Three Poems by Ts'ao Chih

Translated by Mok Wing-yin

Ts’ao Chih (A.D. 192-232), the talented and unhappy son of Ts’ao Ts’ao and
a representative poet of the Han-Wei transitional period known as “Chien-
an’”, commands a host of admirers in the English language. Miss Mok Wing-
yin has made a detailed study of this brilliant exponent of the five-word
verse form for her Master of Philosophy thesis at the University of Hong
Kong. For this study she translated all of Ts’ao Chih’s 60-odd extant poems
in both the ku-shih (&%) and yueh-fu (44/F) styles. We present here the
following three as typical of the poet’s beautiful and sentient verses.

THE PEERLESS BEAUTY

The peerless beauty, so lovely and yet so demure,
Is picking mulberry leaves by the forked road.
The tender twigs swing lightly in their abundance,
And gently fly the falling leaves, hither and thither.
\ Her sleeve is rolled up, and her fair hand
 Is twined with golden bracelets round the wrist,
Her hair is adorned with pins of golden birds,
And a jade-green pendant hangs from her waist.
She is wrapt up in strings of gleaming pearls
Mixed with coral and large green beads.
¥ The long embroidered gown flutters
. As her skirt sways back and forth with the wind.

Where her eyes go, a stream of light follows,

And as she breathes, the air is filled with the scent of orchids,
- The passers-by stop to look at her, and

Those who are taking a rest forget their meals.
“Where does she live? Which part of town?”

~In a house near the southern gate of the city,
The green mansion overlooking the main road;
It has tall, big gatés, and double bolts too.
Ab, her face is like the glory of the morning sun,
Who could fail to find attraction in such beauty?

- But where are the match-makers, what do they do?
She’s not yet betrothed, I can see no jade or silk.
The lovely lady has great admiration for the upright, -
But virtuous men are hard to find.
Those who see her would only chatter and chatter,
How could they know what’s on her mind?
Though in her prime, whe seldom comes out of her chamber,
But one could hear her sighing, when she wakes up at night.




Poems by Ts’ao Chih

E g

R LKA, RBIRHE T, HLEA IR
BEMART, MOS8 B &85, BERERT,
AR 08, MBI EE . B R T, IERERE,
BEAY, REREWTEALE, AEUSE,
&R, ToTEsra v, TR KRk, IS =R,
BEEVH, HENHSE MRS ?E B,
EARSRE, REEBY. B AEEH, a5
BB R, FRERK.

k= o

i

R

PP LT

51

S AR, WK H BRI R, fAFIAS?
TREERE, RBARBEITERBEE, VFERER
HADINTER, WEFTAR RREER, K THI o

&=

RS, BRI E B ET &, BRE A,

R ZE R BE, B RME AR EF, R A

BSERSE, RE EREH ARELAE, — MRS

BRITR B R, I FEEFRGE . BLE RS, & L.

BRETLE, BEST. BERIERAIE, /iR ARE,

WEEERTLIE, 1AL B R R I, TSN A,
B B faRash, JERAR T E, BEECEHE, BRERE.



52 : RENDITIONS Spring 1974

THE YELLOW BIRD IN THE FIELD

Among the tall trees, mournful winds often rise
And call up the rolling waves upon the seas.

My sword, though powerful, lies not in my hand;
If friends are friends indeed, we need but a few.
Can you not see the little bird near the fence?
He stumbled into the net when he saw the eagle;
The catcher, having got the bird, was overjoyed,
But a young man, seeing its plight, was grieved.
He took out his sword, and cut the net asunder,
So once again, the yellow bird could fly; ,
Higher and higher it flew, till it touched the sky,
Then down it came to thank the young man.

THE GREAT CITY

In the great city, you can see beautiful women everywhere,
And gallant young men who come from Loyang.

With swords worth a thousand pieces of gold,

And dressed fashionably in clothes fresh and bright,
They love to watch cock-fights in the eastern suburbs,
Or go riding along roads sheltered by catalpas.
Mounting my steed, I ride along, and. . . .

Two rabbits run across my path.

I take the bow, and give out a whirling dart

Then go quickly up the southern mountain,

With my bow on the left, the arrow flies out on the nght
I hit the two rabbits at once,

And before I can show them more of my craft and skill
I raise my hand, and get hold of the bird.

The lookers-on all shout in applause,

Those who know archery say that it’s a beauty!

We return and hold a banquet in P’ing-le;

Rare, expensive wine is served to the guests,

The carp, hashed fine, comes with the shrimps,

Turtles have to be eaten cold, bear-paws should be hot.
In the bustle, we talk loudly, and whistle to our friends,
They sit close to one another, rows on rows.

We take turns in the ball and board games,

So swift and skilful, everyone has his own style.

The white sun is riding down the west, -

Don’t reach out for time that has passed;

Like scattered clouds, we return to the city,

But we’ll be back in the fresh clear morning.



