

Walking on snow, [ want to break a branch of plum,
though
And put it on your sill, like I did long ago

Suddenly I recall well, it won’t snow where you
dwell

A sweet place, the paradise

Where green moss overgrows likewise

(Trans. Wei Hongx1a)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

Winter Sacrifice

Soul Sword (Xue Wu)

Through a giant glass window, fire
Pierces the slanting sun aglow
That limpid pond, overflowing
With latent time

The crystal clear forefinger
Commands as a general; O, Jiangnan
Your lily snowflakes even fail

To rival this striking sight to unfold

Bare branches stretching upward, higher
And higher

Buried in the field, the splendor of spring
Gets leaked out, with bells tinkling
Sweeping Suzhou and Hangzhou, echoing
Through every street and lane
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Translation: VERSE VERSION |

Soon, very soon
The dormant are to come around
There’s many a sound winging away with the wind

There’s many a sound

Horseman, the Four Horsemen

Galloping

The horn’s on the verge of hooting

(Trans. Huang Jinzhu)
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Translation: VERSE VERSION

My Hometown Accent

Frost Sword (Zhu Kunling)

Hometown

Is a treeful of pear blossoms

The zither in the shade

And the green moss blanketing late autumn

I reach out my hands

Only to hold the nostalgic tune

The strings softly touched

Muddy waves of the Yellow River rolling hither
With the mellowness of red lotuses and snow flakes

That tune being so familiar

Yet whenever I play it

Either my fingers go astray

Or it meanders into my hometown accent
(Trans. Shi Yonghao)
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