Selected S ung Poems

Translé:lfe:d'.by Louise Ho

Evening at Sea: an Occasional Poem

Fair it was not, foul neither.

The boat is quietly gliding;

No wave heaves, no wind blows.

Sitting here, I’'m both happy and unhappy.
While I have the South hills in view

I lose sight of the North.
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Yang Wan-fi

Returning Home at Night after Welcoming Guest
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Arising we meet a blue sky, unusually blue!
The whole sky without a single star

Suddenly the ground appears melted into water.
Then 1 realize it is moon-light

Bathing the entire yard!

RPEHAE | CHEE
[ B
SRt s

~
=
>

O 2 e it oo e H
= S > E

g

Yang Wan-li

These poems have been compiled by Mr. Stephen C. Soong. I am
indebted to Miss Rebecca W.Y. Mok who has helped me extensively
with these poems.

125




126 RENDITIONS Autumn 1978

R

.
-

Bl T " T
& 2P
oK BT B %M
¥ o# B A
A~/ - & I
A R R N =
AN H E R n o 2z
At the Mouth of the River Tino-po
A journey a thousand miles across mountains and
rivers;
As we emerged from the narrows of the mountains
The North winds fretted.
And now, the water’s reflection
comes through the East window,
While moon-light comes through the Western one,
Shining alike on the sleepless man in the boat.
Yang Wan-li
Late Spring
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Late spring, and my heart aches for home.

Heavy with illness, my longing

Is lengthy as my hair

As I comb it out.

While swallows on the beams
chitter-chatter all day long,

And the soft breeze wafts in
the scent of roses through the blinds.
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Li Ch'ing-chao
Lotus in the Rain

Swathed in jade-green

The lady stood in the water.

Beads of fragrant perspiration

Dab the smoothness of her powdered face.
Then comes a breeze, the waves ripple,
And the pearls are shaken off,

Not ever to be gathered again.
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Travelling

Colder than pond waters

Paler than autumn

At the end of the far lane

The small landing—-

Alas; but how to arrest

This which escapes all depiction,
Such that would cancel out

The sorrows of a life-time.
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Ssu-ma Ch'ih

Still Night

The silence of midnight
fills the vacant study,
The cold wind piercing the bone
prevents sleep.
Autumn’s gusts force up the bamboo blinds
Letting in the moon-light
That falls on my pillow.
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Ssu-ma Kuang

Longing for Home

People say

Where the sun sets

Is where the world ends.

My vision stretches to the world’s end,
But I cannot see home.

I resent the green mountains

That one after another

Obstruct my view-—

Mountains which themselves disappear
Behind the twilit clouds.
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As the West wind ruffles black sable,
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Autumn Evening
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It has seen me travel-weary

Over countless hills and dales.

Now the red leaf is coated in frost,

The sky will soon see the geese depart;
And the cloaks of reeds are wet with rain,
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Evening Scene

Floating clouds that open and close

As they shift in the evening breeze;

A bird flying afar

Is white in a luminous sky.

The arch of the rainbow cuts the scene in two—
The thunder and rain of the South hills,

And the fair weather of the North.

Huang Kéng
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As this visitor begins his poem on autumn.
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Sung Po-jén

Spring Morning

Spring morning, and the lake is fraught
with wind and rain;
Events of this world wax and wane
like the opening and withering of flowers.
I retreat behind doors, quiet thoughts
Tell me there is nowhere a place for joy.
Like a carefree cloud
I come and go the livelong day.

Monk Chéng Chiieh
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Occasional Poem

Thus to recall
meeting at the carved bridge—
The flowers were alive—
You were as they,
And gentle, as the young willows.
Say not
that absence of words
is an absence of heart;
The Spring breezes are laden with thought,
And these waters tell of sorrow.

Chang Lei

Written on the Walls of T'ai-I Falace

From the heart of darkest green

Comes Cicadas’ chirping in the willows.

The lotus at sunset is fiery red,

Aglow in the haze of thirty-six ponds.
White-haired 1 now revisit the South of the River.
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Twenty years ago to this very place
Did my father and brother bring me,
As we travelled East and West.
To-day, a white-haired man, I return
Looking in vain for former traces.

Wang An-shih
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At Ning P'u
I pore over my books from hour to hour H % J:Ab ﬁ? -
As 1 wipe the sweat from off my brow. E O B ﬁ 5
And people ask for what end such labour; m E % 8 i
Surely it is neither for fame nor prosperity. Lk ;k ﬁ % = %
Only to while away the livelong day SR 3R MV 8
And to wave off the cares of the world. 5 & * B

Ch'in Kuan

Bamboos in Ink

Po-I had it in the family for generations,

In the rain 1 see a stalk or two.
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Mao Yii

Spring Song at the Three Terraces
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Last night a gentle wind rose %ﬂ
with a spray of rain,

This morning a thin mist brought
a slight chill.

But hark! A bird’s call under the eaves

Telis me the flowers and the willows are unharmed.

IR | Sk

vREAEN S E-D
A EEEE T
B[ L

A=

Hsii Fei






