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English-Chinese Version

His Golden Locks Time Hath to Silver Turned:

George Peele?

His golden locks time hath to silver turned,
Oh, time too swift, oh, swiftness never ceasing!
His youth ’gainst time and age hath ever spurned.
But spurned in vain; youth waneth by increasing.
Beauty, strength, youth, are flowers but fading seen;
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green.

His helmet now shall make a hive for bees,
And lover’s sonnets turned to holy psalms,

A man-at-arms must now serve on his knees,
And feed on prayers, which are age his alms;

But though from court to cottage he depart,

His saint is sure of his unspotted heart.

And when he saddest sits in homely cell,
He’ll teach his swains this carol for a song:
Blest be the hearts that wish my sovereign well,
Cursed be the souls that think her any wrong!
Goddess, allow this aged man his right,
To be your beadsman now, that was your knight.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 221.
2 George Peele (1556-1596) was an English dramatist. Among his occasional poems are The
Honour of the Garter, which has a prologue containing Peele's judgments on his
contemporaries, and Polyhymnia (1590), a blank verse description of the ceremonies
attending the retirement of the queens' champion, Sir Henry Lee.
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SONNET 65

William Shakespeare?

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea
But sad mortality o’er-sways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out
Against the wrackful siege of batt’ring days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout,
Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays?
O fearful meditation! where, alack,
Shall time’s best jewel from time’s chest lie hid?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O, none, unless this miracle have might,

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 263.
2 William Shakespeare (1564-1616), an English poet, playwright, and actor, was widely
regarded as the greatest writer in the English language and the world’s pre-eminent
dramatist.
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Crown of Sonnets Dedicated to Love +/7-

Mary Wroth?

In this strange labyrinth how shall I turn?
Ways are on all sides, while the way | miss:
If to the right hand, there in love | burn;

Let me go forward, therein danger is;

If to the left, suspicion hinders bliss,
Let me turn back, shame cries | ought return,
Nor faint, though crosses with my fortunes
kiss;

Stand still is harder, although sure to mourn.

Thus let me take the right, or left hand way,
Go forward, or stand still, or back retire:
I must these doubts endure without allay

Or help, but travail find for my best hire.

Yet that which most my troubled sense doth move,

Is to leave all and take the thread of Love.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 351.
2 Mary Wroth (1587-1651), was an English poet of the Renaissance. A member of a
distinguished literary family, Lady Wroth was among the first female British writers to have
achieved an enduring reputation.
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Methought I Saw:

John Milton?

Methought | saw my late espoused saint
Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave,
Whom Jove’s great son to her glad husband gave,
Rescued from Death by force, though pale and faint.
Mine, as whom washed from spot of child-bed taint
Purification in the Old Law did save,
And such, as yet once more | trust to have
Full sight of her in heaven without restraint,
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind.
Her face was veiled; yet to my fancied sight
Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shined
So clear as in no face with more delight.
But O, as to embrace me she inclined,

I waked, she fled, and day brought back my night.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 419.
2 John Milton (1608-1674) was an English poet, polemicist, and man of letters, and a civil
servant for the Commonwealth of England under Oliver Cromwell. He was best known for
his epic poem Paradise Lost (1667), written in blank verse.
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England! Awake! Awake! Awake!

William Blake?

England! awake! awake! awake!
Jerusalem thy Sister calls!
Why wilt thou sleep the sleep of death?
And close her from thy ancient walls.
Thy hills & valleys felt her feet
Gently upon their bosoms move:
Thy gates beheld sweet Zion’s ways;
Then was a time of joy and love.
And now the time returns again:
Our souls exult & London’s towers,
Receive the Lamb of God to dwell

In England’s green & pleasant bowers.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 747.
2 William Blake (1757-1827) was an English poet, painter, and printmaker in the Romantic
Age.
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To Wordsworth:

Percy Bysshe Shelley?

Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know
That things depart which never may return;
Childhood and youth, friendship and love’s first glow,
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to mourn.
These common woes | feel. One loss is mine,
Which thou too feel’st, yet I alone deplore;
Thou wert as a lone star whose light did shine
On some frail bark in winter’s midnight roar;
Thou hast like to a rock-built refuge stood
Above the blind and battling multitude;
In honored poverty thy voice did weave
Songs consecrate to truth and liberty;—
Deserting these, thou leavest me to grieve,

Thus having been, that thou shouldst cease to be.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 863.
2 Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822) was an English romantic poet. He is perhaps best
known for such classic poems as Ozymandias, Ode to the West Wind, To a Skylark, Music,
When Soft Voices Die, The Cloud and The Masque of Anarchy, which are among the most
popular and critically acclaimed poems in the English language.
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The Splendor Falls:

Alfred, Lord Tennyson?

The splendor falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story:
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,
And thinner, clearer, farther going!
O sweet and far from cliff and scar
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry

(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 994.

2 Alfred, Lord Tennyson(1809-1892) was an English poet. He was regarded by his
contemporaries as the greatest poet of Victorian England. A superb craftsman in verse, he
wrote poetry that ranged from confident assertion to black despair. In 1842, Tennyson
published three Arthurian poems, Morte d’Arthur, Sir Galahad, and Sir Launcelot and
Queen Guinevere, which would later be incorporated into Idylls of the King (1859).
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The Lost:

Jones Very?

The fairest day that ever yet has shone,

Will be when thou the day within shalt see;
The fairest rose that ever yet has blown,

When thou the flower thou lookest on shalt be.
But thou art far away among Time’s toys;
Thyself the day thou lookest for in them,
Thyself the flower that now thine eye enjoys,
But wilted now thou hang’st upon thy stem.
The bird thou hearest on the budding tree,
Thou hast made sing with thy forgotten voice;
But when it swells again to melody,

The song is thine in which thou wilt rejoice;
And thou new risen *midst these wonders live,

That now to them dost all thy substance give.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005:1044.
2 Jones Very (1813- 1880) was an American poet, essayist, clergyman, and mystic associated
with the American Transcendentalism movement.
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Echo:

Edwin Arlington Robinson?

Come to me in the silence of the night;
Come in the speaking silence of a dream;
Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream;
Come back in tears,
O memory, hope, love of finished years.

Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet,
Whose wakening should have been in Paradise,
Where souls brimful of love abide and meet;
Where thirsting longing eyes
Watch the slow door
That opening, letting in, lets out no more.

Yet come to me in dreams, that | may live
My very life again tho’ cold in death:
Come back to me in dreams, that | may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:
Speak low, lean low,
As long ago, my love, how long ago.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 1128.
2 Edwin Arlington Robinson (1869-1935), was an American poet who won three Pulitzer
Prizes for his work.
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Grasst

Carl Sandburg?

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz1 and Waterloo.
Shovel them under and let me work—-

I am the grass; | cover all.

And pile them high at Gettysburg

And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun.

Shovel them under and let me work.

Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor:
What place is this?

Where are we now?

I am the grass.

Let me work.

! Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, Jon Stallworthy, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry
(Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. 2005: 1253.
2 Carl Sandburg (1878-1967) was a Swedish-American poet, writer, and editor. He won
three Pulitzer Prizes: two for his poetry and one for his biography of Abraham Lincoln.
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Chinese-English Version
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Translation:

Autumn Evening

Du Mu*

The painted screen’s cool with silvery autumn candle.
| flutter my silk fan, chasing the fireflies ample.
The stone stairs at night are as chilly as water.

I lie down to look at lover-stars of the Altair and Vega.

(Trans. Zhang Guangkui)

! Du Mu (4, 803-852), was a leading Chinese poet of the late Tang dynasty. His courtesy
name was Muzhi (#2), and sobriquet Fanchuan (#)1]). He is best known for his lyrical
and romantic quatrains.
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Translation:

Tune: Qingpingyue:

Yan Shu?

Thick words on red paper
Tell of the deep love of an adorer.
Fish in water and swans in sky,

In distress such a feeling is hard to deliver.

The sunset saw me at the west window alone,
Curtain hooks facing remote hills that shone.
The lovely face was nowhere to be found,

Green water flowing as always to the east bound.

(Trans. Liu Zhaohui)

! “Qingpingyue” is one of the ancient Chinese tonal patterns with given cadence to which ci

(a type of classical Chinese poetry) poems are composed accordingly.
2 Yan Shu (Z:%%, 991-1055), was a Chinese statesman, poet, calligrapher and a literary
figure of the Song dynasty. He was given the posthumous title of Yuanxian (Jciik) as well as
bestowed the title of Duke of Linzi.
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Translation:

Season

Xu Zhimo?

The day they met first,
Like spring breeze blowing spring flowers.
The flowers ask breeze, “I want,”

Breeze doesn’t reply: He gives!

Yet flowers have withered into mud,
And breeze has gone nowhere.

She complained that it was too cold;
“It will freeze soon,” he said.

(Trans. Deng Yuping)

1 Xu zhimo (4&:7E 8, 1897-1931) , a noted Chinese poet in the 20th century. He wrote
poems, essays and short stories. His most famous poems include “Farewell to Cambridge
Again”, “One Night in Florence” and so forth.
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Translation:

Maybe: A Funeral Song

Wen Yiduo?

Maybe you cried too tired indeed;
Maybe a sleep is for you in need,;
Let’s then stop herons from coughing,

Frogs from croaking, and bats from flying.

The sun mustn’t open your eyes;
The wind mustn’t blow your brows.
Whoever he is mustn’t wake you up.

The pine tree shade is to guard your sleep.

Maybe you listen to the worms ploughing
And the grass roots water absorbing.
Maybe such music you listen to

Is more beautiful than human cursing.

So close your eyes tight.
I’ll let you sleep, let you sleep.
I cover you gently with yellow earth.
| fly joss paper slowly for your mirth.
(Trans. Liu Zhaohui)

! Wen Yiduo (f#—%, 1899-1946), formerly also romanized Wen I-to, was a prominent
Chinese poet and scholar who was assassinated by the Kuomintang.
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Translation:

Improvised at Xiao Hong’s Tomb:

Dai Wangshu?

I took a long lonely trip of six hours
To bring you a bunch of red camellia flowers.
| wait in patience, dark nights never ending;

You lie in silence, listening to sea waves chatting.

(Trans. Liu Zhaohui)

! Xiao Hong (1911-1942) is one of the most outstanding female writers in the history of
modern Chinese literature.
2 Dai Wangshu (3224F, 1905-1950), also Tai Van-chou, was a Chinese poet, essayist and
translator active from the late 1920s to the end of the 1940s. A native of Hangzhou, Zhejiang,
he graduated from the Aurora University, Shanghai in 1926, majoring in French.
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Translation:

You

Yu Dagang*

From time to time | see you,
In the dream indulging.
O it is a wisp of shadow only,

Like the clouds drifting.

In the stream, time after time
Your eyes of stars are twinkling.
Yet one more dewdrop

Your sorrow is shedding.

In breeze, or in rainbow,

| see, and | hear from you:
Gently greet me,

Saying, “I am here!”

(Trans. Deng Yuping)

! Yu Dagang (f1 4 4¥,1908-1978), was regarded as a famous modern poet in China.
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Translation:

Reef

Ai Qing*

A cluster of wave and another,
Endlessly, rush and throw over.
Each, beneath its foot, hither,

Is smashed then scatters ever...

Its scarred face and the whole body,

Seems like having been hack’d and hack’d.
Nonetheless, it stands there steady

And smiles at the sea...

(Trans. Zhu Liye)

1 Ai Qing (3274, 1910- 1996), was one of the finest modern Chinese poets. He was born in
Jinhua county, in eastern China’s Zhejiang Province.
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Translation:

Twilight

Bian Zhilin*

“I saw you pulling a millstone round and round for nothing;
I saw you also did so to the dusty statue of Bodhisattva.
You let bed prop the half of your body.

So long! What are you going to do?”

“Be serious, what am I going to do after all?”

“As you know, I was on the street.
Then, into the more melancholy yard somehow.
And then, into the house, further, close to the wall.
Could you tell me where I can go?”
“Really, where can you go?”

(Trans. Zhang Guangkui)

! Bian Zzhilin (7~ B, 1910-2000), was a 20th-century Chinese poet, translator and
literature researcher. Bian was born in Haimen, Jiangsu Province, and liked to read classical
and modern Chinese poems since he was very young.
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Translation:

The Night

Chen Mengjia*

I keen on the dimness without stars at night,
Without moon shadow the rail climbing;

Girl, it’s the time to creep through this threshold,
Quietly close to me and panic don’t be,

Hear to heart, allow darkness to embrace us.

Tears on your cheeks needn’t wipe up,

Through the blue sky look at me;

Girl, though you’re timid, now you shouldn’t be
Afraid of heartily saying that word—

Because there’s no one hear, and peep.

The sun’s over the hill still leaving,
The lazy dog in front of door cozily napping;
Girl, go! Don’t leave your mind.

Don’t remember, it never happened,

It’s a dream, —you just drunk.

(Trans. Hu Ting)

! Chen Mengjia (%% %, 1911-1966), was a Chinese scholar, poet and archaeologist. He
was considered the foremost authority on oracle bones and was Professor of Chinese at
Tsinghua University in Beijing.

38



IR

b

] 5

IR T I 2,
W SEE SR T,
PR =T HITE s
Wfr B 41 R 9 A0 5

B2 K
RIS E S,
HATURHIHA,

YURL AN R Bt 5

Gk A
R AESER AT,
TIE A I Bl,

e )\ R B A

VMR . B VR, B R, 1931: 103.
39



Translation:

Heavy Bell

Yuan Kejia

Let me be silent in time and spatial,
Like a heavy rusty bell in an old temple,
Carrying three thousand years of load,

And hearing the wind and rain outside.

Fling billows into the ocean.
Give the infinity back to the heaven.
I’m a huge bell in silence

Like the frozen stillness of vast blues.

Out of Pain life stems;

Pain suffers dead silence.

I’m a huge rusty bell,

Taking winds in from all-angle.

(Trans. Zhang Guangkui)

! Yuan Kejia (# T %, 1921-2008), born in Zhejiang, was a famous poet, translator and a
specialist in British and American literature.
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Translation:

Dwelling upon the Ruins of Alhambra Palace

Li Lei!

| assumed that all the ruins are repetition of glamours
The stately palace, women and desires

And everything we want to possess in our hearts
Won’t outlive any longer than the muted ruins
Neither the dreams nor the kings of later generations
Are no other than built on the beach the sand castles

| insisted the damp would be the evenings after sunset
By love at the great memories’d be only remembered
Once pleasant music, and perfect architecture

Love and infidelity that’d moved us into tears, and
The battles and the glorious victories , eventually
Would’ve been captured by ants and worms, fiercely
Maybe a bird, probably a crow, would fly above

Its black wings were supposed to darken the old days

| argued that all the ruins would go to the hands of the poets

They all would come back to life to the rhythmic music notes

And they would be purified in the sighs and exclamations

The ruins are just the ruins, nothing to do with love

Nothing to do with glories, nor with the passed times

Just tell the world: everything that has been once experienced

For sure we will, one more time, from the beginning experience

November 18", 2017

(Trans. Zhou Yuanxiao)

' Li Lei(Z=%%), born in Hubei Province, China, is a very active contemporary poet and critic,
also a renowned scholar of poetry studies. He teaches as a professor of English literature at
Zhongkai University of Agriculture and Engineering in China.

42



SRERK
—HeERMtHRE

=,
%Eﬁ

UL RS T, &40 % MEF KK AET, —#i (2
) AR E, SR PENEMGRGTES. EET,
ERFOKIE. WIESCZ R, R Rothkt.

FAEET, LMWK L
SR AT R, AT
Bt ) AR T, P
CHMETIK, RSB T
iE4E LN, B 2k
A licE 2 A2

43



Translation:

Nostalgia and Grief

—An Elegy to the poet Yu Guangzhong
Li Lei

Notes: Now the poet Yu Guangzhong is gone. His life ends at the age of
90, forever! Now he, one of the greatest Chinese poet, is gone. Yet his
poem Nostalgia has deeply touched the whole country, which fully
expresses the love of Chinese people for their homelands and the bitter
feelings of wanderers on thinking of their hometowns. Now Mr. Yu is no
more but his poems will be immortal. Seized with bitter grief, here |
would like to write poems too dedicated nostalgia in memory of Mr. Yu
Guangzhong.

Now Mister you’ve gone, with nostalgia to the Heaven
Grief is the only thing left in the villages. The moonbeams
Shine on the dim crude roofs, and the endless raindrops
Trickle down the weathered walls. Under the locust trees
At the village’s end are crouching an old man and dog.
Alas! Here and there are the dilapidated villages!

What do we have to be so nostalgic these days?!
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Translation:

Oh Mister, you said nostalgia is a small stamp.

She’s mailed your endless homesickness home.

But no postal cars have visited the villages so long.
The ponds are like a teardrop. The water waves
Nibble away women and the hopes in green color.
The fields are covered with snow. The barren villages

What do we have to be so nostalgic these days?!

Only grief is tangible in the villages along with longings.
When will men return against the snow from the distance?
When will we see the fire again in the stove in Spring Festival?
The window lattices, the sisters pretty as peach blossoms.

No longer will they leave home so far away and marry.

Oh Mister, the dole abandoned villages!

When will they be tangled again, with your sober nostalgia?

December 14", 2017
(Trans. Zhou Yuanxiao)
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Introduction

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, (1809-1892) was Poet Laureate of Great Britain and
Ireland during much of Queen Victoria’s reign and remains one of the most
popular British poets.

Tennyson excelled at penning short lyrics, such as “Break, Break,
Break”, “The Charge of the Light Brigade”, “Tears, Idle Tears”, and
“Crossing the Bar”. Much of his verse was based on classical mythological
themes, such as Ulysses, although “In Memoriam A.H.H.” was written to
commemorate his friend Arthur Hallam, a fellow poet and student at Trinity
College, Cambridge, after he died of a stroke at the age of 22.Tennyson also
wrote some notable blank verse including Idylls of the King, “Ulysses”, and
“Tithonus”. During his career, Tennyson attempted drama, but his plays
enjoyed little success. A number of phrases from Tennyson’s work have
become commonplaces of the English language. He is the ninth most
frequently quoted writer in The Oxford Dictionary of Quotations.

The following poems are selected from In Memoriam A. H. H. (Alfred,
Lord Tennyson. Translated by Zhu Liye. London: Leoman Publishing Co.,
Ltd, 2017) and translated by Zhu Liye.
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O Sorrow, cruel fellowship,
O Priestess in the vaults of Death,
O sweet and bitter in a breath,

What whispers from thy lying lip?

“The stars,” she whispers, “blindly run;
A web is woven across the sky:
From out waste places comes a cry,

And murmurs from the dying sun;

“And all the phantom, Nature, stands—
With all the music in her tone,
A hollow echo of my own,—

A hollow form with empty hands.”

And shall I take a thing so blind,
Embrace her as my natural good,;
Or crush her, like a vice of blood,

Upon the threshold of the mind?
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v

To Sleep | give my powers away;
My will is bondsman to the dark;
I sit within a helmless bark,

And with my heart | muse and say:

O heart, how fares it with thee now,
That thou shouldst fail from thy desire,
Who scarcely darest to inquire,

What is it makes me beat so low?”

Something it is which thou hast lost,
Some pleasure from thine early years.
Break thou deep vase of chilling tears,

That grief hath shaken into frost!

Such clouds of nameless trouble cross
All night below the darken’d eyes;
With morning wakes the will, and cries,

“Thou shalt not be the fool of loss.”
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\

I sometimes hold it half a sin
To put in words the grief | feel:
For words, like Nature, half reveal

And half conceal the Soul within.

But, for the unquiet heart and brain,
A use in measured language lies;
The sad mechanic exercise,

Like dull narcotics, numbing pain.

In words, like weeds, I’ll wrap me o’er,
Like coarsest clothes against the cold;
But the large grief which these enfold

Is given in outline and no more.
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X

I hear the noise about thy keel;
I hear the bell struck in the night;
| see the cabin-window bright;

I see the sailor at the wheel.

Thou bring’st the sailor to his wife,
And travell’d men from foreign lands;
And letters unto trembling hands;
And, thy dark freight, a vanish’d life.

So bring him; we have idle dreams;
This look of quiet flatters thus
Our home-bred fancies. O, to us,

The fools of habit, sweeter seems

To rest beneath the clover sod,
That takes the sunshine and the rains,
Or where the kneeling hamlet drains
The chalice of the grapes of God;

Than if with thee the roaring wells
Should gulf him fathom-deep in brine,
And hands so often clasp’d in mine,

Should toss with tangle and with shells.
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Xl

Calm is the morn without a sound,
Calm as to suit a calmer grief,
And only thro’ the faded leaf

The chestnut pattering to the ground,;

Calm and deep peace on this high wold,
And on these dews that drench the furze,
And all the silvery gossamers

That twinkle into green and gold:;

Calm and still light on yon great plain
That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,
And crowded farms and lessening towers,
To mingle with the bounding main;

Calm and deep peace in this wide air,
These leaves that redden to the fall,
And in my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair;

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,
And waves that sway themselves in rest,
And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.
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Xl

Lo, as a dove when up she springs
To bear thro’ heaven a tale of woe,
Some dolorous message knit below
The wild pulsation of her wings;

Like her | go, | cannot stay;

| leave this mortal ark behind,

A weight of nerves without a mind,
And leave the cliffs, and haste away

O’er ocean-mirrors rounded large,
And reach the glow of southern skies,
And see the sails at distance rise,
And linger weeping on the marge,

And saying, “Comes he thus, my friend?
Is this the end of all my care?”
And circle moaning in the air,

“Is this the end? Is this the end?”

And forward dart again, and play
About the prow, and back return
To where the body sits, and learn

That | have been an hour away.
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XVII

Thou comest, much wept for; such a breeze
Compell’d thy canvas, and my prayer
Was as the whisper of an air

To breathe thee over lonely seas.

For I in spirit saw thee move
Thro’ circles of the bounding sky,
Week after week; the days go by;
Come quick, thou bringest all | love.

Henceforth, wherever thou mayst roam,
My blessing, like a line of light,
Is on the waters day and night,

And like a beacon guards thee home.

So may whatever tempest mars
Mid-ocean spare thee, sacred bark,
And balmy drops in summer dark

Slide from the bosom of the stars;

So kind an office hath been done,
Such precious relics brought by thee,
The dust of him | shall not see

Till all my widow’d race be run.
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Folk Songs of Northern Dynasties
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Introduction

The Southern and Northern Dynasties (#L#) (420-589) refer to the
period of more than 100 years from the decline of the Eastern Jin (%)
(317-420) to the foundation of the Sui Dynasty (F&&f) (581-618). Folk
Songs of the Northern and Southern Dynasties played an important role in

both Chinese music and literature.

Folk songs of Northern Dynasties were written by the then Northerners.
They mostly have rich and deep philosophical meanings, and their language
is simple, but often conveying rough, bold and heroic affection. They are
mostly collected in Yuefu Poetry Collection. Among them, Song of Chi’le
(EU#hHK) , one of the selections here, is the representative work of Folk
Songs of the Northern Dynasties.

In all, folk songs of the Northern Dynasties, like songs of the Southern
too, had great influences on poets of the Tang Dynasty (618-907).

The following poems are selected from Poetry Appreciation
Dictionary--Pre-Qin, Two Hans and the Southern and Northern
Dynasties(Wei Gengyuan, etc. ed. The Commercial Press, 2012) and
translated by Professor Zhang Guangkui.

64



fEmER ()

LA,
LEATZ
BTARK,
HERE A 195 o

65



Translation:

Song of Qi Yur (1)

If a true man is a hero,
He wants company no.
A pass of sparrow hawk

Breaks the sparrow flock.

' Aname of tunes from Yuefu Poetry Collection of ancient China.
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Translation:

Song of Mauve Horse!

1
Light a fire to burn the field wild.
Wild ducks fly into the whole sky.
A virgin boy marries the widowed.

A strong woman laughs to kill a guy.

2
A tree high on a hilltop.
Leaves fall into the winding air.
Long long away without a stop.

When can | go home over there?

! One of the old topics of Han Yuefu, Music Bureau of Han Dynasty in Ancient China.
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Translation:

Song of Sparrow Twittering

Sparrows in the sleet twittering in a hurry,

The long beaks full, the short beaks hungry.
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Translation:

Song of Across the Valley

1
Brother’s in the city, I’'m outside,
Bow’s no string, arrow’s no end pointed.
How can | live without food?

Help! Help!

2
As your elder brother, | have been captured and insulted,
Skinny, worn-out and have no enough food for living.
Brother, you as an officer, even your horse has grain.

Why are you so stingy to redeem me with money and sword?
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Translation:

Song of Willow Breaking (1)

Mount a horse, a whip not,
Break a willow, instead.
Cross-legged, playing the flute,

Passers-by stop saddened.
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Translation:

Song of Willow Breaking (2)

With no happiness, sadness dwells in my heart,
I wish to be your whip, my dear hushand,
And arm in arm we come in and go out,

Or, sit cross-legged on your near side.
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Translation:

Song of Youzhou Steed and Rider

A speedy steed is often all skin and bones.
A lean man is usually in poverty.
Yellow cereal produces poor horse,

Wealth gives a person dignity
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Translation:

Song of Chi’le

Chi’le Plain, on the bottom of Yinshan Mountain,
The sky is like a yurt, caging the vast open.

Blurred is the sky, boundless is the wild,

Grass’s blown low, cattle and sheep appear and hide.

(Trans. Zhang Guangkui)

! Chi’le, in Chinese pinyin read as “Chi L&’, one of the ethnic minorities of Ancient
North-western China.
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Poetics

Poem-Singing: Fusion of Poems and Lyrics of Song

Wen Wei

Abstract: There is a growing trend for musicians to use poems as lyrics in
their musical work in order to boost uniqueness. However, such fusion
between literary world and popular music fails quite often. It was by chance
that the author heard a song named “Night Song at Amalfi”, which
coincides with a poem of the same name by the American female poet Sara
Teasdale. After | listened to the song, it dawned on me that the lyric of the
song was indeed a combination of “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts”,
which are two seemingly separated poems selected from Love Songs, a
collection of poems by Teasdale. What makes it even more stunning is that
the combination is seamless as if the poet deliberately wrote the poems as a
complete entity. Therefore, after a relatively detailed description of the
poems respectively, the author argues that the song “Night Song at Amalfi”
is not just a simple mash-up of different poems, and that this kind of fusion
enhances the reader’s role by re-creating classic poems and performing
them as lyrics of the song.

Keywords: “Night Song at Amalfi”; “Gifts”; poem; lyric

Introduction

Poetry has always been closely tied with music. In contemporary
Chinese music industry, it is the case that composers have a slightly strong
preference for adapting traditional Chinese poems into popular songs, to
make songs either more romantic or elegant. It generates questions when |
realize the phenomena: Is poem-singing a regional or a global trend? And
what effects can it bring to the audience if poems become lyrics of songs
and sung by singers/artists?
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With these questions in mind, | made an attempt to probe into the
relationship between poems and the poem-singing songs. It was by chance
that | noticed a song hamed “Night Song at Amalfi”, whose name coincides
with one of Sara Teasdale’s poems. Out of curiosity | listened to the song
and was amazed by the ingenious splicing of “Night Song at Amalfi” and
“Gifts”, poems both written by Sara Teasdale(August 8, 1884 - January 29,
1933), an American lyric poet. As a matter of fact, “Night Song at Amalfi”
and “Gifts” are poems selected from her 1917 poetry collection called Love
Songs, which helped her win the Pulitzer Prize in 1918.

“Night Song at Amalfi” depicts the puzzle of a maiden about the
essence of love and her innocent act of asking the stars in heaven and the
sea below:

| asked the heaven of stars

What | should give my love --

It answered me with silence,
Silence above.

| asked the darkened sea
Down where the fishers go --
It answered me with silence,
Silence below.

Oh, I could give him weeping,
Or | could give him song --
But how can | give silence,
My whole life long?

From the poem, a young girl’s yearning for and puzzle about love is
vividly revealed between the lines. The lyrical poem displays to its readers
that a young girl travelled to Amalfi, a small town surrounded by sea in the
province of Salerno in Italy, and walked alongside the sea all by herself on a
tranquil night with a maze of thoughts about love. She first looked at the
sky and asked the heaven of stars high above her what she should give to
her love, but the heaven of stars answered her with silence. The girl was
puzzled even more when she looked at the sea and saw fishermen catching
fish in their small boat on the sea. She mustered up her courage to ask the
sea which was darkened as the sun was slowly going down. And yet, silence
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again, was the only answer. So she sighed with doubt lingering in her mind:
one could give sorrow and happiness to her love, but , but how could one
give silence to her love for a lifelong time? Through the ending of the poem,
the poet provides no answer. The maiden came puzzled and left with doubt
haunting in mind about the answer.

However, the 7" selected poem in Sara Teasdale’s Love Songs named
“Gifts” depicts another type of woman: a sophisticated and mature lady
who has experienced different kinds of love and finally understands the
essence of love.

I gave my first love laughter,
| gave my second tears,

I gave my third love silence
Through all the years.

My first love gave me singing,
My second eyes to see,
But oh, it was my third love
Who gave my soul to me.

The poem depicts a mature lady or probably an elderly woman who
recollects her past memories and realizes that in different phases of life, she
has encountered (at least) three different beloved ones, among whom the
first one might be romantic and tends to speak sweet-and-honey words to
her all the time, thus bringing her laughter. Her first love is so much fun that
the girl, with her sweet and considerate character, would often sing to his
love with passion and profound affection. As for her second love, they
might have quarreled a lot due to their immaturity. The repeated quarrels
and fights have eventually had a toll on the boy’s heart and even induced
him to tears. And it is her second love that leads to her introspection about
the essence of love. It is evident that she has gained from her previous
relationships so that in her third and possibly the last relationship, the girl
has grown into an mature lady. This time, the lady cares less about romantic
words, and she tries to be courteous to his love. As for the man, he is
probably slow in speech but quick in action so that no sweet-and-honey
words and no hurtful quarrels might have occurred. Anyway, they might not
need much talk for they are in one way or another, spiritually connected

with each other.
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These two poems, though put in one poem collection, are seen as two
separated poems for the female image in the two poems belongs to different
stages of life, but Inga Hope, singer of the song with the identical title
“Night Song at Amalfi” as Sara Teasdale’s poem seems to discover the
inner connection between the seemingly irrelevant poems by combining
Sara’s poems “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts” into one piece of music.
Is this simply a gimmick to draw attention from poetry lovers? Or is this
fusion of poem and music cleverly and skillfully composed?

1. “Night Song at Amalfi” Sung by Inga Hope: A simple mash-up of
Sara Teasdale’s Poems “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts”?

Compelled by a strong sense of curiosity, | listened to the song and
found the voice of Inga Hope so ethereal that it arouses a real sense of
involvement:

| asked the heaven of stars

What I should give my love --

It answered me with silence,
Silence above.

| asked the darkened sea
Down where the fishers go --
It answered me with silence,
Silence below.

Oh, I could give him weeping,
Or | could give him song --
But how can | give silence,
My whole life long?

I gave my first love laughter,
| gave my second tears,

I gave my third love silence
Through all the years.

My first love gave me singing,
My second eyes to see,
But oh, it was my third love

Who gave my soul to me.
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The whole scene came to me as such: after witnessing the ups and
downs in life, a middle-aged lady has finally come to see the philosophy of
love. She has been puzzled by love at an early age, sticking to the belief that
love is either about laughter or tears. Yet her experiences bear it out that
“silence” is the best to give: love is neither putting too much energy into
pleasing the other and saying sweet-and-honey words all the time nor
quarreling with each other without understanding and tolerance. The
“silence” in love, as she finally gets to understand refers to spiritual
communication, which does not require much talk but is of great value in a
mature relationship. The couple should be spiritually connected so as to be
soulmates, and only in this way can their relationship be everlasting.

Some would say, it is just a simple mash-up of Sara Teasdale’s Poems
“Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts”, however in my opinion, Inga hope, the
singer sees through the combination between the seemingly irrelevant
poems and combines them into a perfectly smooth continuity without
awkward transitions. The combination of the two poems creates a consistent
process of the growth of a female from a maiden to a mature lady and
eventually to an sophisticated elder. The lyric of the song “Night Song at
Amalfi” shows to the audience a review of past experience about love in
different phases of life.

Poems and lyrics, according to Chen Ling, are different means of
language expression. Only through the audience’s imagination can they
fulfill their artistic form. In the meantime, Chen also pointed out that lyrics
differ from poems in that poems emphasize more on individuality: poems
focus more on personal feelings while lyrics are mirrors of common life.
Therefore, the purpose of creating lyrics is to communicate and to attract as
many audiences as possible, which means that lyrics uphold universality
while poems stress individuality. Chen further stated that once a poem is
created, the whole process is finished while on the other hand, even though
a lyric is created, it needs to be combined with music so that together it can
be appreciated by the audience as a beautiful song, and thus the whole
artistic process can be drawn to an end. That is to say, without music, there
cannot be a lyric as the lyric can never appear alone and be appreciated by
audiences, because when lyrics are simply “lyrics” in the literary sense
without being combined with music and rhythm and the appreciation of the
audience, they are not “real” lyrics themselves. Despite the fact that Chen’s

87



opinion is to some extent, overgeneralized, we still can learn that there are
scholars who hold the belief that there is a clear boundary between lyric and
poem.

However, it is noteworthy that the song performed by Inga Hope with
the same name “Night Song at Amalfi” has its distinct features which blur
the boundary between poem and lyric. Since the two poems: “Night Song at
Amalfi” and “Gifts” were created by Sara Teasdale in the written form and
gained readers’ attention, they have thus become the finished products
respectively. As for the lyric of the Song “Night Song at Amalfi”, a
combination of the two poems, mixed with music and rhythm created by
Inga Hope, is an unfinished product and awaits Inga’s own performance of
the song and her transmitting it to the audience. And only after the lyric is
displayed to the audience through the performance and gains their
recognition and appreciation, can it be seen as a finished product. The
attributes of the same two poems transform from those of a finished product
to those of an unfinished one when their forms are shifted from “written
poems” to a “verbal song”: “written poems” need reading while a “verbal
song” needs listening. Compared with listeners of a song, readers of a poem
can take in 10 lines at one glance or focus on the specific stanzas that they
are particularly interested in, which depends more on their own initiative.
However, listening to a song can be seen as more passive: while
appreciating the song, the audience have to catch up with the song
performer’s signals of sound. Under such circumstances, the audience are
so constrained by the rhythm, music and the way the singer performs the
song that they cannot “fast forward” or “rewind” to where they show
interest in easily. As a result, their understanding of the lyric is based not
only on the lyrics, but on the rhythm, the music, the sound of the singer, etc.
Seen from this aspect, we can safely draw the conclusion that “Night Song
at Amalfi” Sung by Inga Hope is not just a simple mash-up of Sara
Teasdale’s Poems “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts” in that the same
poems are endowed with different attributes after they become a lyric
performed by Inga Hope.

2. An Enhanced Character of Reader—The Re-creating and
Performing Act

Although it is mentioned above that the appreciation of a “verbal
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song” is seen as a more passive means than that of “written poems” , we
need to bear in mind that before Sara Teasdale’s Poems were combined and
used as lyrics in the song “Night Song at Amalfi”, the adaptor and song
performer Inga Hope apprehended the two poems respectively and saw the
hidden relationship between the two songs and mix it together to create a
new way of understanding with her own interpretation. Thus, “Night Song
at Amalfi” and “Gifts” were given a brand new identity as a whole rather
than separate ones. She even created a piece of music with unique rhythm to
form a complete song with the newly-created lyric. From my perspective,
what Inga Hope has done serves as the act of re-creating and
self-performing. In this way, the two poems are connected out of the will of
Inga, the reader of Sara Teasdale’s poems. Additionally, the audience of
Inga, hearing her song with combined poems of Sara, generate their own
understanding and interpretation. This time, the appreciation of the song is
not only about the separated poems, but the so-called mash-up song sung by
Inga, which unites “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts” as a new entity.

In this case, reader’s role is privileged or even enhanced for both Inga
Hope and her audience are involved in the act of reading, appreciating as
well as re-creating. As she came upon the poems, she saw the “implicit
connection” between the two poems, and then, as Terry Eagleton puts it in
his work, she tended to “fill in gaps, draw inferences and test out hunches”,
for “the text itself is really no more than a series of ‘cues’ to the reader,
invitations to construct a piece of language into meaning” and the reader
“will select and organize its elements into consistent wholes”, and thus
“concretizes” literary work (Eagleton, 2012: 64-66). The act that Inga Hope
took perfectly falls under what Terry Eagleton has been trying to show to
the general public. Inga sees the hidden connection and bridges the gap
between “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts” by making assumptions,
building up “complex inferences and anticipations”(Eagleton, 2012: 67) and
uses her own interpretation to recreate an integrated new literary. As for the
audience of Inga Hope, they interpret the lyric which is the re-creation and
combination of “Night Song at Amalfi” and “Gifts”, and thus they interpret
the lyric and the piece of music first through music and rhythm. It was after
Inga Hope created the piece of music and rhythm that the audience can get
down to appreciating the lyric. The audience can be seen as indirect readers
of Sara Teasdale’s poems, although through the re-creation work as a song.
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As a matter of fact, every literary text “is built out of a sense of its potential
audience, includes an image of whom it is written for”. That is to say, every
piece of literary work has its “implied reader”(Eagleton, 2012: 72-73).
What Inga Hope has been doing (finding the hidden connection in different
poems, recreating a lyric by combing them and perform the lyric with the
assistance of music, rhythm and the singing) has enlarged the reader circle,
which, in a way, helps to popularize poetry.

Conclusion

Poems, in some scholar’s eyes, are less popular than lyrics for they
have a relatively small number of audiences. However, poem-singing makes
it possible that poems and lyrics enjoy the same mass audiences, and this
new form also enhances the reader’s role in that poems are provided the
opportunity to be not only read but performed. The fusion between literary
world and popular music is conducive not only to promoting poetry to the
general public, but also creating new angles for new styles of music.

Cited Works
[1] Eagleton T. Literary theory : an introduction[M]. Basil Blackwell, 2012.
[2] Teasdale S. Love Songs[M]. Macmillan, 1922.

[3] WX, “RIBIAEE” B H kg2 LML S Re I SCAHE 7 R R 9]
PEAL BT 7L, 2014(2):5-15.

[4] WRb&. B 5 Re R i 57 (7] S L Ja 1t G aficiml AR AR [J]. 474 HR
K 22244, 2012, 16(3):15-19.

(Ed. Liu Zhaohui)

90



Translator and Author List in English and Chinese

(in alphabetical order by family names)

1. Chen NENGYING....cociiereiiiieee et IR HE B
2. DENG YUDPING....ouveireereereieeeeeeeseeess s sessessessssesssesesseess s ssen s snsnes X

3. HUTING oottt s
A, LU ZNAONUI....ovvivericieeieie s XI|
B WEBN WBI. it FE
B.  ZNU LIYE..eiieiieeeceeetes ettt ZR N
7. Zhang GUANGKUIL.......ceiviieieiiiiieceeie e gk
8. ZNOU YUANXIA0....c.eeceeceecrireicseiseseeese e eaees JH T

91



About Verse \ersion

About Verse Version
Verse Version, a professional platform for worldwide communication of English and

Chinese poetry, founded by Zhang Guangkui who is a scholar and poet, is a nonprofit
quarterly journal publishing English and Chinese poetry with corresponding translations, as
well as poetics and papers. As a comprehensive journal composed of both literary and
academic elements, it pursues appropriate introduction and translation of English and
Chinese poetry and aims to encourage studies relevant to poetry and poetics. The journal is
registered with Print ISSN 2051-526X/Online ISSN 2399-9705 in the United Kingdom,
published by LEOMAN PUBLISHING CO., LTD.

About Contributions

The journal welcomes manuscripts from all over the world. The manuscripts and versions
should be authorized and submitted by the original writer/translator or the agent of the
writer/translator (labels from authorized sources are required). Any responsibility related to
copyright disputes should be undertaken by the author/translator. Please send your
contributions to verseversion@gmail.com, verseversion@2163.com. The original and
translation should be sent in the form of Microsoft Word in the following order—a brief
introduction of the author, a brief introduction of the translator, original poem, the original
source of the material, and translation. The postal address, email address and telephone
number are necessary too. Contributions sent in wrong formats will not be accepted. The
right is reserved by our editors to make appropriate revision for translation. For the lack of
financial sponsors, no royalty will be paid, and if paper publications are wanted, you are
expected to pay the basic costs.

Copyright

Verse Version holds all rights, title and interest in and to the information and content;
everything belonging to Verse Version should not be reproduced or stored in any other
journal or website without our consent. The materials of Verse Version are protected by
copyright, international pacts and other intellectual property laws. Unauthorized use of Verse
Version or misuse of any information or content posted on Verse Version is strictly
prohibited. Any violation will be held legally responsible in accordance with the current laws
and regulations.

Contacts

Website: http://www.verseversion.uk

Editorial Email Address: verseversion@gmail.com, verseversion@163.com
Editorial Office: School of Foreign Languages, Shenzhen University, 3688 Nanhai Avenue,
Shenzhen, 518060 China

92



KT (3

KT (¥

VE RGN RFIRENFIAZ R TN &, kT 250007 8 G 1) 25 v
HATF 3D (Verse Version) & LRI AR AT RN R B . 5%
RA—EIHEERIZET] CRp B A2 H AR CERRARIED) . COURTETE) . (3%
EREALRFRHEN ) (DOERF A K RFAEN) MR Rts . AT e
Wi N HRAEBRAF (LEOMAN PUBLISHING CO., LTD) HiRAAT, HEx
FRUETS M Print ISSN 2051-526X/Online ISSN 2399-9705.

KT

ARG SN AR, WO B K NPt R CFR AR i ek
AT AL SR QISUE Rrak . PR AR IATIARET, B B RERa
WIRZ S I A B NS AL o BHEAR 1R 00 200 3 B AR A T AR g i
Befmo NARE JFAEE BOFH RN [ A8 50 A B i R R 2 2y [,
PEE SR H AN, RATIMA 5. FrafafFiE BL Microsoft Word Fff
3% AR R4S . verseversion@gmail.com , verseversion@163.com.
i, NEIIGREIT N FEE R BREEA RAREE. R,
PEREC, JRfEma bt AR B dE bk . P Is IR R g . &
IR B PSR SUE TE IR . T R A S R OR B RS R B
HRREAT, BEANCDATATRR I 5%, (Hl T2 9% %5k, WASAHMEfTHR 25
W, RIS, AHATIATERET . Qi RyE s sk R EATIAUR MY,
TN AT o, BB AT

AR P B

KT A AR SR FEAEE 8RS T s SAITISUER . R R,
fEFAIATI N RS, G5 AL AT R BE BT A R REAL .
BRARTR

WX iE: http:// www.verseversion.uk

SR ER HLTHRAE : verseversion@gmail.com , verseversion@163.com

o ] G ks PRI T R L X R K TE 3688 SRR 2 Ak E 1 2=
Mi%: 518060

93



