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To the Tune of Ts’ai-sang tzu

=B Y AUtk les The West Lake is lovely
) he
IRERLT After the passing away_ of the
i Many splendors of spring.
REEBE Heaps of red scattered,
EUETEHR Flying catkins like delicate rain.
Over the railings,
Hanging willows sway all day in the breeze."
TR A |
The musicians have left
Ly B 7 3
mREE Pleasure-seckers are gone, before I realize
TR The emptiness of spring.
8 B A T The window curtain let down,

In the gentle rain
A pair of swallows come flying home.
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To the Tune of Tieh lien hua

M TE o Falling ;.)ete}ls waft .
_ And whirl in the wind
HIEETERAEE ‘  In the face.
- The willows are heavy,
PIE R : The mist deep and dense,
EE Bﬂﬁéj{ﬁ ~ Snowy white catkins fly around.
: ' As the touch of cold after rain lingers on,
Tﬁ{ﬁf%@iﬁ?fﬁ . 1feel depressed,
%u_ﬁ(_@r AR R -~ .Wrapped in spring sorrow and the 111-effects of
wine.
TR LEZER Beside the pillow,
BurER : The bedscreen. encloses like blue waves. -
RSN AL : A green quilt, an ornate lamp, . R
73
BRI Night after night these things I face
HEBEREME - In vain emptiness.
A %E%E?{QTEJ: "7 .. . Lonely, I rise

To lift the embroidered curtam
‘"The ‘moon is right above
The pear blossoms, so bright.
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To the Tune of Yii-chia ao

The warm sun moves slowly, flowers gracefully
sway.

Girls with their rouge and powder compete with
the flower for beauty.

Flowers cannot speak, they can only smile.

Let’s empty the golden jug.

Flowers, not yet past their prime,

Are blossoming, and we are still young.

In front of the city gates,
Horses and carriages throng the thoroughfares.

- Travellers, don’t you long for the roads of Ch’ang-

an.
From the palace, the sound of the water-clock—
The street drum announces the hour,

- Hastening the dusk and the dawn.

Men are the first to grow old in the city of Ch’ang-
an.’ '



103

+ BB
T E MR
BiRE A RIEE
7 A
5 — W

B LHEERE
REINBREE
BERTRTE
KB |
TIREEEHAE.

Ou-yang Hsiu
Zh M A R EE Y &
Xz EE  FRME A
% e 4 ~@r
L RihE B T oA
5 A A 3 gk &
ALV L A b %ok gy

To the Tune of Yii-chia ao

_ The tenth month—month of the Little Spring.

Plum trees are starting to send out blossoms.

A red stove, a painted chamber refurbished

Behind the bed-curtain, she who is beautiful snug-
gles in the warm bed,

Too:lazy to. wash and comb her hair.

- Over the night, the jade water-clock is covered

lightly with ice.

Upstairs, on all. four sides, curtains are left hanging.

The cold mountain looks its best from afar.
The wind blows urgently, breaking off
The line of migrating birds.

The red sun sets,
Over the river, confused clouds signal the coming

of snow.
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To the Tune of Yii-chia ao

The" fourth month——spring has gone from the
. woods.’
Deep and ‘dense, 11ke a heavy curtam the trees give
leafy shade.
With the flower twig I’ve plucked still in my hand

- My sleeves were full of scent. ) ‘
‘Among the leaves, the plums are green like peas.

Often, rain and wind season the weather.

... “Rows of new bamboo-shoots sprout—-
- Their frosty skin thickening.
= .. 1 dash .off a few poems on the depalture of spnng,
~ “Simply to go with the drinking.
The ~color of the cherries reflect bnghtly on the

s11ver plates '
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BRI To the Tune of Yii-chia ao
- Evening of the Seventh Day of the Seventh
ERBENIER Month of the Year '
_ E# $EE$EI#. The magples ﬁll the Milky Way, the fan'y waves
f ﬁﬁ%ﬁ; - are.shallow.
K¥s - The cloud-chariot is already by the Star Bndge
: , ) With the fading end of the twilight glow
& el £ APEHE - The.street drum announces the hour.
The bright daylight shrinks.
To. the west of the sky a golden crescent hangs
%ﬁ%’x& iy 5 o
: : = Parted for a whole year, they now meet again.
= > ; ‘
Z{f{iﬁﬁ;ﬁﬁ% Where do old woes and new joy end? '
EEE : _Treasure this joyful period in Heaven,
NG Z:/E}{%iﬁ%ﬁ The good night is short.

-On earth, the silver-marker of the water-clock

. should not be urging time on men!
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To the Tune of Tieh lien hua

. The water mirrors an autumn sky;

The wind makes wrinkles of wavelets.
Dim and distant, the fairy boat seems to float in an
autumn sky.

- Gathering lotus blossoms covered with dew—

For one moment she is plunged into sadness.
The flowers, too, look like a tear covered face.

She plucks a lotus stem, but the threads would not
let go

The stem is broken, but the threads remain un-

.severed—

How sad!

On your way.-home, do not let your boat float with
the flowers. ,

Somewhere, on the bank of the river,

Someone is waiting for you!
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To the Tune of Ts’ai-sang tzu

Ten years ago I was a winebibber,

Beneath a bright moon, a wind clear and cool
And so I withered and waned,

As sorrow and worries grew.

Relentless time flashes by.

My hair has changed, but not my heart.

Let me hold on to this golden goblet,

And listen to the old songs again—

.Songs that remind me of those good old drunken
days. : ~
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To the Tune of Ts'ai-sang tzu

All my life I have loved the West Lake,
- Where I once arrived with a retinue of vermilion
wheels.
But. riches and honor are like floatmg clouds
In a moment, twenty springs have slipped by.

Coming back, I feel like the crane of Liao-tung.
The city and. its people,

All have changed wherever I turned. -

Who is there to recognize the governor of long ago?
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ﬁ*ﬁ%‘\ To the Tune of Ch’'ang hsiang-ssu
HmE Floating duckweed covers the stream,
R Willows wind along the embankment.
S I saw the wayfarer off, to the west of the stream.
N NA : B
UEBSEPN- NG , As 1 return, the moon is low over the ﬁelgls.
[E1 3 RE A K

The mist is heavy, the wind chills.
Once more, leaning against the vermilion gate,

EE 1 listen for the sound of his horse neighing—
B EE In the freezing cold, a pair of gulls fly together.
EHRFTES '

EEHER
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- To the Tune of Ch’ang hsiang-ssu .

-~ :The flowers are like you,

The willows are like you, "
Flowers and willows are in their youth as we part.

-.. You hang your head while tears fall

East of the Yangtze River,

- West of the Yangtze River, o
.. On-the two:shores of the river two mandarin ducks

. fly: their separate ways—
When will they ever meet again?
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To the Tune of Yii-lou ch’un

. With the wildgoose and the swallow ‘gone,
- Spring too takes its leave.

I try 'to fig:ure out the endless, straggling threads

Like a spnng dream each comes, who knows for
how long?

. Like the morning: cloud each dlsappears
~Nowhere to be found.

“For the sound of my zither,

She_gives me a girdle-gem,
Kindred spirit of immortals.

+. . Though: I hold on to her silken dress Wthh tears,

.I.cannot induce her to stay.

Don’t alone.be the sober one, my friend.-

:There aren’t many times

You can be dead drunk among the flowers.
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RB1EW To the Tune of Lang t'ao sha
B R With a glass of wine in hand

p I drink to the east wind:

AR

B3 {‘ﬁiﬁ‘ o Pray tarry a little!—
EGEBERE East of Loyang,
o =2 Pé.éﬂ% i - Along the streets of the capital
”,J_XE i By Where the willows hang,
RS R . There, we used to stroll hand in hand,

Rambling past every flower shrub.

R 88 - Meeting and parting,

a)=8::33 All is too hasty.

PN . This sorrow has no end. .
! iﬁ%iiﬂ o Flowers bloom redder this year than last.
AERETEE T : Next year, they will blossom even finer.
A B HE R o .. But who will be

There to share them
With me?
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To the Tune of Yii-lou ch’'un

With a jug of wine before me, 1 try to announce

BN R R 3 Jug of wine before

= 2 e day of my departure.

:£ '/_L\' b . .
ek Before I can utter a word, the face of spring dis-
ANEBREHRER solves into choking tears.

/ B Some men are born with dedicated love.

SLIRA SR A This sorrow has nothing to do with the moon nor
‘ the wind.
MR EERFTE , |
Lt AL Please do not set the parting-song to a new tune,
— MBI i One is enough to tie the heart in knots.
BHAEREBHIE Until I have seen the last of Loyang’s flowers,
te e B 5 5 It’ll not be easy for me to bid the spring wind

goodbye.



114

We

WV ‘::r /5
W B 1Y
% FE ¥
i ST

BT A
il E%
> 4~ )
a¥r -
Yo F P

EER

B —wERF
- BRI RIE G
- ADAE

A

[EREEFRR

EEZRETN NS

EEEBTESE

B &R it

<),

3
[}
(.

i

RENDITIONS 1979

A A~ Brrr Z.
BALkE — g
WER L 7
P e Iz

7 '."'

To the Tune of Yii-lou ch’un

A mght of blustering storm and wmd
- In-the last days of spring

* -~ Sends red petals

n
FEEHESE

Falling.and flying from the trees.

" . ‘Men and flowers alike would love spring to stay on.
-Having no- feeling, spring leaves with -no qualms.

Alornie and sad, with wine in hand,
Upon this high tower I murmur to myself—

© “May I ask where Spring has gone t0?”
‘Wide and empty, o

The evening clouds do not understand me.
There are only the green willows and the grassy
road:
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To' the Tune of Yii-lou ch’un .

Loyang is perfect in the ﬂowermg season 1
Rich fragrance and gentle scent -
Fill the air in turn.

"The gossamer deliberately entwines me o
- The willows, for no reason, vie to bid farewell.

+ 'Where the apricots blossom pink. -

The green of the hills is dented.
At the foot of the hill,

i+ A traveller takes his rest. :
C Tonlght who would follow me over such a dis-

“tance?.

: None ‘but.the lonely moon above the solitary i inn.
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To the Tune of Lin-chiang hsien

"A light peal of thunder

From beyond the willow trees.

‘Rain on the pond,

Falling,

Scatters and patters,

Upon the lotus leaves.

Across the 'western corner of the
Small house, a broken rainbow hangs
Brightly, as I rest on the balcony,
Awaiting moonrise.

.A swallow comes flying,

Taking a peek under the painted beam.
Jade hooks let the curtain hang loose.
The cool waves remain still,

A bamboo mat spreads unruffled.
Beside the twin crystal pillows

Lies a fallen haijrpin.
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To the Tune of Yii-lou ch’'un
Two old men happen to meet on this festive day
When the willow catkins are flying like snow.
Against youth let’s drink, to the very last cup!
Faced with the young blossoms, don’t let us
Feel ashamed of our white hair.
Like an arrow on the bowstring
Are life’s meetings and partings.
A feeling for separation grows intense with old age.
Let’s pour from our golden lotus cups,
And leave the morning moon

To sink behind the Western tower!
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To the Tune of Nan-ko tzu

A phoenix-shaped bun in a gold-splashed ribbon.

A palm-like comb of jade carved with  dragons.
She comes over under the window, :
Laughing and putting her arms under mine,
Keeps asking, '

“Are my brows painted in the right shade °

To be in fashion?”

She leans on me

- And plays long with her brush.-

- Drawing flowers, trying her first sketch.
" Lightly idling away all those sewing hours!

With a smile she asks, o
“Those words for mandarin drake and duck,
How do you write them?”
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FEE
BE To the Tune of Su chung-ch’ing
%%%%%@% | .”-The FEloquent Brows
W] 5 EA K itz Rolling up gently a curtain in the-clear morning
BREAER oo dosty o
v 'She blows on her hands and applies a beauty mark.
: &E{/FELUE All because of this parting-sorrow, -
‘Deliberately, she draws her eyebrows long,
Like the distant hills. o
Ba=x Thinking of the past,
iy - Lamenting the flight of youth—
o 'So easy to. be grieved!
S5 She tries to sing;”
BRIk - But first composés her features;

RR=E
REAL

Just about to smile,
She knits her.brows again.

- Most heart-rending!
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To the Tune of Wang chiang-nan

A willow South of the River,

With leaves so small it gives yet no shade.

No one would have the heart to pluck its boughs,

Boughs so soft and frail.

The warbler fears that its branches are too delicate
to support a song,

Branches so tender and young.

They are best left till spring is farther along.

Fourteen years of age, or fifteen,

Leisurely, with a p’i-p’a in her arms

She looked around—

As we gambled on the steps and she ran past down
below,

Then had 1 already noticed her,

How could I fail to see her now?



