The Golden Year qf Fan Cb’en(q-ta

Translated by Gerald Bullert

On this and the following pages we present a random harvest from the
Jruits of Mr. Bullett’s experiment—being 8 out of a total of 60 poems
in Fang Ch’eng-ta’s paean to the four rural seasons. These are reproduced
by permission of Mrs. Rosalind Bullett, from the Cambridge University
Press book. . '

EARLY SPRING

Today, with lifting heart and bow’d back, : FA8
Of rice-seed we open the first sack. '
The thunderquake, which puts an end to drouth s .
And draws a blind over the crested south, = H @Bﬁﬁﬁ/@
Is filling the fields with water, drop by drop, BILUESRERLT
And all the signs foretell a decent crop. A
See, there, how the wallowing tide \ GETRBEK
Slaps at the bridge’s underside. HEEE T/ IE
LATE SPRING
BeFF ~ For thirty days, jealous of visitors,

The silkworm lives unseen, behind shut doors.

. Even the nearest of neighbours will refrain
p— = :
=HE =M+ From making footprints in the dusty lane.
0 B ER 2P A HE Only on golden mornings, when the breeze

= Scarce stirs the dew that lingers in the trees

== ’
@%%ﬁ%]ﬂ;@—[‘_ They come together to gather the mulberry leaf,
REMSEEHEE With serious smile and conversation brief. .
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SUMMER

Sons in the fields all day, daughters at evening
Spinning hemp and weaving,

These with nimble fingers and strong arms
Contrive to keep things going on our farms.
This little grandchild, five years short of twelve,
As yet can neither spin nor deeply delve:

Yet even he, even so,

Under the mulberry his melon-seeds would grow.
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Shadows extend, under the slanting sun:

YRS T E A The cicadas’ bubbling noise goes on and on.
R The night falls, but frogs, too wide awake,

%EEE’“%HE&E ~ Cannot forbear their automatic croak.
IO EZEEAH EHVE Use now the art of being dull of sense,

—p o 2 And so by feigning find indifference:
=1
FRFP/IFN How else may the dream-soul, each mortal has,

On viewless wing approach my bed of grass?

AUTUMN

Through the new-built yard, smooth as looking-glass,

Group after group of busy workers pass: :
For the threshing of rice-grain they come together
- Taking advantage of fine frosty weather.

Rustic voices, joking, singing, rumbling,

Are like a remote thunder’s gentle grumbling;
And all night long, till the first glimmer of dawn,
The rhythmic beat of the flail goes on and on.
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Golden Year

Rich store of pulse and corn, this thriving year,
Crams to the brim our jars of earthenware.

By heaven’s gift of good fermentable grain

We tread already the royal way of wine,
Though hardly knowing, liquor still so new,

If yet to add our leaflings of bamboo.

And now the Day of Double Brightness comes,

With autumn’s festal _ﬂowers,‘ chrysanthemums.

WINTER

-~

45

BRI R
RE BRI
NEFEEE R
1 Bk B Bt GE B

2 B8 : Let the boat take me leisurely where it will,

So of these snow-bright slopes I have my fill.
The wind falls, is still. Cold and fine,

i H&EZ LG The evening air grows ever more crystalline.
BB AR T B The rhythmic pole makes music in my ears

e Like breaking jade or shatter of pearly spheres:
HEE—EHRERE By which I guess the water’s shining face

e EBER vk Already wears a brittle sheet of ice.

In village highways, when the year ends,

Each winter sees a festival of friends.

Good neighbours won’t neglect, for anything,

The ritual of the mutual visiting.

In long, linen garments, white as snow,

From house to wooden house the old men go.

“Give you good den,” they’ll say. * *Twas made at home,
This gown of mine: wove on our own loom.”
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