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English-Chinese Version

The Aisle of a Temple:

William Congreve?

*Tis dreadful!
HOW reverend is the face of this tall pile,
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads,
To bear aloft its arched and pond’rous roof,
By its own weight made steadfast and immoveable,
Looking tranquility! It strikes an awe
And terror on my aching sight: the tombs
And monumental caves of Death look cold,
And shoot a chillness to my trembling heart.
Give me thy hand, and let me hear

Thy voice — my own affrights me with its echoes.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 452.
2 William Congreve (1670-1729) was educated at Trinity College, Dublin, and the Middle
Temple where he studied law. His literary apprenticeship was served under the tutelage of
John Dryden, the leading playwright of the day. His reputation improved still further with the
production of his only tragedy, The Mourning Bride, in 1697.
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Wit and Wisdom:

Ambrose Philips?

IN search of wisdom, far from wit | fly;

Wit is a harlot beauteous to the eye,

In whose bewitching arms our early time

We waste, and vigour of our youthful prime.
But when reflection comes with riper years,
And manhood with a thoughtful brow appears;
We cast the mistress off to take a wife,

And, wed to wisdom, lead a happy life.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 453.
2 Ambrose Philips (1671-1749,) was an English poet and politician. He was born in
Shropshire of a Leicestershire family and was educated at Shrewsbury School and St John’s
College, Cambridge, of which he became a fellow in 1699. The term “namby-pamby”,
meaning something that is excessively sentimental, comes from his name.
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Desiderium:

John Byrom?

MY spirit longeth for Thee
Within my troubled breast;
Although | be unworthy
Of so divine a Guest.

Of so divine a Guest,
Unworthy though | be;

Yet has my heart no rest,
Unless it comes from Thee.

Unless it comes from Thee,
In vain | look around;
Inall that I can see,
No rest is to be found.

No rest is to be found,
But in thy blesséd love;
Oh let my wish be crowned,

And send it from above!

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 520.

2 John Byrom (1692-1763,) was an English poet, the inventor of a revolutionary system of
shorthand and later a significant landowner. He is most remembered as the writer of the
lyrics of Anglican hymn Christians Awake! Salute the Happy Morn, which was supposedly a

Christmas gift for his daughter.
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On a Fly Drinking Out of His Cup*

William Oldys?

BUSY, curious, thirsty fly!
Drink with me and drink as I:
Freely welcome to my cup,
Couldst thou sip and sip it up:
Make the most of life you may,

Life is short and wears away.

Both alike are mine and thine

Hastening quick to their decline:

Thine’s a summer, mine’s no more,
Though repeated to threescore.
Threescore summers, when they’re gone,

Will appear as short as one!

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume ).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 525.
2 William Oldys (1696-1761,) was an English antiquarian and bibliographer. Oldys was the
initial editor of the Biographia Britannica, overseeing its first appearance in 1747.

7



Translation:

BRI 2 B

JA R+ B Yy

ot fFar iAo
BIRIX S FILR

To N AR IR
PRAEAS — T — CI AR
SFAT SR

A T R

PRI A AHAL,

IR IV
RIgEmnE H, FthREAH,
HOEE TN
ANHAR

TR — =5 .

(ME=E %)



Tom Bowling:

Charles Dibdin?

HERE, asheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling,

The darling of our crew;

No more he’ll hear the tempest howling,
For death has broach’d him to.

His form was of the manliest beauty,
His heart was kind and soft.

Faithful, below, he did his duty,

And now he’s gone aloft.

Tom never from his word departed,

His virtues were so rare;

His friends were many, and true-hearted,
His Poll was kind and fair.

And then he’d sing so blithe and jolly,
Ah! many’s the Time and oft;

But mirth is turn’d to melancholy,

For Tom is gone aloft.

Yet shall poor Tom find pleasant weather,
When He, Who all commands,

Shall give, to call life’s crew together,
The word to pipe all hands.

Thus Death, who Kings and tars dispatches,
In vain Tom’s life has doffed;

For though his body’s under hatches,
His soul has gone aloft.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Spenser to Crabbe (Volume I).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 622.

2 Charles Dibdin (1745-1814) was a British composer, musician, dramatist, novelist and
actor. With over 600 songs to his name, for many of which he wrote both the lyrics and the
music and performed them himself, he was in his time the most prolific English
singer-songwriter. He is best known as the composer of “Tom Bowling”, one of his many sea

songs, which often features at the Last Night of the Proms.
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The Tyger:

Zhang Guangkui?

Tyger! Tyger! burning blight

In the forests of the plight,

Which one blind or a psycho
Could claim thy direful leader pro?

From what a far star or curb

Stole thyself the wrong herb?

To what a height dare thou climb?
For a bite, no reason or rhyme?

And what plume, & what a quill,
Could uncover thy vicious will?
And when thou set out at a crawl,
What patience? & what a gall?

What the needle? what the gene?
By what a strong technician?
What a version? what a smith
Made the ugly girth and pith?

When the Heaven opened His eyes,

And cleared His choked throat with loud cries:

Should | be most satisfied?

Should I have the beast’s gene modified?

Tyger! Tyger! burning blight

In the forests of the plight,

Which one blind or a psycho
Could claim thy direful leader pro?

! This composition is a parody of William Blake’s “The Ty ger”.

2 Zhang Guangkui (1967-), is a Chinese bilingual poet with some publications of both
Chinese and English poetry anthologies and translated poems from English to Chinese or
vice versa. Now he is teaching poetry at Shenzhen University, China. In recent years, poetry
performance has been his interest inspired by his Poepera (poem+opera) theory.
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Coming Through the Rye:

Robert Burns?

COMING through the rye, poor body,
Coming through the rye,

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie,
Coming through the rye.

Gin abody meet a body
Coming through the rye,

Gin abody kiss a body,
Need a body cry?

Gin abody meet a body
Coming through the glen;

Gin a body kiss a body,
Need the world ken?

O, Jenny’s a’ wat, poor body;
Jenny’s seldom dry;

She draiglet a’ her petticoatie
Coming through the rye.

LJohn Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume I1). New

York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 18.

2 Robert Burns (1759-1796), also known as Rabbie Burns, the Bard of Ayrshire, Ploughman
Poet and various other names and epithets, was a Scottish poet and lyricist. He is widely
regarded as the national poet of Scotland and is celebrated worldwide. He is the best known
of the poets who have written in the Scots language, although much of his writing is also in
English and a light Scots dialect, accessible to an audience beyond Scotland. He also wrote
in standard English, and in these writings his political or civil commentary is often a its
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A Wish:

Samuel Rogers?

MINE be a cot beside the hill;
Abee-hive’s hum shall soothe my ear;
A willowy brook, that turns a mill,
With many a fall shall linger near.

The swallow oft beneath my thatch
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest;
Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch
And share my meal, a welcome guest.

Around my ivied porch shall spring

Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew,
And Lucy at her wheel shall sing

In russet gown and apron blue.

The village church among the trees,
Where first our marriage vows were given,

With merry peals shall swell the breeze
And point with taper spire to Heaven.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 28.

2 samuel Rogers (1763-1855) was an English poet, during his lifetime one of the most
celebrated, although his fame has long since been eclipsed by his Romantic colleagues and
friends Wordsworth, Coleridge and Byron. His recollections of these and other friends such
as Charles James Fox are key sources for information about London artistic and literary life,
with which he was intimate, and which he used his wealth to support. He made his money as

a banker and was also a discriminating art collector.
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Springt

Ebenezer Elliot?

AGAIN the violet of our early days

Drinks beauteous azure from the golden sun,
And kindles into fragrance at his blaze;

The streams, rejoiced that winter’s work is done,
Talk of to-morrow’s cowslips, as they run.

Wild apple, thou art bursting into bloom!

Thy leaves are coming, snowy-blossomed thorn!
Wake, buried lily! spirit, quit thy tomb;

And thou, shade-loving hyacinth, be born!

Then, haste, sweet rose! sweet woodbine, hymn the morn,

Whose dew-drops shall illume with pearly light
Each grassy blade that thick embattled stands
From sea to sea, while daisies infinite

Uplift in praise their little glowing hands,

O’er every hill that under heaven expands.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (\blume 11).

New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 151.

> Ebenezer Elliot Ebenezer Elliott (1781-1849) was an English poet, known as the Corn
Law rhymer for his leading the fight to repeal the Corn Laws, which were causing hardship

and starvation among the poor.
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The Grasshopper and the Cricket:

James Henry Leigh Hunt?

GREEN little vaulter in the sunny grass,

Catching your heart up at the feel of June,

Sole voice that’s heard amidst the lazy noon,
When even the bees lag at the summoning brass; —
And you, warm little housekeeper, who class

With those who think the candles come too soon,

Loving the fire, and with your tricksome tune

Nick the glad silent moments as they pass; —

O sweet and tiny cousins, that belong,
One to the fields, the other to the hearth,

Both have your sunshine; both, though small, are strong
At your clear hearts; and both seem given to earth

To sing in thoughtful ears this natural song—

Indoors and out, —summer and winter, —Miirth.

1 John Wain, ed. The Oxford Anthology of English Poetry: Blake to Heaney (Volume II).
New York: Oxford University Press Inc. 1986: 155.
2 James Henry Leigh Hunt (1784 — 1859), best known as Leigh Hunt, was an English critic,
essayist and poet. Hunt co-founded The Examiner, a leading intellectual journal expounding
radical principles
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The Hill We Climb

Amanda Gorman?

When day comes we ask ourselves:

Where can we find light in this never-ending shade?

The loss we carry, a sea we must wade.

We’ve braved the belly of the beast.

We’ve learned that quiet isn’t always peace.

And the norms and notions of what just is isn’t always justice.
And yet, the dawn is ours before we knew it.

Somehow we do it.

Somehow we’ve weathered and witnessed

A nation that isn’t broken, but simply unfinished.

! Amanda Gorman (1998- ) is an American poet and activist from Los Angeles, California.
Her work focuses on issues of oppression, feminism, race, and marginalization, as well as the
African diaspora. Gorman is the first person to be named National Youth Poet Laureate of
the US. She published the poetry book The One for Whom Food Is Not Enough in 2015. She
recited the poem “The Hill We Climb” at American President Joe Biden's Inauguration. The
poem was translated by Professor Ding Jianxin, a well-known linguist, from Sun Yat-sen

University, China.
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We, the successors of a country and a time

Where a skinny black girl

Descended from slaves and raised by a single mother

Can dream of becoming president

Only to find herself reciting for one.

And yes, we are far from polished, far from pristine,

But that doesn’t mean we are striving to form a union that is perfect.

We are striving to forge our union with purpose,

To compose a country committed to all cultures, colors, characters,
and conditions of man.

And so we lift our gazes not to what stands between us,

But what stands before us.

We close the divide because we know to put our future first.

We must first put our differences aside.

We lay down our arms so we can reach out our arms to one another.

We seek harm to none and harmony for all.

Let the globe, if nothing else,

Say this is true
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That even as we grieved, we grew;

That even as we hurt, we hoped;

That even as we tired, we tried;

That we will forever be tied together victorious.
Not because we will never again know defeat,
But because we will never again sow division.
ure tells us to envision

That everyone shall sit under their own vine in a fig tree
And no one shall make them afraid.

If we’re to live up to our own time,

Then victory won’t lie in the blade,

But in all the bridges we’ve made.

That is the promise to glade,

The hill we climb if only we dare it
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Because being American is more than a pride we inherit;
It’s the past we step into and how we repair it.

We’ve seen a force that would shatter our nation rather than share it,
Would destroy our country if it meant delaying democracy,
And this effort very nearly succeeded.

But while democracy can be periodically delayed,

It can never be permanently defeated.

In this truth, in this faith, we trust

For while we have our eyes on the future,

History has its eyes on us.

This is the era of just redemption

We feared at its inception.

We did not feel prepared to be the heirs

Of such aterrifying hour.

But within it, we found the power

To author a new chapter

To offer hope and laughter to ourselves.
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So while once we asked

How could we possibly prevail over catastrophe?

Now we assert

How could catastrophe possibly prevail over us?

We will not march back to what was

But move to what shall be

A country that is bruised,

But whole, benevolent, but bold, fierce, and free.

We will not be turned around or interrupted by intimidation
Because we know our inaction and inertia will be the inheritance of
the next generation.

Our blunders become their burdens,

But one thing is certain,

If we merge mercy with might and might with right,

Then love becomes our legacy and change our children’s birthright.
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So let us leave behind a country

Better than the one we were left

With every breath from my bronze-pounded chest

We will raise this wounded world into a wondrous one.

We will rise from the gold-limbed hills of the West.

We will rise from the wind-swept Northeast where our forefathers
first realized revolution.

We will rise from the lake-rimmed cities of the Midwestern states.
We will rise from the sun-baked South.

We will rebuild, reconcile, and recover
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In every known nook of our nation,

In every corner called our country,

Our people, diverse and beautiful,

Will emerge battered and beautiful.

When day comes,

We step out of the shade aflame and unafraid.
The new dawn blooms as we free it,

For there is always light,

If only we’re brave enough to see it,

If only we’re brave enough to be it.
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Chinese-English Version
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Translation:

Ravine of Warbling Blackbirds
Wang Wei*

Atidle time, sweet-scented osmanthus fall;
Night is tranquil and no sound in the hill atall.

Moonrise makes blackbirds startled:;

Out of the ravine of spring is frequent warbling.

(Trans. Lin Yingying)

1 Wang Wei (701-761) was a Chinese poet, and painter in Tang dynasty. He was also good at
calligraphy, and music, and served in court as a high-ranking official. Later he retired and
wrote many of his best poems with the zest for studying Buddhism.
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Translation:

Walk Non-Stop

Anonymous*

Walk non-stop, we were parted but not for death.

Thousands of miles between us, we were at the opposite end.
So long and difficult the way, when we will meet is unknown.
Hu horse loves the north wind, Yue bird nests the south branch.
All became the ‘long long ago’, my strap got looser and looser.
The sun shaded by the floating clouds; you will not come back.
Missing you made me pale, and the years fell far behind.

May you protect your health, then | repeat these words no more.

(Trans. Zhang Xin)

! This is a five-character poem from the Han Dynasty. It is the first in Nineteen Ancient
Poems ({7 JLE ) and asong of lovesickness and chaos in the turbulent years of the
late Han dynasty.
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Translation:

Tune: Su Mu Zhet

Zhou Bangyan?

The agilawood is burning, and the hot is cooling.
Birds and sparrows sing to the sunny weather,

At dawn, | heard them whispering under the roof.
The rising sun dried the raindrop

That slept on the lotus leaves for a night,

Those lotus leaves, pure and righteous,

Dance with the breeze.

My distant home, when can | come back to you?
Wumen, where | should have been put down roots;
But Changan, now my long sojourn.

Itis May, my friends in the hometown,

Are you miss me?

| fall into a dream, paddling in the West Lake,

The small boat drifts me to the lotus pond again.

(Trans. Liang Xiaodan)

' Su MuZhe, a tune name of Chinese ci-poetry of Tang and Song dynasty.
2 Zhou Bangyan (1057-1121) was a Chinese ci poet of the Northern Song dynasty. He has
been regarded as a lyric master. One of his greatest works is a two-volume poetry anthology
called Qingzhen-ji or the Pianyu-ci.
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Translation:

Coal

Zhu Ziging*

You are sleeping under the earth,
How dirty, how dark you are!
Those looking at you

Scold and hate you!

They say:

“Don’t be close to hime! ...... ”
Later you dance in the fire garden,
Your dark naked body,

Burning with heat and warmth,
Ah! full of heat and warmth,

How beautiful, how blight you are!

They forget what they said,
Laughing with their open mouth,
Singing to flatter you;

Swinging and dancing,

Be with you.
(Trans. Zou Shaogin)

1 Zhu Ziging (1898-1948) was a renowned Chinese essayist, poet, and scholar. He studied at
Peking University, and later became one of the pioneers of modernism in China. Zhu was a

prolific writer, best known for essays like “Retreating Figure” (i¥52), “You and Me”, and
the long poem “Destruction”.
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Translation:

Gentle Green Love

Ying Xiuren*

Itis also dyed with gentle and green love,

The singing of birds from the dense shade of the green trees.

Crooning in the trees are the birds;
Wandering around the pond are the ducks;
Rubbing eyes at the door the dog;

Dozing off at the door of the window the cat.

And the people?—
For the morning ploughing,

Or the breakfast cooking?

The green leaves on the cattail pergola are shining.
Stealing the dew to drink,
That’s little red dragonfly.

(Trans. Deng Yuping)

! Ying Xiuren (1900-1933) was a Chinese modernist writer. He started to create new poems
during the May Fourth Movement. Ying and Pan Mohua and some other poets established
“Lakeside Poetry Society”. In 1922 they published a collection Lakeside.
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Translation:

The Wind of Cymbidium

Wang Jingzhi*

Where is the wind
With the scent of cymbidium from?

So warm and sweet.

Locked in the garden,
She is full of hidden bitterness.
Delicate fragrance out of the garden

Attracts the butterfly she loves.

Elegant butterfly
Immerses in the fragrance:
Intoxicated,

Thinking about finding her.

How to find the imprisoned cymbidium?
Lost in such wind,
He endures this sad and sweet sorrow,

And dances to fly drunkenly.

(Trans. Lin Yingying)

1 WangJingzhi (1902-1996) was a famous Chinese writer, poet. His collection Hui de Feng,
published in 1922, had become a sensation around the country.
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Translation:

A Morning Rise

Zong Baihua*

Sunlight

Purifies my morning spirit bright.
Moonlight

Faded like my shattered dream last night.

(Trans. Hu Luangiong)

1 Zong Baihua (1897-1986), was a Chinese philosopher, esthetician and poet. His main
works include “Gratitude” (1919), “On Views of Life” (1919), Little Poems of Floating
Clouds (1923), “Studies on J. W. von Goethe” (1932), and “Some Important Problems
Concerning the History of Chinese Aesthetics”(1980).
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Translation:

Rebellious Hands

Zang Kejia*

God

Gave a mouth

To the one who enjoys;
Gave Napoleon

Asword;

At the same time,

The slaves were given

A pair of rebellious hands.

(Trans. Deng Yuping)

1 Zang Kejia (1905-2004), born in Zhucheng, Shandong Province, was a Chinese poet,
writer and editor. In 1933 his first collection Lao Yin(or Brand) appeared and was well
received. He also published his short stories, prose and worked as chief editor of Poetry
magazine.
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Translation:

A Confession ofa Watermill-Old-Man

Jia Zhi*

I’ve been watching my watermill,

As time passed,

I saw the water rush down my mill,

with the gear fast spinning and spinning.
I saw the wheat under my mill

crushed into powder.

A grimace flashed in front of my eyes,
My heart began to tremble horribly,
The gear kept grinding in the depth of my heart,

My eyes were wind open on fire.

I’ve been watching my watermill,
Watching the water down the mill,
With time down the mill,

With time passing by.

The gear fast spinning and spinning,
I’ve already known:

The grimace was for my life with watermill.
(Trans. Zhang Xin)

! Jia Zhi (1913-2016) was a one of the pioneers in folk culture of China. He specialized in
folk art and literature.
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

William Blake
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

William Blake

William Blake (1757-1827), English poet, engraver, artist, and
visionary, author of exquisite lyrics in Songs of Innocence (1789) and
Songs of Experience (1794) and profound and difficult “prophecies,”
such as Visions of the Daughters of Albion (1793), The First Book of
Urizen (1794), etc. These works he etched, printed, coloured, stitched,
and sold, with the assistance of his devoted wife, Catherine. Among
his best-known lyrics today are “The Lamb,” “The Tyger,” “London,”
and the “Jerusalem” lyric from Milton, which has become a kind of
second national anthem in Britain. In the early 21st century, Blake
was regarded as the earliest and most original of the Romantic poets,
but in his lifetime, he was generally neglected or (unjustly) dismissed
as mad.

The following poems are selected from The Norton Anthology
of Poetry (Fifth Edition) (Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton
Anthology of Poetry (Fifth Edition). London: W. W. Norton &
Company, 2005) and translated by Tang Yaqi (fFiF3E) .
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To the Evening Star

Thou fair-hair’d angel of the evening,

Now, while the sun rests on the mountains, light
Thy bright torch of love; thy radiant crown

Put on, and smile upon our evening bed!

Smile on our loves; and, while thou drawest the
Blue curtains of the sky, scatter thy silver dew
On every flower that shuts its sweet eyes

In timely sleep. Let thy west wind sleep on

The lake; speak silence with thy glimmering eyes,
And wash the dusk with silver. Soon, full soon,
Dost thou withdraw; then the wolf rages wide,
And the lion glares thro’ the dun forest:

The fleeces of our flocks are cover’d with

Thy sacred dew: protect them with thine influence.
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The Little Black Boy

My mother bore me in the southern wild,
And | am black, but O! my soul is white;
White as anangel is the English child:

But I am black as if bereave’ d of light.

My mother taught me underneath a tree,
And ssitting down before the heat of day,
She took me on her lap and kissed me,

And pointing to the east, began to say:

“Look on the rising sun: there God does live,
And gives his light, and gives his heat away;
And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive

Comfort in morning, joy in the noon day.

“And we are put on earth a little space,
That we may learn to bear the beams of love,
And these black bodies and this sun-burnt face

Is but a cloud, and like a shady grove.

57



Translation:

BN

P BPoR A IRAE G T BT A1,
RO E, (W R RA
200 A ARL R A P 20 [ ) /N«

ARTE R R B — R T,
AR AT,

TR PR 2R
TRFIZRTT, WhITaaR i

“REEFS-F MO TR RO BH R b AR T
IR LR R I, BB e

eI B, BFE RN SR 52 2 et
HRIERATR, ILFEREE.

“RH B R NN E
PAF LLE 2RI =2 2,
1717 AT 140 28 P A A 1 1 T
AR, BRI

58



“For when our souls have learn’d the heat to bear,
The cloud will vanish; we shall hear his voice,
Saying, ‘Come out from the grove, my love & care,

And round my golden tent like lambs rejoice.’”

Thus did my mother say, and kissesl me,
And thus I say to little English boy:
When | from black and he from white cloud free,

And round the tent of God like lambs we joy,

I’ll shade him from the heat till he can bear

To lean in joy upon our Father’s knee;
And then I’ll stand and stroke his silver hair,

And be like him, and he will then love me.
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The Little Boy Lost

“Father, father, where are you going?
Oh do not walk so fast.

Speak father, speak to your little boy,

Or else | shall be lost.”

The night was dark, no father was there,
The child was wet with dew.
The mire was deep, & the child did weep,

And away the vapor flew.
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The Little Boy Found

The little boy lost in the lonely fen,
Led by the wand’ring light,
Began to cry, but God ever nigh
Appeard like his father in white.

He kissed the child & by the hand led
And to his mother brought,
Who in sorrow pale, thro’ the lonely dale,

Her little boy weeping sought.
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The Sick Rose

O Rose, thou art sick.
The invisible worm
That flies in the night

In the howling storm
Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy,

And his dark secret love

Does thy life destroy.

65



Translation:

TR B

R, AR T

AR,
RO B AR
FERBZH

KRBT AREMS
IEEANiRpYG T
PRI SRR A

ST AR Ao

66



A PoisonTree

I was angry with my friend;
I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | waterd it in fears,
Night & morning with my tears:
And | sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night.
Till it bore an apple bright.
And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole,
When the night had veild the pole;
In the morning glad | see;

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
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Ah, Sun-Flower

Ah, Sun-flower! weary of time,
Who countest the steps of the sun;
Seeking after that sweet golden clime,

Where the traveller’s journey is done;

Where the Youth pined away with desire,
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow,
Avrise from their graves, and aspire

Where my Sun-flower wishes to go.
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The Garden of Love

| went to the Garden of Love,
And saw what | never had seen:
A chapel was built in the midst,

Where | used to play on the green.

And the gates of this Chapel were shut,
And “Thou shalt not” writ over the door;
So I turn’d to the Garden of Love

That so many sweet flowers bore.

And | saw it was filled with graves,
And tomb-stones where flowers should be;
And priests in black gowns were walking their rounds,

And binding with briars my joys and desires.
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Lin Funa
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Lin Funa

Lin Funa (#R#Z4E, 1976- ), Chinese poet, critic and writer, who first proposed
the “aesthetic rationality”, a poetic critical method. Her representative works
include Pan Aroma in Nature « Poetry and Pan Aroma in Nature * Poetics and
so forth. Some of her poems have been selected into The Annals of Chinese
New Poems, The Best of Chinese Poems, The Best Annual Collection of
Chinese Poems and Writers and Their Best Works. She has won the Theoretical
Prize in Da Sha Tian Poetry Prize, Honorable Nomination of New Pioneer
Poets in first Shang Guan Jun Yue Poetry Prize, and the Third Prize of People’s
Literature, etc. Since our first introduction in Verse Version, she has become
more popular and well-known for her poetry in the last years all over China.

The following Lin’s poems are translated by Wu Xiali (5% E #7) from
Nanfang College of Sun Yat-sen University.
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Translation:

Mirror

Pointing at the wall shadowed by the flowers,

| uttered, in a muffled voice: somebody, somebody over there.
In her arms my mom holding me, hot with fever,

Paced back and forth in that deep dead night.

Every time she retold the story,

I always saw the fear and the strength of will in her.

The mother in that picture, sometimes becomes me.

And the baby in my arms,

What picture would he see me in.
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Translation:

Sitting in the Arms of VVainness

In June, attacked by both storm and scorching sun, the vegetation
Still in its complete innocence

Thrived into that high and far void.
Sowed and watered by me, these plants

Resemble me. Naked,

Sitting in the arms of the air, they become the fruit of time.
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Translation:

The Road

This mottled road,

From the noisy street turned into gloom,

Lined with manufacturing plants and shops,

Which are slumbering in the flare of the past decades.
Walking alone in the dark,

Is like walking alone in the broken years.

The silence of a person,

is extended by present words;

The silence of anera,

Time after time is buried by the deafening noise.
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Translation:

Countdown to New Year

Get a new calendar, and the year will be taken over by the cracks
of time.

How many days with full notes and marks have been engraved
into memory,

And how many have fallen into dust.

The goddess of Time casts her eye over nothing.

The world is getting rough and eternity is fleeting,

And | own neither weapons against it nor the power to travel in
time,

Only a heart that grows softer and softer.

Try to relearn love,

For human world sees no bound, and heaven and earth know the
profoundness of solitude.

If you haven’t loved yet, please offer your love;

If you have, please try again,

To deeply— love.

82



B HIHER

KA HAE KT &

T 5 Tl TR B AR

T3 I KAREE BEZ AR

Z /A e K b E ar IS RN
MEFANGRR T RE

FUONE R MO B 1
RIBGRR Ui 5

83



Translation:

Mighty Night

Heaven and earth merge on the surface of water,

And the world thins itself into a piece of glass paper.

The sea of lights marks the solitude that strikes chords with
everything at the moment.

How many lives have written, on the water, the reflections of fates
that rose to the surface,

In the way poets write about all the ups and downs in history,

With the only purpose of living as a poem like aniron needle,

Which pierces through cock-and-bull stories.
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Translation:

Who Knockedon the Glassin My Dream

The thump on the glass

Made me wake up with a start.

My father standing near the French windows,

Had no clue for where to find the entrance door.

His frail figure could barely push

Adoor open into his home,

The same way he, who had once left his footprints
Around the world but failed by himself on his way home.
My husband, and then I, went out to check on him,

Only to find the glass door open,

While my father was in his deep sleep in the bedroom.
Who knocked on the glass in my dream?

And the years, more and more frequently, spare no efforts to
Disclose the vulnerability in my heart.

(Trans. Wu Xiali)
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