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Some and Others
—In Memory of Lu Xun

Zang Kejia

November 1949 JEF4. XAEME. E/RE (¥

Some live,
When they are already dead;
Others have died,

But are still alive.

Some

Ride on the backs of the people and cry,

“How grand am I!”

Others

Silently bend to draw the people’s plough.

Some

Inscribe their names on stone;
Others

Choose to be wild grass,

Await an eruption of fire.

The lives of some
Make life impossible for others.
The lives of others

Enable the majority to live better.

Those who ride on the backs of the people
Will be thrown to the ground;

Those who plough for them



N Bz e 34 ! Will be cherished in their memory for ever.

IR B The names inscribed on stone

P E A E R, Will rot sooner than their namesake flesh.
B XK 2 R 4 7 Wherever the spring wind reaches,
AR EHMNE R, There will be green grass.

g W N RAS RIS BN Lives that preclude others’ lives

fL BT 37 LU 25 Come to a predictable end.

fyEEN T 2 BN EIFHIEER N Lives that create better lives
FEAEA I 2R =, IR Will be deeply revered.
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A Lane in the Rain

Dai Wangshu  #%a. #J5% (3%

Alone holding an oil-paper umbrella,
I wander along a long

Solitary lane in the rain,

Hoping to encounter

A girl like a bouquet of lilacs

Gnawed by anxiety and resentment.

A girl

The colour of lilacs,

The fragrance of lilacs,

With the worries of lilacs,
Feeling melancholy in the rain,

Plaintive and hesitating.

She wanders along the solitary lane in the rain,

Holding an oil-paper umbrella
Just as I do,

Just like me,

Walking slowly in silence,

Aloof, sad and melancholy.

Silently she comes closer,
Closer, giving me

A glance like a sigh;
Then she floats past

Like a dream,

Dreary and blank like a dream.
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Like a lilac

Floating past in a dream,

The girl floats past me;

Silently she goes further and further,
To the crumbling wall,

Out of the lane in the rain.

In the mournful melody of the rain,
Her colour has faded,

Her fragrance has disappeared,
Vanished into the void;

Even her glance like a sigh,

Melancholy like lilacs.

Alone, holding an oil-paper umbrella,
I wander along a long

Solitary lane in the rain,

Hoping to pass

A girl like a bouquet of lilacs

Gnawed by anxiety and resentment.
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BREEE T, EMRERER;
HRRBENHET, RN EE.

Lightly, lightly I came here, and leave lightly saying goodbye;
Waving my hand lightly to the clouds in the western sky.
ARTTRE R M0, & 47 B A KT AR 5
BOCE MR, ERNLLG.
Golden on the riverbank willows glow like the setting sun’s bride;
Light glistens from the ripples, my heart and soul quiver inside.
Boe ERIEAE, MR K R R
FEREM I ZRI R, FH O — 2K
From soft mud under oily water green weeds beckon as I pass;

Would I sway in the sweet River Cam as a strand of water grass!
AT T, ARTER, KL
BEREAERF IR, P E AL A

This elm-shaded pool is no clear spring, the eroding stream

Washes algae up from the sediment, creating a rainbow dream.
IE? EKE, AEEETLE,

TR AR, E B P T R TR

What dream? A punt pole points my thoughts back to the stream’s rushy bed,

The passing punt raises a starburst. The stars decay: there’s singing instead.
SR, RANBETCH, F 18 A2 0 88 R 258 5
RO BGUER,  TUERAE 4 W (4 AT !

I’'m not the one who’s singing. Softly, a dismal tune plays on a flute,

The water runs quiet through the Cambridge tonight and summer insects are mute.
THERFRAE 7, A I R
PR, Ak — R Bk,

Softly, softly I came here, and leave softly saying goodbye;

Shaking my sleeves so I take not a wisp of the bright clouds in the sky.



Ay Loving Life

JEEE Wang Guozhen  HBERE (%)

PTALEREREW D) 1don’t want to consider if I’ be able to succeed.
RESRIEFE T3 /7 Since I've decided to go to a distant place,
i R JEUX Y 3fF2 Tl try my best to make the trip.

TA B WS %2 1don’t want to consider if I'1l be able to obtain love.
REARE0E T H I Since I'm deep in love with roses,
il 5B B £% B 111 show my sincerity boldly.

BRAEE G G AZ83RkFE XA 1don’t want to consider if I’1l meet with the cold
wind and rain.
RESA H b2~k Since my destination is the horizon,

B A AR R AT Il leave a deep impression on the Earth.

PAFAE AR KR PHHIE 2 Ye?T 1 don’t want to consider if my future will be smooth
or bumpy.

HEHRGEZ A1y If only I love my life,

—1], #RAER R Everything is to be expected.
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The Furthest Distance in the World

HH F L R B A7 Y B

AL SRR BEE,

1M FEEE VR AT, VRAANRITE R Z AR
The furthest distance in the world

Is not between life and death,

But when I stand in front of you, and you don’t know I love you;
HH F L R B A7 Y B
AFERIEEVRETAT, VRENARITER Z AR,
12 %2 Bk, EABEBL IR Z AR

The furthest distance in the world

Is not when I stand in front of you, and you don’t know I love you,

But when love becomes an obsession, yet I cannot say “I love you”;
HH S b R AT 1 Y
MR BEBE, HARREHIRZR,
117 A2 ARSI AT B, 20 REVR LI

The furthest distance in the world

Is not when love becomes an obsession, yet I cannot say “I love you”,

But when I long for you to my very bones, yet can only bury it deep inside;
HH F L R B 47T Y B
AR 0, AR BER IO,
AR, AR —E;
The furthest distance in the world
Is not when I long for you to my very bones, yet can only bury it deep inside,
But when we both love each other, yet cannot be together;
HH F L R B A7 Y B
AR ICAR R, EAREBTE—E,
112 B B JCi il i — IS, AR F B ANE R
The furthest distance in the world

Is not when we both love each other, yet cannot be together,



But when I can’t resist this feeling, yet must act like I don’t care;
5 A S A B
ARSI, IR EAER,
11772 FH — T B ) oL »
FEARAIZ AR N Z 7],
P — 2K JCIE T BR VR 3 s

The furthest distance in the world

Is not when I can’t resist this feeling, yet must act like I don’t care,

But when I use a heart of indifference,

To dig a trench between you and the one who loves you;
HH F L i B A7 Y B
ANFEA 5 [ R B
11772 [FIAR A A B A, ZDTEIEAR K

The furthest distance in the world

Is not between tree and tree,

But when branches from the same root cannot intertwine;
HH F L R B 47T Y B
AR BICIEAK
MR E TEMER, A SICRL,

The furthest distance in the world

Is not when branches from the same root cannot intertwine,

But when stars look at each other, yet have no crossing orbits;
5 A S Y B
AR BB I,

M NIRPUIEATI, HNAERE Wk R) T Ak - 38

The furthest distance in the world

Is not when stars have no crossing orbits,

But even if they do, they can’t be found in an instant;
HH F L R B A7 Y B
ANEBEIRMETCAL T 5
12 1 AR AR, E TR R



The furthest distance in the world

Is not when they can’t be found in an instant,

But when they’re destined not to meet, even before they do;
HH S b R AT 1 Y
e YRR,
—MER, —DEEFIIK.

The furthest distance in the world

Is the distance between a fish and a bird,

One in the sky, one deep in the sea.
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China’s Youths (Excerpt)

Liang Qichao

Therefore, the responsibility bestowed by the times falls on nobody but us youth.
If we are intelligent, China will be intelligent; if we are wealthy, China will be wealthy;
if we are strong, China will be strong; if we are independent, China will be independent;
if we are free, China will be free; if we are progressive, China will be progressive; if
we are superior to young Europeans, China will be superior to Europe; if we are the
best in the world, China will be the best in the world. The morning sun is rising in the
sky, bright and brilliant; the Yellow River is running to the sea, mighty and magnificent.
A hidden dragon leaps out of a deep pool and fishes flee; a tiger cub roars in the hollow
valley and beasts creep; a proud eagle springs off the vast land and dust reels exotic
buds are bursting in the trees, pretty and vigorous; double-edged swords are sharpened
on the stones, icy and glorious. Blue heaven over our heads, yellow earth below our
feet, profound history in our hearts, and extended roads before our eyes, we look
forward to our future as wide as ocean, great and grand. So majestic is our young China,

forever with the universe; so robust are our Chinese youth, eternal with our motherland!
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The Sichuan Road

What heights!

It is easier to climb Heaven

Than take the Sichaun Road.

Long ago Can Cong and Yu Fu founded the kingdom of Shu;
Forty-eight thousand years went by,

Yet no road linked it with the land of Qin.

Westward from Taibai Mountain only birds

Wander to the summit of Mount Emei

But not until brave men had perished in the great landslide
Were bridges hooked together in the air

And a path hacked through the rocks.

Above, high peaks turn back the sun's chariot drawn by six dragons;
Below, the charging waves are caught in whirlpools;

Not even yellow cranes dare fly this way,

Monkeys cannot leap those gorges.



At Green Mud Ridge the path winds back and forth,
With nine twists for every hundred steps.

Touching the stars, the traveller looks up and gasps,
Then sinks down , clutching his heart ,to groan aloud.
Friend, when will you return from this westward journey?
This is a fearful way.

You cannot cross these cliffs.

The only living things are birds crying in ancient trees,
Male wooing female up and down the woods,

And the cuckoo, weary of empty hills,

Singing to the moon.

It is easier to climb to heaven

Than take the Sichuan Road.

The mere telling of its perils blanches youthful cheeks.
Peak follows peak, each but a hand's breadth from the sky;
Dead pine trees hang head down into the chasms,
Torrents and waterfalls out roar over rocks,

Booming like thunder through a thousand caverns.
What takes you, traveller, this long, weary way

So filled with danger?

Sword Pass is steep and narrow,

One man could hold this pass against ten thousand;
And sometimes its defenders

Are not mortal men but wolves and jackals.

By day we dread the savage tiger ,by night the serpent,
Sharp-fanged sucker of blood

Who chops men down like stalks of hemp.

The City of Brocade may be a pleasant place,

But it is best to seek you home.

For it is easier to climb to heaven

Than take the Sichuan Road.

I gaze into the west, and sigh.
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Crying Ospreys

Merrily the ospreys cry,

On the islet in the stream.

Gentle and graceful is the girl,

A fit wife for the gentleman.

Short and long the floating water plants,
Left and right you may pluck them .
Gentle and graceful is the girl,

Awake he longs for her and in his dreams.

When the courtship has failed,

Awake he thinks of her and in his dreams.

Filled with sorrowful thoughts,

He tosses about unable to sleep.

Short and long the floating water plants,
Left and right you may gather them.
Gentle and graceful is the girl,

He’d like to wed her, the qin and se playing.

Short and long the floating water plants,



Left and right you may collect
Gentle and graceful is the girl,

them.

He’d like to marry her, bells and drums beating.
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A Short Song
Cao Cao

VT ()

We should sing before wine.

For how long can life last?



Like dew on morning fine,

So many days have passed.

How can we be unbound

By grief which weighs us down?
Grief can only be drowned

In wine of good renown.

Talents with collars blue,

For you I pine away;

So much I long for you,

My heart aches night and day.
How gaily call the deer
While grazing in the shade!
When I have talents here,

Let lute and lyre be played!

Bright as the moon on high,
How can I bring it down?
Grief from within comes nigh;
Ceaselessly it flows on.
Across the fields and lanes,
You are kind to come here.
Talking of far-off plains,

You cherish friendship dear.

The moon’s bright and stars nice,
The crows in southward flight
They circle the trees thrice;
There’s no branch to alight.

With crags high mountain rise;
With water the sea’s deep.

With the help of the wise,

An ordered world we'll keep.



A Song
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Wine before us, sing a song.
How long does life last?
It is like the morning dew;

Sad so many days have past.

Sing hey, sing ho!
Deep within my heart I pine.
Nothing can dispel my woe,

Save Du Kang, the god of wine.

Blue, blue the scholar's robe;
Long, long for him I ache.
Preoccupied with you, my lord,

Heavy thoughts for your sake.

To each other cry the deer,
Nibbling grass upon the plain.
When a good friend visits me,

We'll play the lyre once again.

In the sky, the moon is bright;
Yet I can reach it never.
In my heart such sorrow dwells;

Remaining with me ever.

In the fields, our paths crossed;
Your visit was so kind.
Together after our long parting,

Y our favours come to mind.



Clear the moon, few the stars;
The crows in southward flight.
Circling three times round the tree,

No branch where to alight.

What if the mountain is high,
Or how deep the sea?
When the Duke of Zhou greeted a guest,

In his service all wished to be.
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To the Tune of Yu Mei Ren

There is no end to moonlit autumns or flowery springs,

And I have known so very many things.

From my turret the wind was in the east again last night.

A lost land was too much to bear: I turned from the moonlight.
The carven rail and jade work wall are as they were before:
Those rosy cheeks alone are there no more.

Tell me, what is the uttermost extent of pain, you say?

Mine is a river swollen in spring and welling east away.
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To the Tune of Yu Lin Ling

Mournfully chirr the ciadas,

As the shower of rain stops

And we face the roadside pavilion at dusk.

We drink without cheer in the tent outside the city gate;
It is the moment when we are loath to part

But the magnolia-wood boat beckons me on.

Hands clasped together we see our tears,

So overcome, unable to utter a single word.

Ahead lies a journey a thousand li of misty waves

And the vast sky of Chu hangs with heavy evening haze.
Since time immemorial, loves have grieved at parting
Made more poignant in the fallow season of autumn.
What is this place where I have sobered from my drunken stupor?
The riverside is strewn with willow trees,

The morning breeze wafts in with a waning moon.

Our parting will last for years,

Fine hours and scenes of beauty have no appeal

Even though my heart is filled with tender feelings,

But, with whom can I share them?
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The Gorgeous Zither

For no reason the gorgeous zither has fifty strings,

Each string, each fret, recalls a youthful year.

Master Zhuang woke from a dream puzzled by a butterfly,
Emperor Wang reposed his amorous heart to the cuckoo.
The moon shines on the sea, pearls look like tears,

The sun is warm at Lantian, the jade emits mist.

This feeling might have become a memory to recall,

But, even then, it was already suggestive of sorrows.
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To the Tune of Nian Nu Jiao

East flows the mighty river,

Sweeping away the heroes of times past;

This ancient rampart on its western shore

Is Zhou Yu’s Red Cliff of Three Kingdoms's fame;
Here jagged boulders pound the clouds,

Huge waves tear banks apart,

And foam piles up a thousand drifts of snow;

A scene fair as a painting,

Countless the brave men here in time gone by!

I dream of Marshal Zhou Yu in his day

With his new bride, the Lord Qiao's younger daughter,
Dashing and debonair,

Silk-capped, with feather fan,

He laughed and jested

While the dread enemy fleet was burned to ashes!
In fancy through those scenes of old I range,

My heart overflowing, surely a figure of fun.

A man grey before his time.

Ah, this life is a dream,

Let me drink to the moon on the river!
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To the Tune of Shui Diao Ge Tou

Bright moon, when was your birth?

Winecup in hand, I ask the deep blue sky;

Not knowing what year it is tonight

In those celestial palaces on high.

I long to fly back on the wind,

Yet dread those crystal towers, those courts of jade,
Freezing to death among those icy heights!

Instead I rise to dance with my pale shadow;

Better off, after all, in the world of men.

Rounding the red pavilion,

Stooping to look through gauze windows,

She shines on the sleepless.

The moon should know no sadness;

Why, then, is she always full when dear ones are parted?
For men the grief of parting, joy of reunion,

Just as the moon wanes and waxes, is bright or dim:
Always some flaw—and so it has been since of old.
My one wish for you, then, is long life

And a share in this loveliness far, far away!
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A Blooming Tree
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May Buddha let us meet

in my most beautiful hours,

I have prayed for it

for five hundred years

i T2 ST AL — PR

KAERL LB 5%

BHOG N I BT 1 1E
el e PAT A 82

Buddha made me a tree

by the path you may take,

In full blossoms I'm waiting in the sun
every flower carrying my previous hope
BURAELT W URGENT

AREE 2 BT (1 Ay

As you are near, listen carefully

the quivering leaves are my waiting zeal,
(DR S2 S RP/ e b LIS
FEARE JE % 1 — 3
AT ARAS A Al

rE PRI O

As you pass by the tree

without noticing me,

My friend, upon the ground behind you
is not the fallen petals but my withered heart
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Thank Hardship

SRR X

Thank hardship,

ARG

Whose great insight
IR Ih N T HL I

Helps those who want to succeed to realize their dreams.
P 25 TR I o

Hardship has made you staunch,

P S 25 TR 55 B

Hardship has made you courageous;
BE AL TARUTE

Hardship has made you steady;

BE 2 TR L

Hardship has made you outstanding.
FEAR AR L B T

At the bottom of a very high mountain,
PRiE AT

You are still a child;

FEAR AR )b

On the top of a very high mountain,
PRE e — TR LI 557

You are already a dauntless man.
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Nostalgia

When I was young, NS
Nostalgia was a tiny, tiny stamp,

2RI MU TSR

Me on this side, PAEIX L
Mother on the other side.
BESRAEAR K

When I grew up, KRG

Nostalgia was a narrow boat ticket,

Y o | SCRGHIDRES

Me on this side, FAEIX L
Bride on the other side.

HrARAE TRk

But later on, Ji5 R

Nostalgia was a lowly grave,
ZRGE— I BRI B

Me on the outside,

AESN K

Mother on the inside.

BESRAE Bk

And at present, AR
Nostalgia becomes a shallow strait,
2 ROE VBRI IR

Me on this side,

Mainland on the other side.

KRB 7 AR Sk
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The Everlasting Regret

HJE% Bailuyi ¥ (3

WREHEOCEME, #TF2FER T BFE LYK, FREREARR.
The beauty-loving monarch longed year after year
To find a beautiful lady without peer.
A maiden of the Yangs* to womanhood just grown,

In inner chambers bred, to the world was unknown.

*Yang Yu-huan was the favourite mistress of Emperor Xuan Zong of the Tang Dynasty.
RATGAEEFF, —WIRER M. FFE—XEHE4, NEmELHE.
Endowed with natural beauty too hard to hide,
One day she stood selected for the monarch’s side.
Turning her head, she smiled so sweet and full of grace
That she outshone in six palaces the fairest face.
FIEN I I, IRIRAKIE TR .
She bathed in glassy water of warm-fountain pool,
Which laved and smoothed her creamy skin when spring was cool.
FF LRI T ST, da R W AR BT
Up borne by her attendants, she rose too faint to move,
And this was when she first received the monarch’s love.
DRI DR, KEIKEERY .
Flowerlike face and cloudlike hair, golden-head dressed,
In lotus-flower curtain she spent the night blessed.
FH W H L, AR £
She slept till sun rose high, for the blessed night was short,
From then on the monarch held no longer morning court.
AT TR, HFMNETRE B
In revels as in feasts she shared her lord’s delight,

His companion on trips and his mistress at night.

JFEEmM=TN, =TERZLE 5.



In inner palace dwelt three thousand ladies fair;
On her alone was lavished royal love and care.
BRI, BT RENE.
Her beauty served the night when dressed in Golden Bower
Or drunk with wine and spring at banquet in Jade Tower.
kR WSS L, AGRATTF . B R IR, ARERAHEA L.
All her sisters and brothers received rank and fief
And honours showered on her household, to the grief
Of the fathers and mothers who’d rather give birth
To a fair maiden than any son on earth.
WESAANT =, SRR . ZZE0g R, RHOBEEA L.
The lofty palace towered high into blue cloud,
With wind-borne music so divine the air was loud.
Seeing slow dance and hearing fluted or stringed song,
The emperor was never tired the whole day long.
B SRR, T 5 R P A
But rebels** beat their war drums, making the earth quake

And “Song of Rainbow Skirt and Coat of Feathers” break.

** The revolt broke out in 755 and forced the emperor to flee from the capital.
JUBESEPH IR, T2 TR U RAT -

A cloud of dust was raised o’er city walls nine-fold;

Thousands of chariots and horsemen southwestward rolled.
RARERAT R, PRI E R

Imperial flags moved slowly now and halted then,

And thirty miles from Western Gate they stopped again.
INEARNRIEFA, SaF)E SRS

Six armies would not march — what could be done— with speed

Until the Lady Yang was killed before the steed.
et e N, Bl e ARk

None would pick up her hairpin fallen to the ground

Or golden bird and comb with which her head was crowned.
A ERIEAE, BEMEAR.

The monarch could not save her and hid his face in fear;



Turning his head, he saw her blood mix with his tear.
HIREENGRR, ARG G0
The yellow dust spread wide, the wind blew desolate;
A serpentine plank path led to cloud-capped Sword Gate.
WERIE LR A NAT, EITE O H
Below the Eyebrow Mountains wayfarers were few;
In fading sunlight royal standards lost their hue.
BILKER LT, EEPEEER.
On western waters blue and western mountains green
The monarch’s heart was daily gnawed by sorrow keen.
frE WAL, BN ER s .
The moon viewed from his tent shed a soul-searing light,
The bells heard in night rain made a heart-rending sound.
R e, PILEEEEARE L. SRS N R LT, AW LHEIEAL.
Suddenly turned the tide. Returning from his flight,
The monarch could not tear himself away from the ground
Where ‘mid the clods beneath the slope he couldn’t forget
The fair-faced Lady Yang, who was unfairly slain.
A APV A, ZRBETME S,
He looked at ministers, with tears his robe was wet;
They rode east to the capital, but with loose rein.
AR B AR TH , R IBSEEE AR A
Back, he found her pond and garden in the old place,
With lotus in the lake and willows by the hall.
FER WA E, XA ANEEE D FE XTI, KRR VR
Willow leaves like her brows and lotus like her face;
At the sight of all these, how could his tears not fall
Or when in vernal breeze were peach and plum full-blown
Or when in autumn rain parasol leaves were shed?
PHE A ZAKE, P A,
In western as in southern court was grass over-grown;

With fallen leaves unswept the marble steps turned red.



B 15 FOROHT, U5 P R

Actors, although still young, began to have hair grey;
Eunuchs and waiting maids looked old in palace deep.
A feat RIBAHR, SUTHRR R AR . IRIBPP SR, BRI AR R .
Fireflies flitting the hall, mutely he pined away;
The lonely lampwick burned out; still he could not sleep.
Slowly beat drums and rang bells; night began to grow long;
Bright shone the Milky Way; daybreak seemed to come late.
BHLATEEE, RIS KIEAEHLE, LAY RN,
The lovebird tiles grew chilly with hoar frost so strong,
And his kingfisher quilt was cold, not shared by a mate.
One long, long year the dead and the living were parted;
Her soul came not in dreams to see the brokenhearted.
I TR - #%,  fe LIS IR
A Taoist sorcerer came to the palace door,
Skilled to summon the spirit from the other shore.
NIEE EHREEE, B HOT LR
Moved by the monarch’s yearning for the departed fair,
He was ordered to seek for her everywhere.
FEEBURTFE, TERAMOR . E55 VTR, MATEEE AN
Borne on the air, like flash of lightning he flew;
In heaven and on earth he searched through and through.
Up to the azure vault and down to deepest place,
Nor above nor below could he ever find her trace.
R EAANL, IWFEETCZEE . RERE LR, HhsmA 2T,
He learned that on the sea were fairy mountains proud
That now appeared, now disappeared amid the cloud
Of rainbow colours where rose magnificent bowers
And dwelt so many fairies as graceful as flowers.
FH-NTFRE, SKREHSZEZ.
Among them was a queen whose name was Ever True;

Her snow-white skin and sweet face might afford a clue.



EWVERIN LR, BN AR
Knocking at western gate of palace hall, he bade
The porter fair to inform the queen’s waiting maid.
FIEN KR T, Sk B,
When she heard there came the monarch’s embassy,
The queen was startled out of dreams in her canopy.
BEACHER DA, BRTGRPHE I . =2 B iDL, foa A8 Nk,
Pushing aside the pillow, she rose and got dressed,
Passing through silver screen and pearl shade to meet the guest.
Her cloudlike hair awry, not full awake at all,
Her flowery cap slanted, she came into the hall.
PUIRAL RIS, S 53 B PIAK 5
The wind blew up her fairy sleeves and made them float
As if she danced the “Rainbow Skirt and Feathered Coat.”
EAEBERRT, 34BN
Her jade-white face crisscrossed with tears in lonely world
Like a spray of pear blossoms in spring rain impearled.
TEREEE £, — A E AN
She bade him thank her lord, lovesick and broken-hearted;
They knew nothing of each other after they parted.
IHFR B R 2 46, R E T H A K.
Love and happiness long ended within palace walls;
Days and months appeared long in the fairyland halls.
BN ENEL, ARKZIARFE,
Turning her head and fixing on the earth her gaze,
She saw no capital *'mid clouds of dust and haze.
MERE YRR, HE e %,
To show her love was deep, she took out keepsakes old
For him to carry back, hairpin and case of gold.
B —E— R, MG,
Keeping one side of the case and one wing of the pin,

She sent to her dear lord the other half of the twin.



EF LG, KB 2AH I

If our two hearts as firm as the gold should remain.

In heaven or on earth we’ll sometime meet again.
I A B B A 1A, R TR L

At parting she confided to the messenger

A secret vow known only to her lord and her.
EHEHKAER, BCETEARER .

On seventh day of seventh moon when none was near,

At midnight in Long Life Hall he whispered in her ear,
FEREBIFLLR S, RS NER

On high, we’d be two lovebirds flying wing to wing;

On earth, two trees with branches twined from spring to spring.
REKHAFRIL, HIR 4R T4 ] !

The boundless sky and endless earth may pass away,

But this vow unfulfilled will be regretted for aye.
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WEBFRACHTE, [ERABEIN .
—HIRRAGE, ENTHAH!

Flowers fade and fly,

and flying fill the sky;

Their bloom departs, their perfume gone,
yet who stands pitying by?

And wandering threads of gossamer

on the summer-house are seen,

And falling catkins lightly dew-steeped
strike the embroidered screen.

A girl within the inner rooms,

I mourn that spring is done,

A veil of sorrow binds my heart,

and solace there is none.

I pass into the garden,

and I turn to use my hoe,



Treading over fallen glories

as I lightly come and go.

There are willow-sprays and flowers of elm,
and these have scent enough.

I care not if the peach and plum,

are stripped from every bough.

The peach-tree and the plum-tree too
next year may bloom again,

But next year, in the inner rooms,
tell me, shall I remain?

By the third moon new fragrant nests
shall see the light of day,

New swallows fly among the beams,
each on its thoughtless way.

Next year once more they'll seek their food
among the painted flowers,

But I may go, and beams may go,
and with them swallow bowers.
Three hundred days and sixty make
a year, and therein lurk

Daggers of wind and swords of frost
to do their cruel work.

How long will last the fair fresh flower
which bright and brighter glows?
One morning its petals float away,
but to where no-one knows.

Gay bloooming buds attract the eye,
faded they're lost to sight;

Oh, let me sadly bury them

beside these steps tonight.

Alone, unseen, I seize my hoe,

with many a bitter tear;

They fall upon the naked stem

and stains of blood appear.



The night-jar now has ceased to mourn,
the dawn comes on apace,

I seize my hoe and close the gates,
leaving the burying-place;

But not until sunbeams dot the wall
does slumber soothe my care,

The cold rain pattering on the pane
as I lie shivering there.

You wonder that with flowing tears
my youthful cheek is wet;

They partly rise from angry thoughts,
and partly from regret.

Regret that spring comes suddenly;
and anger that it cannot last.

No sound to announce its approach,
or warn us when it's passed.

Last night within the garden

sad songs were faintly heard,

Sung, as I knew, by spirits,

spirits of flower and bird.

We cannot keep them here with us,
these much-loved birds and flowers,
They sing but for a season's space,
and bloom a few short hours.

If only I on a feathered wing

might soar aloft and fly,

With flower spirits I would seek

the rooms within the sky.

But high in the air

What grave is there?

No, give me an embroidered bag
within to lay their charms,

And Mother Earth, pure Mother Earth,

shall hide them in her arms.



Thus those sweet forms which spotless came
shall spotless go again,

Nor pass dirty with mud and filth
along some filthy drain.

Farewell, dear flowes, forever now,
thus buried as was best,

I have not yet divined when I

with you shall sink to rest.

I who can bury flowers like this

a laughing-stock shall be;

I cannot say in days to come

what hands shall bury me.

See how when spring begins to fail
each opening flower fades;

So too there is a time of age

and death for beautiful maids;

And when the fleeting spring is gone,
and days of beauty over,

Flowers fall, and lovely maidens die,

and both are known no more.



