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English-Chinese Version

Come Away, Come Away, Death:

William Shakespeare?

Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid.
Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O, prepare it!
My part of death, no one so true

Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown.
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown.
A thousand thousand sighs to save,
Lay me, O, where
Sad true lover never find my grave,

To weep there!

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 246.

% William Shakespeare (1564-1616), the most famous and most brilliant poet and playwright
in England. Author of at least 36 plays and 154 sonnets, Shakespeare created the most
influential and lasting body of work in the English language, an extraordinary exploration of
human nature.
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Death:

George Herbert?

Death, thou wast once an uncouth hideous thing,
Nothing but bones,
The sad effect of sadder groans:
Thy mouth was open, but thou couldst not sing.

For we considered thee as at some six
Or ten years hence,
After the loss of life and sense,
Flesh being turned to dust, and bones to sticks.

We looked on this side of thee, shooting short;
Where we did find
The shells of fledge souls left behind,
Dry dust, which sheds no tears, but may extort.

But since our Savior’s death did put some blood
Into thy face,
Thou art grown fair and full of grace,
Much in request, much sought for as a good.

For we do now behold thee gay and glad,
As at Doomsday;
When souls shall wear their new array,
And all thy bones with beauty shall be clad.

Therefore we can go die as sleep, and trust
Half that we have
Unto an honest faithful grave;
Making our pillows either down, or dust.

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 346.
2 George Herbert (1593-1633) was a Welsh-born English poet, orator and Anglican priest.
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When | Consider How My Light Is Spent:

John Milton?

When | consider how my light is spent
Ere half my days in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest he returning chide;
“Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?”
I fondly ask; but Patience to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts; who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
And post o’er land and ocean without rest;

They also serve who only stand and wait.”

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 378.

2 John Milton (1608-1674) was an English poet, polemicist, man of letters, and a civil servant
for the Commonwealth of England under Oliver Cromwell. He wrote at a time of religious
flux and political upheaval, and is best known for his epic poem Paradise Lost (1667), written
in blank verse.
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The Sick Rose!

William Blake?

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.

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 680.

2 William Blake (1757-1827) was an English poet, engraver, and painter. A boldly imaginative
rebel in both his thought and art, he combined poetic and pictorial genius to explore important
issues in politics, religion, and psychology.
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Bright Star:

John Keats?

Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art—
Not in lone splendor hung aloft the night
And watching, with eternal lids apart,
Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite,
The moving waters at their priestlike task
Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
No—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,
Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast,
To feel forever its soft fall and swell,
Awake forever in a sweet unrest,
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever—or else swoon to death.

1 Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 850.

2 John Keats (1795-821), an English Romantic poet, was one of the main figures of the
second generation of Romantic poets along with Lord Byron and Percy Bysshe Shelley,
despite his work only having been in publication for four years before his death.
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| Look into My Glass!

Thomas Hardy?

I look into my glass,
And view my wasting skin,
And say, “Would God it came to pass

My heart had shrunk as thin!”

For then, I, undistrest
By hearts grown cold to me,
Could lonely wait my endless rest

With equanimity.

But Time, to make me grieve,
Part steals, lets part abide;
And shakes this fragile frame at eve

With throbbings of noontide.

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 1050.

2 Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) was an English novelist and poet, a Victorian realist. Initially he
gained fame as the author of such novels as Far from the Madding Crowd (1874), The Mayor
of Casterbridge (1886), Tess of the d 'Urbervilles (1891), and Jude the Obscure (1895). Then,
since the 1950s, Hardy has been recognized as a major poet, and had a significant influence on
The Movement poets of the 1950s and 1960s.
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Fare Well:

Walter de la Mare?

When | lie where shades of darkness
Shall no more assail mine eyes,
Nor the rain make lamentation
When the wind sighs;
How will fare the world whose wonder
Was the very proof of me?
Memory fades, must the remembered
Perishing be?

Oh, when this my dust surrenders

Hand, foot, lip, to dust again,

May these loved and loving faces
Please other men!

May the rusting harvest hedgerow

Still the Traveller’s Joy entwine,

And as happy children gather
Posies once mine.

Look thy last on all things lovely,
Every hour. Let no night
Seal thy sense in deathly slumber
Till to delight
Thou have paid thy utmost blessing;
Since that all things thou wouldst praise
Beauty took from those who loved them
In other days.

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 1121.

2 \Walter John de la Mare (1873-1956) was an English poet, short storywriter and novelist. He
is probably best remembered for his works for children and for his poem “The Listeners”.
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Hot Sun, Cool Fire:

George Peele?

Hot sun, cool fire, tempered with sweet air,
Black shade, fair nurse, shadow my white hair.
Shine, sun; burn, fire; breathe, air, and ease me;
Black shade, fair nurse, shroud me and please me.
Shadow, my sweet nurse, keep me from burning;
Make not my glad cause cause of mourning.

Let not my beauty’s fire

Inflame unstaid desire,

Nor pierce any bright eye

That wandereth lighty.

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 205.

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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Song:

John Donne?

Go and catch a falling star,

Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,

Or who cleft the Devil’s foot,
Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
Or to keep off envy’s stinging,

And find
What wind
Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou beest born to strange sights,

Things invisible to see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights,

Till age snow white hairs on thee,
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me,
All strange wonders that befell thee,

And swear,
Nowhere
Lives a woman true, and fair.

If thou find’st one, let me know,

Such a pilgrimage were sweet;
Yet do not, | would not go,

Though at next door we might meet,
Though she were true, when you met her,
And last, till you write your letter,

Yet she
Will be
False, ere | come, to two, or three.

! Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 264.

2 John Donne (1572-1631), English poet. As the greatest of the English Metaphysical poets,
he is noted for his love lyrics, religious verse and treatises, and sermons.

17



Translation:

%

K- 2R

LIBB—HEEETUA,
ik B AR H A,
AR AR R T L
IR T I B B
HOAN T REHESE N SR
o Mg oK IR R

ES R

— [,
2 HE AR I L

WIRAE 2 52
& BIBE I B,
ST T8 ER
R AT,
EARERA, R BRI,
PREE IR 1) BT S e
W,
A
—{# NEEEE, NERE.

IARRE], R,
VR ik G L 2
WA, BIRAHTZ,
e SR FRAMT T E S i A AR,
BfE AR B 38 R AR BT T R SR,
ST
AIREE
FEFBIAEHT & F H =18 T N

(RFEaEt &)

18



The Funeral:

John Donne

Whoever comes to shroud me, do not harm
Nor question much

That subtle wreath of hair which crowns my arm;

The mystery, the sign you must not touch,
For ’tis my outward soul,

Viceroy to that, which then to heaven being gone,
Will leave this to control,

And keep these limbs, her provinces, from dissolution.

For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall
Through every part
Can tie those parts and make me one of all;
These hairs, which upward grew, and strength and art
Have from a better brain,
Can better do’it; except she meant that |
By this should know my pain,
As prisoners then are manacled, when they’re condemned to die.

Whate’er she meant by ’it, bury it with me,
For since | am
Love’s martyr, it might breed idolatry,
If into other’s hands these relics came;
As ’twas humility
To’afford to it all that a soul can do,
So ’tis some bravery,
That since you would save none of me, | bury some of you.

1 Margaret Ferguson, ed. The Norton Anthology of Poetry (Fourth Edition). London: W. W.
Norton & Company, Inc, 1996: 278.
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Meeting at Night!

Robert Browning?

The gray sea and the long black land;
And the yellow half-moon large and low;
And the startled little waves that leap

In fiery ringlets from their sleep,

As | gain the cove with pushing prow,

And quench its speed in the slushy sand.

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;
Three fields to cross till a farm appears;

Tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch

And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, thro’ its joys and fears

Than the two hearts beating each to each!

! Cleanth Brooks, Robert Penn Warren. Understanding Poetry. Beijing: Foreign Language
Teaching and Research Press, 2009: 41.

2 Robert Browning (1818-1898) was an English poet and playwright whose mastery of
dramatic verse, especially dramatic monologues, made him one of the foremost Victorian
poets.
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Moon Cold

Zhang Guangkui'

Cam bridge and River Cam; houseboat and coal smokes.
Jesus Green and moon cold; stars of sky and our God.
Silver light and frost white; tender grass and mallard ducks.

Naked twigs and metal bars; but No One by No Bod.

! Zhang Guangkui (5% 25, 1967- ), a poet, translator and Professor of Literature at
Guangdong University of Finance and Economics.
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Chinese-English Version
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2 LiPo (%11, 701-762), one of the most popular Chinese poets, was noted for his romantic
songs on wine, women, and nature. His writings reflect the grandeur of the Tang Dynasty at
the height of its prosperity.
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Translation:

Drink Alone under the Moon

Li Po

A kettle of wine in the crowd of flowers,

I drink alone without any accompaniers.

Raising the cup | invite the moon to join me free,

Then my shadow appears to make us a party of three.

The goddess is unable to relieve my loneliness miles away,
My shadow follows me wherever | enjoy in a lively, happy way.
I just take the moon and shadow as my precious friends,
To indulge myself while it is a good time with fluids.

As | sing the moon paces up and down,

As | dance my shadow waves along.

We cheer in delight when being awake,

Our ally falls apart after we getting drunk.

Wandering without disturbance below the moon,

We will meet alongside the Milky Way soon.

(Trans. Wang Wen)
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2 Bai Juyi ()& %), 772-846) was a Chinese poet best known for his ballads and satirical
poems. He held the view that good poetry should be readily understood by the common
people and exemplified it in poems noted for simple diction, natural style, and social content.
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Translation:

Grass

Bai Juyi

In the wild plain grows abundant grass,

And every year it flourishes and dies.

Though by wildfire burned off,

With spring breeze it comes to life.

Far away, in the way of old alley it stands,

In sunshine, greenness stretches to the waste city.
Again, | wave goodbye to my official friend,

And, grass is full of sadness of departure.

(Trans. Chen Xiaohong)
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* Ouyang Xiu (ExF51%, 1007-1072) was one of most famous Chinese poet of the Song
Dynasty, born in Lulin (now Ji’an, Jiangxi).
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Translation:

Tune: Confiding Love Softly:

Ouyang Xiu

Curtain rolls light frost at dawn,
I exhale hands warm and try making up of plum.
Brewed from grief of parting,

I draw my eyebrow, as long as mountains.

Recall the past, sigh the time flitting pitifully,
Vulnerable to melancholy.
Restrained before singing, intend to smile but can’t help frowning.

It’s the most heartbreaking.

(Trans. Tang Yaqi)

! “Tune: Confiding Love Softly” is one of the ancient Chinese tonal patterns with given
cadence to which ci(a type of classical Chinese poetry) poems are composed accordingly.
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? Xin Qiji(3 3£#%, 1140-1207) was one of most famous Chinese poet of the South Song
Dynasty, born in Licheng of Shandong Province.
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Translation:

Tune: Catching Fish:

Xin Qiji

How can it bear, so much wind and rain,

Hastily, the Spring comes and leaves again.

Treasuring spring I’d not prefer an early bloom,

Let alone for fear of flying petals in the wind roam.

Ah Spring, please stay! Since

I’ve heard grass has grown everywhere,

So you can find your home way nowhere.

I complain for Spring’s silence.

Only the busy spiders are weaving under painted eaves,
Teasing the drifting catkins from mornings to eves.

The forsaken empress

Was disappointed at every delayed date.

Her beauty ensued with envies and hate.

Even if gold could buy brilliant writing,

To whom can she outpour this affectionate feeling?
Do not dance, then

Have you not seen once favored concubines became dust?
Bitterest grief is the idling sentiment

Do not lean on high handrails,

As the setting sun is hiding behind

Just the sad willows in the mist.

(Trans. Wang Wen)

! “Tune: Catching Fish” is one of the ancient Chinese tonal patterns with given cadence to
which ci(a type of classical Chinese poetry) poems are composed accordingly.
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% Guo Moruo (5F7E#7, 1892-1978), was one of the major cultural figures of modern China.
He wrote prolifically in every genre, including poetry, fiction, plays, nine autobiographical
volumes, translations of Western works, and historical and philosophical treatises, including
a monumental study of ancient inscriptions.
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Translation:

Buds

Guo Moruo

Buds! The verdant new-birth!
Long as my thumb thou are!
Close to one foot thou are!

The spring’s masterwork thou are!
The booming life, whee!

The indulging spring, whee!

Oh, me!

Am | inorganic?

(Trans. Zhao Gu)
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% Wen Yiduo (F—%, 1899-1946) was a Chinese poet and scholar. He was born in Xishui
County, Hubei. In 1922, he traveled to the United States to study fine arts and literature at the
Art Institute of Chicago. It was during this time that his first collection of poetry, Red Candle,
was published. In 1928, his second collection, Dead Water, was published. His poetry was
influenced by Western models.
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Translation:

Calamity of the Game

Wen Yiduo

I emptied a cup of mead, firing rosewood,
Then worshiped you playfully:

It was burning too madly,

Then on it | dumped my mead;

The more | poured, the more blazing it turned.

Finally, the calamity of burning myself I incurred.

(Trans. Zhao Gu)
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? Zhu Xiang (&1, 1904-1933), was a modern poet and a very important poet of Crescent
School in the history of Chinese literature.
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Translation:

The Silent Summer Night

Zhu Xiang

The black trees’ shadow silently stands before grey nightfall,
The noisy chirping sounds have come to diminish.
Smoke from kitchen chimney straightly rises into the sky,

Farmers’ silhouettes come back with their hoes from distant fields.
At this moment, a poet piously walks towards countryside,

To accept the poetic thoughts that silence grants;

They are like springing white wreath in pearl form,

Then, he slowly embroiders them onto the nightfall’s dark light gauze.

(Trans. Zhao Gu)

38



RO A i B e

X2

AL A i B )

BOKRR,
NATE
ELGLBEE T B
WS4 2 L,
RIET,

B fi Lo,
TE R N A
EFHE,

AL i B i

H IR ASE,

— RSB AR RS, ——
5SS A ERRAT R

R R

RILIRT

PR SR AR A R

S FIARZEA X
BRI T

AL i B i
TR LA 22
Wi L HELR I dh
PRZE M AT T

A (R,

PE AR MR
A RFFRL A

A A TP 1 »

& AR AR

YA RyenARIniAR. L RS ELRIER, 1925: 600.
? LilJinfa (24:%2, 1900-1976), was one of very important imaginative poets in China.
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Translation:

Recollecting our simple story

Li Jinfa

Recollecting our simple story
Water is tranquil, sky clear.
We lie down,

Grass clings my hairpin.

An ant edges to arm,

Lost.

Listen! A gentle flip,

Atiny life vanishes

In the universe.

Recollecting our simple story:
Moonlight sheds on whole village
—how dare stars take a look, —
The other side shines us more.
We talking and laughing,

Dog’s barking,

Cars emitting mysterious noise,
The yoke on the tomb crossed
Like demon’s hands stretching

Recollecting our simple story :
Your arm revealed
I said it’s the treasure of sculptures
Shyly you hid it with
A Peep at me
I replied with a smile of sorry
In the space, silent for long
If not us two,
The story wouldn’t have been so simple.
(Trans. Tang Yaqi)
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? Xin Di (31, 1912-2004), was a modern poet and a very important poet of Nine Grass
School in the history of Chinese literature.
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Translation:

Croaking

Xin Di

In the lonesome night,

A burst of croaking comes from nowhere.

Oh, croaking! Croaking!
Your voice disturbs my dreary heart!
Ah, why are you so upset?

(Trans. Tang Yaqi)
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! Zhao Gu (#4#%, 1980- ), a young scholar and translator of poetry in China, teaching in
Huashang College, Guangdong University of Finance and Economics.
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Translation:

History

Zhao Gu

The heaviness crams the full sky,
Soaking into thoroughly

The bronzed sun,

The brightly fragrant moon,

And chilly stars,

Then shoots out the bloody mystery,
Fiercely squeezes earth’s paleness,

Making the furious hoary and weary.

(Trans. Li Rui)
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Thomas Wyatt was one of major English lyric poets in the first half of the 16th
century and one of the most important poets in the era of English Renaissance.
As a pioneer of modern English lyrics, he established several lyric genres for
the coming English poets, like sonnet, rondeau, etc. Combining the foreign
lyric versification from European countries, especially the vernacular lyrics
from Italy, and England’s poetical tradition, Wyatt adopted “conceit” and
“dramaticism”, applying them to his writing of modern English lyric. In the
eras from Wyatt’s time on to the present, “conceit” and “dramaticism” have
been evolved in the practice of poets of generations, becoming two of the
influential features of versification in modern English lyric. And, Wyatt’s
controlled expression of the connotative lyrical subject is also one of the
dominant merits of the English poetry.

The following poems are translated by Dr. Chen Shangzhen and selected
from The Complete Poems (Wyatt, Thomas. ed. R. A. Rebholz. New Haven and
London: Yale University Press, 1978.) .
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Epigrams

Sir Thomas Wyatt

SPEAK thou and speed where will or power ought help’th
Where power doth want, will must be won by wealth.

For need will speed, where will works not his kind,

And gain, thy foes thy friends shall cause thee find.

For suit and gold, what do not they obtain?

Of good and bad the tryers are these twain.
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Epigrams

II

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Sometime | fled the fire that me brent

By sea, by land, by water, and by wind,

And now the coals | follow that be quent,
From Dover to Calais, with willing mind.

Lo! how desire is both forth sprung, and spent!
And he may see, that whilom was so blind,
And all his labour laughs he now to scorn,

Meashed in the briers that erst was only torn.
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Epigrams

I

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Alas, madam, for stealing of a kiss

Have | so much your mind there offended?
Have | then done so grievously amiss

That by no means it may be amended?
Then revenge you, and the next way is this:
Another kiss shall have my life ended.

For to my mouth the first my heart did suck;

The next shall clean out of my breast it pluck.
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Sonnet

v

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Unstable dream, according to the place,

Be steadfast once or else at least be true.

By tasted sweetness make me not to rue

The sudden loss of thy false feigned grace.
By good respect in such a dangerous case
Thou brought’st not her into this tossing mew
But madest my sprite live, my care to renew,
My body in tempest her succour to embrace.
The body dead, the sprite had his desire,
Painless was th’one, th’other in delight.

Why then, alas, did it not keep it right,
Returning to leap into the fire,

And where it was at wish it could not remain?

Such mocks of dreams they turn to deadly pain.
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Sonnets

\'

Sir Thomas Wyatt

I find no peace, and all my war is done.

| fear and hope, | burn and freeze like ice.

I fly above the wind yet can | not arise.

And nought | have, and all the world | seize on.
That loseth nor locketh, holdeth me in prison
And holdeth me not, yet can | scape no wise;
Nor letteth me live nor die at my device

And yet of death it giveth me occasion.
Without eyen | see and without tongue | plain.
I desire to perish and yet | ask health.

I love another and thus I hate myself.

| feed me in sorrow and laugh in all my pain.
Likewise displeaseth me both death and life,

And my delight is causer of this strife.
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Sonnets

VI

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Whoso list to hunt, | know where is an hind,
But as for me, helas, | may no more.

The vain travail hath wearied me so sore,

I am of them that farthest cometh behind.
Yet may | by no means my wearied mind
Draw from the deer, but as she fleeth afore
Fainting I follow. | leave off therefore
Sithens in a net | seek to hold the wind.
Who list her hunt, I put him out of doubt,
As well as | may spend his time in vain.
And graven with diamonds in letters plain
There is written, her fair neck round about:
‘Noli me tangere, for Caesar's | am,

And wild for to hold, though I seem tame.’
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Sonnets

VI

Sir Thomas Wyatt

Farewell, Love, and all thy laws forever.
Thy baited hooks shall tangle me no more.
Senec and Plato call me from thy lore

To perfect wealth, my wit for to endeavour.
In blind error when | did persevere,

Thy sharp repulse that pricketh ay so sore,
Hath taught me to set in trifles no store
And scape forth since liberty is lever.
Therefore farewell. Go trouble younger hearts
And in me claim no more authority.

With idle youth go use thy property

And thereon spend thy many brittle darts:
For hitherto though | have lost all my time,

Me lusteth no longer rotten boughs to climb.
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Rondeaux

Sir Thomas Wyatt

GO, burning sighs, unto the frozen heart.
Go break the ice which pity's painful dart
Might never pierce; and if that mortal prayer
In heaven may be heard, at last | desire
That death or mercy be end of my smart.
Take with thee pain, whereof | have my part,
And eke the flame from which | cannot start,
And leave me then in rest, | you require.

Go, burning sighs.
I must go work, | see, by craft and art,
For truth and faith in her is laid apart.
Alas, | cannot therefore now assail her
With pitiful complaint and scalding fire
That out of my breast doth strainably start.

Go burning sighs.
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Qu Yuan

Qu Yuan (343-278 BCE) was the earliest great patriotic and romantic poet who
lived during the Warring States period of ancient China. He is known for his
contributions to classical poetry and verses, especially the Chu Ci anthology
(also known as The Songs of the South or Songs of Chu)—a volume of poems
considered to be inspired by his verse writing. Together with Shi Jing, Chu Ci
is one of the two great collections of ancient Chinese verse. Historical details
about Qu Yuan's life are few. Among his works, Li Sao and Nine Songs are the
most representative ones among his works.

Here Li Sao(The Lament), as the most representative of Qu Yuan’s poems,
is selected and translated. Li Sao is not only one of the most remarkable works
of Qu Yuan, it ranks as one of the greatest poems in Chinese or world poetry. It
was probably written during the period when the poet had been exiled by his
king. The name LI SAO has been interpreted as “sorrow in estrangement”,
while yet others think it was the name of a certain type of music. By means of
rich imagery and skilful similes, the long lyrical poem expresses love of one's
country and the sadness of separation. It touches upon various historical themes
intermingled with legends and myths, and depicts, directly or indirectly, the
social conditions of that time and the complex destinies of the city states of
ancient China. The conflict between the individual and the ruling class is
repeatedly described, while the poet affirms his determination to fight for
justice. This passionate desire to save his country, and this love for the people,
account for the poem’s splendour and immortality.

The following lines (SN, HEFEEE: A E. & T4, 1984:39)
were chosen and translated by Dr. Long Jingyao, who skillfully translates Li
Sao into English Leave Sores according to the theme and homophonic tone of
Li Sao in Chinese.
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Translation:

Leave Sores

Ode |

His Majesty descends from Lord Goryan,

And my late father was called Sir Boryon.

On a date when all things again did spawn,

At an auspicious moment | was born.

My father thus gave me a graceful name,
Wishing me to fulfill a lofty aim.

He named me Chansor the Upright,

And then adorned me with Rimgent the Bright.
With all inner virtues | am refined,

And in me competence folks also find.

In parsleys and rosemaries I’m attired,

And with thymes as jade band | get admired.
Seeing waves fleeting | lament the time,

As | need it to reach those goals sublime.

At dawns | pick the fair magnolia flowers,

And bank-side immortal herbs at late hours.
Days and months hurry by without delay,

And springs and autumns take each other’s way.
| fear grass withers and dead leaves fall,

And beauties reach old age, which waits for all.
My Lord fails to keep off the base and mean,
Why not change the foul ways while young and green?
I ride a steed as fast as a sun-ray;

Come, and permit me to show you the way!
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Translation:

Leave Sores

Ode 11

There existed three sage kings in the past,

As elite flowers held to them firm and fast.
Peonies and lilies stood along with each other,
And lotuses weren’t barred from one another.
Not only peonies to the clothes are fixed,

As roses and lilies are also mixed.

Lord Yore and Sam always had the right way,
And they were just and never went astray.
How barbarous Jack and Joe used to be;
Choosing the short cut they went loose and free.
Partisans indulge themselves in the dark,

And make the road a narrow blurring arc.

| fear not to me ill stars may occur,

But the royal carriage may go astir.

Following the late sage kings’ traces,

Here and there | mark their long-lost faces.
My Lord cannot sense my real intentions;
He’s furious with me at baseless mentions.

I know in counseling dangers may lurk;

Can | protect myself and fail my work?

I rely on Heaven to be our guide,

And in the Superb I try to confide.

We set to meet when dusk the earth submerged,
But half way in the journey he diverged.

He promised to keep his word on the start,
But changed his mind and decided to part.
Though parting wasn’t such a hard affair,

Sad ’tis to see him as fickle as air.

68



RERARIZ WD, OB A
M P R SRR A, A E T A
FRBEZ WG A BRI
BRI 5, RIS b
A e AR S, AR KRR
TN RN, & ELO TR
BENFELGEIZ S, AREROZ TR
MRS, BMBH AL,
FRRBAZ Bk, &7 BIKA V&5
HERTE G S AR E A, RMARAIRT (S
FARMRCAAE I, HRE A K
R LLAIE S, ISR R4
BEIERAME Y, ARG Z TR
BEANE A2 N, BRIK S i TR !

69



Translation:

Leave Sores

Ode III

I grow fair orchids on a boundless land,

And plant pure lilies on a fenceless strand.
And | cultivate a grove of parasol trees,
Mixed with cypresses on their furry knees.
That their leafy boughs heavenward would leap!
That their rich harvest one day | would reap!
Why regret that petals wither and die?

I hate to see they among tares do lie.

People compete to satiate their greed,

And there is no bound to their lustful need.
They measure men’s minds and pardon their own;
Evils and envy take their hearts of stone.

To run about and seek for gains and fame,

It is not my final and desired aim.

Toddling old age is approaching me,

I fear a good name ’tis hard there to be.

I drink magnolia’s dewdrops at dawn’s sight,
And eat fallen daisy buds in twilight.

If my wish is fair and viable indeed,

Why pity if a pauper’s life I lead?

Onto trunks rosemary petals are hung,

And fallen buds of lotuses are strung.

Fine ropes are made of violet vines plaited,
With orchid stalks laurels are well mated.
Those I’'m following are sages of old,

Not those worldly-wise shameless and bold.
To my fellow men I’m but an outcast,

Yet I’m sailing after Bonson’s own mast.
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Translation:

Leave Sores

Ode IV

With many a sad cry and deep long sigh,

I weep that pangs loom in this human sty.

I’'m bound for I favor what’s high and bright,
And for counseling I’'m dismissed overnight.
He first sacked me for my rosemary band,
Then charged me with holding peonies in hand.
Virtues | treasure and evils defy;

Why regret if a thousand times | die?

Oh what a loose life the Superb does lead!

And the hearts of people he fails to read.

The courtesans envy my worm-shaped brows,
Back-biting me just as many a louse.

The time-tiders are cunning and clever;

They know what standards to change and sever.
Aiming for the curved, they kick off the straight,
They weigh the outlook and a formless state.
Oh that | am frustrated and forlorn,

Being alone flung onto time’s own thorn.

I’d rather die or be thrown on exile,

Than be reduced to such a shameless style.
Away from common birds the fierce one stands,
As has been practiced alongside time’s sands.
What’s circular can never be oblong.

What’s doggerel can’t be a holy song.

With dwarfed ambitions and a repressed heart,

I bear many a wrongful verbal dart.

To live a pure soul and die a just man,

That’s what a sage-follower must do and can.
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Translation:

Leave Sores

Ode V

Pity of roads | had not a clear sight;

Being trapped, | will go back to the right.

I turn my carriage towards the start spot,
As far away from that place I’'m still not.

I walk my horse on the magnolia crest;

I hurry to the spice mound and there rest.

I helped to govern, but was retorted:;
Retreating, to my old clothes I’ve resorted.
Into garments lily buds | do turn;

To wear lotus buds as clothes | do yearn.
What matters if I am not understood?
Since pure in deed is my innermost mood!
I wear my hat high up into the sky;

I fling my pendant as if it would fly.

My pendant is fragrant as well as bright,
Whose texture forever gives off pure light.
I suddenly turn back and look around,
And to the four outposts I’ll make my round.
With trinkets the pendant does shine;

With strong aroma it looks calm and fine.
Each man has what he likes and hates;

I alone hold on to my refined tastes.

To be dismembered would not make me kneel;
I’m not as punishable as an eel.
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Translation:

Leave Sores

Ode VI

Concerned with my ill-starred miserable fate,
My elder sister to my does relate:

“Sir Gun for his righteousness was renowned,
And on the plain of Y Uhe was death-bound.
Why stay so disciplined and out-spoken,
Showing fine tastes as a unique token?

With all kinds of common flowers in your house,
You keep them away as many a louse.

People find it so hard to explain;

Who dare say he can enter your mind’s vein?

To thrive as partisans people do tend;

Accept my counsel and take up this trend!
Following the sages’ middle way,

I subdue my outrage up to today.

Wading Yuen and Champs I southward did go,
To reason with Chunghwa and get to know:
“Lord Chee stole Nine Arguments and Nine Songs,
To loosen himself among noisy throngs.

He failed to avoid risks, without plans ahead,

So against him rebel men his son led.

Lord Yee went loose and liked to hunt and shoot,
And foxes were what he most liked to loot.
Licentious kings rarely had a smooth life,

As Sir Hansau killed him and claimed his wife.
No one matched Lord Hanore in terms of strength;
Seeking pleasure, he reached whatever length.
He went top down and lost himself in joys,

And his head fell to loud and rheumy noise.
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Jack the Tyrant oft acted against common sense,
So he came to his death horrid and tense.

Joe the Tyrant killed the faithful and true,

And so his Yin Dynasty went broke too.

Lord Tom and Y Uwere solemn and polite;

King Wen lagged not behind in wisdom’s might.
They employed worthy and competent men,
And governed with the correct how-and-when.
Heaven is fair and loses not its rule,

And supports virtuous people as a tool.

Those sage kings alone could be wise and fair,
And the whole world was put under their care.
Looking into the future and the past,

I behold the goal for men that are cast.

Could we do unjust things in unjust ways?
Could we carry out deeds wicked and base?
Though I’'m in danger of traumatic death,

I regret not old dreams of lofty breath.

Not submitting what’s round to what’s square,
Sages came across ill stars here and there.

With many a sigh, with many a tear,

I deplore I’'m but time’s discarded spear.

With orchid petals | wipe my streaming eyes,
Whose tears wash my clothes and stifle my sighs!
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