Poetg/ from Peking |

Translated by Hsu Kai-yu

The poems in these pages are taken from Kai-yu Hsu’s new book, The Chinese Literary
Scene: A Writer’s Visit to the People’s Republic, fo be published August 1975 by Random
House. They are but a tiny part of a vast outpouring since Communist China came into
being. Although these works all seek to carry out Mao Tse-tung’s dicta on literature and
art they fall into iwo clearly demarcated periods: the first two poems translated here were
written in the 60’s and by poets, as such; the other selections are products of the 70’,
after the Cultural Revolution, written or rather “voiced” by workers, peasants and soldiers.
Professor Hsu, Chairman of the Comparative Literature Department at San Francisco State
University, translated and edited the anthology Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry, which

covers the first forty years’ output of modern Chinese verse written in the vernacular.

THOUGHTS, THOUSANDS OF MILES AWAY

Village on Dragon Pool,
Your river flows through me;
Dragon Pool, ah—Dragon Pool,

FEHER

Your drumbeat taps inside of me; TS T L,
Can’t forget! FIRBERD &S
How can 1 forget? SRR R L R A s

AR EAERO b

The old man traveled to Peking, thousands of miles, RS

Blue is his jacket, strong his care; EHEE?

He brought walnuts for us to share,

And their old scent returns from years ago Z AT BRI,
The scent of the nuts, AT RO
‘The scent of the Commune. # A EHEHER,

o BERUEEE;

A sheet of paper, a thousand miles of snow,  EmFE

A line of words, the Great Wall of ten thousand i, A

A stanza of verse to the Commune, will you please

Bring it back to the Dragon Pool Village. FEEEE A

BB REFE—1T:
BYFBB AT,
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The flag that flew on the walnut tree
Still flutters above my shoulder;

The drum that sounded under the tree
Stilt resounds inside of me.

Of the drum, the drum, the drum. ...

Once a poor peasant said in tears—

“There, in there, are my three children,
And, and my poor woman, their mother. ...}
Hob-nailed, edged with tracery, the drum
Struck out a flood of tears;

Red, cowhide-covered, the drum _
Struck out notes that resounded on and on.

Rocks tumbled on the Tai-hang Mountain,
A new look has come to the Hu-to River;
The drum’s stirring beat, the men’s uplifted spirit,
You are with me now, and I with you.
And the drum is still there,
Still sounding, on and on.

—T’I[EN CHIEN
" Winter 1962—Winter 1963.

1During the 1947 land reform, Chao Ho, a poor peasant from
Ping-shan, Hopei Province, told of his bitter experience: in 1926-27
he had to sell his three daughters for 60 strings of cash to pay his
rent owed to the landlord. Then ten years later he had to sell his
wife for the same reason. For a whole day and a whole night
husband and wife cried together, but there was no way out. All the
80 silver dollars, the price of his wife, went to the landlord, except
five which were handed over to the village government as a divorce
fee. The village government used it to buy a drum, a hob-nailed,
cowhide-covered red drum with its edges painted in tracery. Upon
liberation, the drum was handed back to the people.

The Dragon Pool Village is located in the Ping-shan County. I
stayed there for a period of time in 1938. It was then the seat of the
leadership for the Hopei-Chahar-Shansi Border Area.—T’ien Chien.
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BLACK WATER AND REEDS

Water in Black River

Why so dark?

Virgin woods on both banks,
New leaves push the old.

Bloomms at Reed Bloom Village
Why so white?

Winds bathed in frost

Have split the buds.

Tall houses near water
Built of stone;

" Gun terraces amid the flowers

Rock-lined.

Between the rocks,

Plots of land have been planted.
Even the cracks and crevices
Are filled with crops.

Sturdy Tibetan people
Strong-willed, like rocks;

They spark easily when rubbed,
And are easily tempered into steel.

Black River, black.
Reed blooms, white.
Black as black gold,
And white like snow.

—LIANG SHANG-CHUAN
Chungking, April 2, 1962.
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"EVERY CALENDAR PAGE,
A VICTORY POSTER?
_ ’ =
A journey of three thousand miles glowing in red gﬁgﬁ = E {‘t%ﬁ
sunlight, :
Thousands of wood shavings curl up a spnng tide %E‘-EEHE%’
under the plane. :'—%@'J?Eﬁﬁﬂ’
In long strides we fly across the threshold of 1971, RO EEL—F,
Every leaf from the calendar, a victory poster. RIRABEAER!
 _Res
—CHEN AN-AN BRRR
Yenan Machzne Casting Factory, Shanghai. LIS R

2This and the fo].lov)ing three poems are translated from
Thousands of Songs Dedicated to the Party, Shanghai, 1971.
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THE SPARK 24-HOUR STORE

To say you are big—

You have a counter only three feet long;
But to say you are small— '

You have the whole world in your bosom.

A piece of cake, a cup of tea,
Infinite warmth, infinite concern;
A book, a sheet of newspaper,
Deep as. the sea is the comradeship.

" Three hundred and sixty days a year,

Unfailing red sun, unfailing spring;
Workers, peasants, and soldiers come near you,
They feel they are with someone very dear.

You are a spark at night, a banner during the day,
A shining light of Mao Tse-tung’s thought.

You, Spark Store, lead the way;

All other lines of business will follow suit.

—LIU HUNG-YT
Meat Products Store, Chekiang South Road, Shanghai.
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IN MY NET I PULL UP
A TREMBLING HEAVEN AND EARTH

RENDITIONS Spring 1975

— AP E R R

Water blending into the sky, g::i‘_’
And a sweep of red cloud— i 'ﬁ ;E
Beautiful is the eastern sea. ! ﬁﬁﬁﬁ%
Hundreds of boats race; thousands of flags fly. PR .
Waves freeze in fright; E'?E‘%%f
Stormy winds take flight." ﬁiﬂ‘%fé’ .
When its sound is heard the motor is already ten %’ﬁg%ﬂf—'—@’
knots away, o AR AN ET o
~ And the fishing vessels shoot forth like arrows. o
%E B,
Arms swinging, heads held up high. MR—B T8l
A shout at the sky, “Let’s go!” — MR RHR,
In my net I pull up a trembling heaven and earth, RUTEER o
And the eastern sea is hauled aboard.
_ L B BRAg,
Red sun on the cabin window, HBEEKAEL,
Sails swollen with eastern breeze; HEiFE R,
Heroic gusto fills Leap-forward songs— R TEEHFE R
We shall not return until ten eastern seas are in the ol
net! : —/j:’i@
ERTHRAALES
—SHEN PIAO
The East-Is-Red Farm, Shanghai.
EWT THE OLD ANCHORMAN
T, HEE, The Old Anchorman, what a guy!
e REWRE, Wind and frost on his shoulders, and on his face,
BB, a broad grin.
R A F s His wrinkles repeat -the wave lines on the sea;
. His huge hands, modeled after the anchors.
B HRESE L,
BT ST, He stands forth on the bow, holding his head high.
A R — A He’s racing ahead, bringing with him the whole
T Y ¢ Y N blue sky.

And as the whistle blows, clink-clank rings the.

chain;

A pair of anchors are up, in his hand. ...
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. He’s our new committeeman,

A deserving representative elected by us all.
At fifty, now he joins the Communist Party;
Hey! the youth of revolution never ages.

His position has changed, but not he
Who never forgets this pair of anchors—
They’ve fought shoulder to shoulder with him for
"~ decades;
Together they’ve conquered untold numbers of
storms.

That year when the seamen went on strike,

He stared at the bayonets in his face but refused
to touch the anchors.

The whistle blew only at the sight of red flags
unfurling '

Over angry waves that packed wild gusts of wind
in the harbor.

The Cultural Revolution, a spring-heralding thunder
peal.

He splits the winds and waves, standing always erect.

Following closely the steps of Chairman Mao,

He grips the great power entrusted in him by the
Party. 4

Often he says: with Chairman Mao giving us
direction,

And the Party giving us unfailing support,

Before our big ship arrives at its destination,

Nobody can make us drop anchor any time any
where.

—TING LIN-FA
Seaman on Motorboat Worker-Peasant-Soldier No. 12.



