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L1 Qingzhao: Selected Poems

Translated by Bing Xin

Portrait of Li Qingzhao
By Cui Hui

These translations were first published in an article on Li Qingzhao entitled “A Chinese Sappho” by Laura Hibbard
Loomis in a Boston magazine, Poet Lore Vol. 41 (lan.-Dec. 1930), pp. 132-139. Loomis was Bing Xin's dissertation
supervisor at Wellesly College. Reprinted by permission of Bing Xin.
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SPRING IN WULING

The wind grows still;
Sweet is the scented dust
-With flowers that fall.
Though day is nearly done

| have no wish to dress my hair.

Mere things about me stay
But men they come and go
Till all old ways are past.
My tears drop down
Before | speak.

| heard them say the Spring
On Twin Stream is lovely still.
l, too, in my frail boat

Should like to drift.

But on Twin Stream

it could not bear

My heavy weight

Of grief.

Calligraphy by Tang Jinteng.
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ONE BRANCH OF SPRING FLOWERS
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The sweet red lotus flower is gone,

And Autumn cools my green reed-mats.
Slowly I doff my silken dress;

| enter alone my little boat.

Who from the cloud sends down to me
That letter scribed on silk?

The geese write across the sky

The symbol of the geese again;

Full moonlight fills my western room.

e by By A i o S v

Apart the flowers fall,

Apart the waters flow away.

Love is but one and yet it mourns,
Being parted, in two separate places.
| have no power to shed my hurt;
Grief goes from my drawn brows
But pierces straightway my heart.
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Material not available
due to copyright restrictions.

Inspired by the Poetry of Li Qingzhao.
By Zhuang Shouhong

TO DRINK BENEATH THE SHADOW OF THE FLOWERS”

In the eastern garden | hold my wine cup in the evening light.
Impalpable the fragrance that fills my sleeves.

Do not say this cannot break your heart:

1, who in the west wind roll the curtain up,

| grow more frail than frailest yellow flowers!

" Only the second half of the poem is translated.
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THE IMPERIAL ROAD"

Within my wicker bed behind the paper curtain | waken in the morn:
The lonely desolateness | cannot tell.

The incense smoke is gone; the censer’s jade is cold,

My mood is tasteless, chill as water.

Three times | hear the flute playing the song.
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* The name of the tune is commonly given as “A Solitary Goose” #IFESR . Accordingtothe Cili 3%, the two
tunes are the same. Only the first half of the poem is translated.
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WASHING SILK IN THE STREAM®

Above my tower hangs the sky’s clear blue tent;
Below my tower the grass spreads far to meet the sky.
Do not climb to the highest place,

For that will make you sad.

The shoots of young bamboo have turned to reeds
Beside my door; the blossoms fall,

Petals and mud the building swallows take.

Alas, how can | bear to hear

Again the cuckoo calling in the wood?
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" This poem is usually atributed to Zhou Bangyan BE##Z (1056-1121).
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- WASHING SILK IN THE STREAM

Down in the little yard

Idly through my window,

| see the depth of Spring.

The double curtains are unrolled,
Their shadow is dark and long;

| lean against my tower,

| play my lute of jade

But | do not speak one word.

The far peak of the hill

Grows clear in evening light.
Nearby the fine wind blows the rain,
Pear blossoms start to fade;

| fear they cannot bear that rain.
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TO ROUGE THE LIPS"

She comes down from the swing;
Weary, she wipes her little hands.

Like heavy dew on lightsome flowers

The tiny beads of sweat
Have dampened her thin dress.

She spies someone who comes;—
Her slippers fall; her gold pin slips;
Shyly she runs away,

Yet leaning on the door she turns
And smiling smells

The blue spring flowers she holds.
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" This poem is usually attributed to an anonymous poet of the Song dynasty.
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Material not available

due to copyright
restrictions.

LIKE A DREAM

Often times of old

in the Brook Pavilion,

When the sun was late

| drank and lost my way.
When my wild mood was o’er
| homeward turned my boat.
Confused | pushed it on

Through a forest of lotus flowers.

Struggling to go across
I frightened every bird,
Each gull and egret
On the river bank.
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GODDESS OF MERCY

Soft wind and thin sunshine
Mark still the early Spring.

Its robe, refreshed, | wear,

Yet when | wake a chill

Has fallen and my spring Flower
Is withered on my hair.

That olden home of mine,
Where is it now?

Forget it | cannot

Save in the wine

| lose myself.

Precious chanchu incense burns
The while | sleep;

| wake, — the fragrance is gone,
Only the wine is left.
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FISHERMAN’S LUCK"

I say life’s path is long and my day short;

| have done naught save learn a few rare lines to write.
The great wind roc flies by for ninety thousand miles.
Stop not, O wind!

Blow ye my little boat of reeds unto the Mountains Three.
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i Only the second half of the poem is translated.
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JOY OF PEACE

Each year when snow was on the ground

| used to drink and put Spring Flowers upon my hair.
And now | pluck the blossoms one by one

Without a single happy thought;

Nothing | gain but tears upon my dress.

This year | live edged by the sky

And cornered by the sea;

Upon my temples the hair is grey.

From the strong blowing of the evening wind

| know I shall not see Spring Flowers tonight.
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