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Tune: Spring in a Pleasure Garden Snow
Mao Zedong (February 1936)  ¥H#h (i)
See what the northern countries show:
Hundreds of leagues ice-bound go;
Thousands of leagues flies snow.
Behold! Within and without the Great Wall
The boundless land is clad in white,
And up and down the Yellow River, all
The endless waves are lost to sight.
Mountains like silver serpents dancing,



Highlands like waxy elephants advancing,
All try to match the sky in height.

Wait till the day is fine

And see the fair bask in sparkling sunshine,
What an enchanting sight!

Our motherland so rich in beauty

Has made countless heroes vie to pay her their duty.
But alas! Qin Huang and Han Wu

In culture not well bred,

And Tang Zong and Song Zu

In letters not wide read.

And Genghis Khan, proud son of Heaven for a day,
Knew only shooting eagles by bending his bows.
They have all passed away;

Brilliant heroes are those

Whom we will see today!

[2]

» tgxb\ { )

T 17 } % / 1
S il {1,361
wHEE - K
BER
— NI

MALIERK, WNTAE S, W7k
BN, JEWRYY; BILRE, AR
MEd K, MR, REREEH b



LR, SR, U2

i"*ﬂ%ﬁﬁlﬁiﬂ TCAEE, gl F

W EE, WARIESR: BAEES, HF7E.

T‘ET'E/IIJJ W, FERETI
Ik, IRIE S

Tune: Spring in a Pleasure Garden ~Changsha
Mao Zedong (1925)  ¥H#P (i)
Alone stand I in autumn cold,
At Orange Islet Head,
Where River Xiang goes north. Behold!
Hills on hills are all in red,
Woods upon woods in crimson dressed.
The river green down to the bed,
A hundred ships in speed contest.
Far and wide eagles cleave the air;
Up and down fish glide o’er depths clear:
All creatures under frosty skies vie to be freer.
Brooding o’er immensity there,
I wonder in this world so vast and dim,
Who decides who will sink or swim.

With many friends I oft came here.

How thick with salient days those bygone miles appear!
When, students in the flower of our age,

Our spirit bright was at its height,

Full of the scholar’s noble rage,

We criticized with all our might.

Pointing to stream and hill,

Writing in blame or praise,

We treated like dirt all mighty lords of olden days.
Do you remember still,

Swimming mid-stream, we struck waves to say
That boats speeding their way?
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Captures of Nanjing by the People’s Liberation Army
Mao Zedong (April 1949)  ¥YFIH#H (%)

Over the Purple Mountain sweeps a storm headlong;
Our troops have crossed the great river, a million strong.
The Tiger girt with Dragon outshines days gone by;
Heaven and earth overturned, our spirits ne’er so high!
With our courage unspent pursue the foe overthrown!
Do not fish like the Herculean King for renown!
Heaven would have grown old were it moved to emotions;
The world goes on with changes in the fields and oceans.
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The Long March
Edgar Snow R4811 « Hrif (%)
The Red Army, never fearing the challenging Long March,
Looked lightly on the many peaks and rivers,
Wu Ling’s Range rose, lowered, rippled,
And green-tiered were the rounded steps of Wu Meng.

Warm-beating the Gold Sand River’s waves against the rocks,

And cold the iron-chain spans of Tatu’s bridge.
A thousand joyous /i of freshening snow on Min Shan,
And then, the last pass vanquished, Three Armies smiled.

IR/ MUNGED
Of the trying Long March the Red Army makes light;
Thousands of rivers and mountains are barriers slight.
The five serpentine ridges outspread like rippling rills;
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The pompus Wumeng peaks tower but like mole-hills.
Against warm cloudy cliffs beat waves of Golden Sand,
With cold iron-chain bridge River Dadu is spanned.

Glad to see the Min Range snow-clad for miles and miles,

Our warriors who have crossed it break into broad smiles.

=2

A \)

N N

ST\
eady NENO vS
&
Y
SN
N\ &

-

NL IR
1961 4F 2 H
BER
MR TR, BE e s e
hie ) L2 wmd, ARtz i,

Militia Women

Inscription on a Photograph
Mao Zedong (February 1961) ¥ (%)

So bright and brave, with rifles five feet long,
At early dawn they shine on drilling place;
Most Chinese daughters have desires so strong,
To face the powder, not powder the face.
(To get dressed to drill, but not dressed to kill.)
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Tune: Song of Divination
Ode to the Mume Blossom
Mao Zedong (December 1961) AR PC N GE )
On Reading Lu Yu’s Ode to the Plum Blossom, 1 countered it with the following
lines.

Then spring departed in wind and rain;

With flying snow it’s back again.

Though icicles from beetling cliffs still hang miles long,
One flower sweet and fair is there among.

Though sweet and fair, with other flowers she won’t rival,
But only heralds spring’s arrival.

When mountain flowers run riot for miles and miles,
Among them she will be all smiles.
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Winter Clouds

Mao Zedong (December 26, 1962) ¥Rl (%)
Like cotton fluff fly winter clouds hard pressed by snow;
All flowers fallen now, for a time few still blow.
In the steep sky cold waves are swiftly sweeping by;
On the vast earth warm winds gradually growing high.
Only heroes can hunt tigers and leopards down;
No brave man will be scared by wild bears black or brown.
Even mume blossoms welcome a skyful of snow;
No wonder flies are frozen to death down below.
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Tune: Prelude to the Melody of Water
Mount Jinggang Reascended
Mao Zedong (May 1965) YRR ()

Above the clouds I’ve long aspired to soar,
And so I come up Mount Jinggang once more.
A long trip brings me to my old familiar nook,
Where everything has taken on a new look.
Here orioles sing, there swallows swirl,
O’er there streams purl,
And cloud-capped roads lead to the sky.
But after Huangyangjie,
No perilous place will arrest the eye.

The storm is raging

With flags unfurled:

Such is man’s world.

Thirty-eight years are gone

As fast as a fillip is done.

We can bring down the moon from the ninth heaven,
Or catch the giant turtles in the sea,

And come back amid triumphant songs in high glee,
Nothing is hard under the sky

If we but dare to climb up high.



