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Chen Jingrong: Selected Poems
Translated by Evangeline Almberg

Translator’s Intreduction

Born in 1917 in the ancient city of Leshan %L, Chen Jingrong was initiated as
a child into the world of folklore and classical Chinese poetry. Her acquaintance
with baihua poetry began with her junior secondary education and she published her
first poem in 1932 when she was fifteen. In 1935, a budding poet pursuing her muse,
she left for Peking, where, through her teacher Cao Baohua & {2 she came into
contact with poets like Bian Zhilin -~ 2 # and He Qifang il 7% . Added to her inti-
mate knowledge of Chinese literature old and new was now her growing interest in
modern western poetry.

At the turn of the decade, Chen Jingrong married and went with her husband
to Lanzhou B4, but she found a housewife’s existence there unbearably stultifying
and left on her own. She came first to Chongqing % B and then, in the late 1940s, to
Shanghai, where she became closely associated with a group of poets now known as
the jiuye L3 poets, whose significant contribution to modern Chinese poetry first
became widely recognized in 1981 with the publication of the Jiuye ji (Collection of
Nine Leaves). Chen was on the editorial board of the journal they started in 1948.
Short-lived as it turned out to be, Zhongguo xinshi =B 5F is now recognized as an
important landmark in the development of modern Chinese poetry. It was also in the
late forties in Shanghai that Chen published two collections of her own poetry,
namely, Yingying ji Z2 2. % and Jiaoxiang ji %CH%.

After the Communist takeover, she turned more and more to translating
foreign poetry while working as editor of Shijie wenxue it 3 2. When the cultural-
political climate changed for the better in 1978, she felt freer to unleash her creativity
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and the eighties have witnessed the re-emergence of a major talent along the tortu-
ous path of modern Chinese poetry. Not only does Chen maintain a high standard of
poetic craft, but she also remains faithful to her muse. A volume of her selected
works, spanning a career of half a century, was published in 1983. Her more recent
poems have appeared in numerous journals in China and Hong Kong. The reprint of
her earlier rendition of Hugo’s Notre Dame was issued in 1982 and a collection of her
translations of Rilke and Baudelaire, titled Tuxiang yu huaduo E{RERTEZR pub-
lished in 1984, has been well received. Also in 1984, her new volume of poetry
Laoqude shi shijian #3=897ZF#f won a national award as Best Poetry Collection of
the Year.

The poems included in the present selection belong to Chen’s early works from
Peking, Lanzhou and Chongqing, which undoubtedly merit special attention but
which represent no more than the tip of the iceberg in a vital and colourful career.
These early years were a time in the poet’s life when material hardship and social iso-
lation accelerated and deepened an intense spiritual search and artistic expression.’

IFor a comprehensive view of Chen Jingrong’s poetry, readers may consult my monograph The Poetry of Chen
Jingrong, published in Stockholm by the Swedish Society of Oriental Studies in 1988. My renditions of seven of her
works from 1987 are also available in Chinese Literature, Summer 1989.



Chen Jingrong Poems - 71

+H

S BTG -
“URE IS
T o "
Rl TR E
e
KILBRE T A 2

19353 » JbI

OCTOBER

Outside the paper window, winds in the bamboos sough:
“Emei, Emei,
Tomb of ancient phantoms!”

Who is it on the bamboo raft
Fondling the flute .
And blowing up the mountain snow like white moonlight?

Peking, spring 1935.
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ON THE TRAIN

Invisible is the road: two or three dots of lamplight,
A stretch of dimness, a wisp of wind.

| wish for a thick wood and an ancient cave.
My head resting on withered grass, | would sleep a
thousand years.

Red walls, grey walls,
Stretching, stretching —
The shadows of the trees are painted with faint memories.

No lamp illuminates
The lost steps;
A stretch of dimness, a wisp of wind.

Peking, winter 1935.
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NIGHT SONG

Back and forth my heart paces in the night.
Night stays with me

And | with an elusive sorrow.

On some invisible strings

Sounds a wondrous requiem

Of another world —

Who, at this moment, is secretly sobbing?

Chongging, spring 1940.

AUTUMN

Quietly on the move:

Running waters, fluttering winds,
Wordless

Shifts of tones.

Who is fiddling with a mysterious bow?
The vibrating strings

Fall deep in the mountains

On the sound of felling timber.

Silently I shall hide

In your siren song,
Sprinkling on my night
A thin layer of frost.

Lanzhou, October 1940.
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THE KNIGHT’S LOVE

“What sharp arrows have you used
To shoot down the bird flying high?
Tell me, my knight.”

“My bright red heart
Painted with redder lies.”

“Oh, my knight,
What good medicine have you used
To revitalize the blood-stained feathers?”

“Some fitting words of reproach
And timely violence.”

“But can she still fly happily and high,
My knight? Does she, as of yore,
Sing in the April sunshine?”

“Oh, no, no longer can she fly high nor can she sing
But silently and low she hovers in my garden.”

“Then go back to your garden, please,
And leave me alone to watch
The distant white clouds sail at ease.”

Lanzhou, 1 June 1944,
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DRIFT

Sighing on a dim rainy day,
Feverish at midnight,

You, restless fingertips,
Lightly touch and glide over
The edge of time.

The lingering reflections of the setting sun,
The sad light of a lonely lamp,

Gentle rain or the rustling of leaves ...
Like blazing flames

And breaking waves;

Shaking, stretching and shrinking,

Some distant illusions and dreams

Make life, like a careless rainbow,
Languidly drift

With the clouds on a languid summer day.

Lanzhou, early summer 1944,
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LEFT BEHIND

The unique music of running water
Intoxicates my feet;

Stepping on the white stones in the brook
[ think of Eve

And her strange, fresh exultation

On first chewing the forbidden fruit.

Some dark nights,

Dark days and twilights

Stalk swiftly backwards and out of sight
From my boundless sea of memories.

Have | buried only yesterday?

Even today and even

The twinkling that's just slipped by
Have been cast behind me.

I shall also throw away

All those very fleeting moments to come
That will make up the past.

So | stand

On the bow

Speeding down the stream —

Watching every me of old,

Every me that belongs to the “past”,

Being left silently behind

On some rocks towering there till the end of time.

Panxi, 26 April 1945.
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Material not available due to copyright restrictions.

Variations on a Woman's Face by Luo Wanyi.
Courtesy of HK Association for the Advancement of Feminism.
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EARLY MORNING STROLL

| walk on the early morning meadow:
Dewdrops kiss my bare feet;

The wood is like a profound blessing;
Songbirds shuttle

Between me and Nature

Penetrating

Some invisible drapery.

Cool breezes and trembling leaves,
Shattering the blue sky into pieces,
Like bits of blue glass

We can reassemble

And take home to deck a corner.

When did the long night fall asleep?
When did the bright day awaken?
From behind the hills the younger sun

Is sprinkling his white and red and gold,

While the great earth gently unfolds
Her shimmering bosom.
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Panxi, morning of 19 June 1945.





