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Eight Selected Poems

By Huang Kuo-pin
Translated by the Poet

Free Associations on a Serenade
1

The strings sound like water.
| drift with the ripples
Beyond time,

Like the celestial boat!
Sailing into the Silver River.?

2

Tenderly,

Petal upon petal,

A lily opens to me

On a summer night,

Until its jade pistil is revealed.

7 May 1973
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Lin Chinese mythology, the celestial boat is a raft which sails between the stars in the heavens.

2Silver River is the Chinese name for the Milky Way.
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Lily of the Valley

Like a lake or a mountain never visited by man,

Espying a lily of the valley at dawn,

Dewy on a high ridge,

Denied to the eyes of mortals since the beginning of time.

| saw you from a distance.

1 March 1977
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Huang Kuo-pin

| Fear | May Grow Old Before Frost Fall!

Why do my thoughts, like water,
Before White Dew? has ever come,
Flow into the vast emptiness?
Beyond the emptiness
my long-open eyes,
Weary, perplexed, like two ancient wells
Beneath the evil wings of bats, fearful of nightfall,
In the hour before sunset,
Amidst broken walls and the /alang grass,
Await a distant dawn.

Across the wide river, the southern bank looks
north in silence.
In silence the northern bank awaits a small boat
Bringing home the scattered clansmen,
Scrutinizing through the sheen of tears
faces long missed;
Awaits a bridge, even if roughly built,
To span the heart-breaking divide,

So that after the storm the unworthy son, long exiled, . _

Can hasten home by the light of the moon:
Trembling, push open the creaking door,
Gaze into the house, and, with a long sigh,

Try to know again through tears the ruined courtyard; .

Then, kneeling down, lips quivering,
Stretch out his trembling hands, close his eyes,

And touch the shrine of his ancestors in the moon-. ...

But, looking north, | fear | may grow old before
Frost Fall,
Standing atop the mountain like a stone figure,
Alone with the vastness and solitude
of heaven and earth,
Fearful of the storms
That sweep darkly across the myriad mountains,

Bringing with them from the distance the bleak despair of

dusk.

31 August 1978

IFrost Fall: the eighteenth solar term in the traditional Chinese calendar.

2White Dew: the fifteenth solar term.
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Rhapsody on a Rainy Night m&IE48
The rain drips from the eaves, BERIEI TR KRS,
Drips, till the world sleeps; REFTHEAEARE,
Drips, till all sound dies; ‘ RBEI—VBEFRR,
Quenching every star in the sky. E—RKA BRI,
And then, the universe resembles a shell, ey, THEREHRETZEHRE,
Ethereal chamber wherein echo only RERETHWEERTEE,
The raindrops dripping from the dark eaves. ‘
19808 A8H
8 August 1980
Tropical Fish
The velvet-leaved hetaeria in the garden:
Like a creamy jade cup with curled lips,
Suffused with delicate pink,
The fragrance of its flower-heart brimming like a vintage in the dark.
In the starlight, | dive beneath the summer night sea,
And, flushed with drink, brush aside the soft waves and fine ripples,
Which shine black and sleek. ‘
Forward along a familiar route, the warm currents
Wash silent past my brow, until at last | find two celestial shells,
Exquisite, ingeniously wrought,
Lying quietly hid in the depths of the warm currents,
Waiting for passionate tropical fish to swim forward
and gently kiss them.
10 June 1982

BERA

EEAKEBNAEH

Iy R E PR E A BRAL,

A E RINEEERE W,
BXTF, BEBHENRERGEE,
FEARBEBA S 5EM R IRAIBRIRFI AR 05,
BEEG T ANE, FEEZOEN
FARMTTER, REBEEBREWUWE,
ERER IR, W,
SRS HHANRIBEREY,

19826 A10A



204 RENDITIONS 1988

When My Dream Spreads Like Some Boundless Land

At night, - :

When-my dream spreads like some boundless land,

I wish for it a long coastline of gleaming sand -

Gently washed by warm waves in the moonlight,

And strewn with lilac shells, picked by one delicate hand.

And then, you sail into my domain,

Quietly moor your boat in a cove, wade barefoot through the water.
Under the moon, you no fonger hesitate or restrain,

But your steps, your beautiful ankles, tread my dreamland’s border.

31 March 1983
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The Great Bell of Yongle

The Great Bell of Yongle, traditionally known as the King of Bells, is one of
the largest bronze bells in the world. Cast during the Yongle period of the Ming
dynasty, it is 6.75 metres high, and weighs more than 23,300 kilograms. The outer
diameter of its base measures 3.3 metres. On its surface are inscribed the texts of
scriptures, made up of more than 227,000 characters in the regular script. Its sound
can be heard over 45 kilometres away. It is still black and shiny, as though newly
cast. It is kept in the Temple of the Great Bell in Peking.

Small gongs and cymbals may vie with each other,

But you are the River of Heaven, a still flow,

Quiet in the nightsky of time.

Like the Tanggula Mountains,

Gathering the roar of the Qutang Gorge

Into the glaciers of Geladandong;

Like a mighty river, frozen in its thundering surge,

Its billows abruptly checked, like a cavalry charge

Of six hundred years ago suddenly reined to a halt;

Like a coral-pink shell in the starlight

Drawing in the soft waves and ripples that lap upon the sand. -
For six hundred years, your voice

Has been a dark wave

Lying a thousand fathoms below the sea.

More silent than the warm current that slips between the seaweed.
When the small gongs and cymbals have tired themselves out,
And every ear is weary of noise,

Then will you wake like a giant,

Wiping the moss from his curly whiskers,

Stretching himself, and lifting his head.

At each breath

Every ear will hear a cataract from the River of Heaven,
Dark thunderbolts stampeding in a myriad valleys.
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In the highest firmament
The billowing firs will roar, echoing the surging tide of
the moonlit night.
Hurtling headlong into the Qutang Gorge, the Tuotuo River
Will echo the cavalry charging across the vast plain.
The thunder will gradually die away,
Will fade; the waves and the rumbling of hoofs will fade.
The billowing of the firs, wafted by the north wind,
Will pass into the Yan Mountains.
The tide will slowly, slowly ebb.
And in the starlight, a coral-pink shell on a gleaming strand
Will gently pour the warm ripples of a summer night.

20 January 1982
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Light

| hail the latent aura of your coming.

And when you come, you do not exult,

You never create a din.

© But silently, well above the horizon,

Like red agate melting, streaming over

Cool blue crystal; :
Streaming into thickets of reed, waking fishermen from slumber,
Urging them to row out into the misty waters of the east.

I hail you when with full majesty

You stride across a myriad dewy mountains before earth wakes
In the dimness of dawn, your dazzling golden cape

Trails over inland lakes that have never seen swan,

Across vast prairies, where flocks have not grazed,

Touches the fearless chest of the skylark

At heights where slings and arrows reach not.

I hail you when you shine white upon the threshing floors in silent night,
White on brooks and cliffs deep in the mountains;

And when you travel in the night sky, alone and proud.

| hail you when you sparkle on the banks of the River of Heaven,
Tinkling like the ear-rings of a beautiful woman,

Or, flashing green like an arrow loosed from the bow,

Shoot into the utmost wilderness of the universe.

Yet, most of all | hail

Your roaring in the night,

Standing alone, unshaken in the very heart of darkness,

Midst howling wolves and ravening tigers,

Comforting every fearful eye.

In the long-drawn night, when the strongest bastion

Yields, surrenders in the dark,

Its sharp features melting into shadow;

When spectres and ghouls go haunting;

When daylight heroes, like weeds on the seashore,

‘Lie prostrate, huddle during the rising of tides;

When grey-clad strangers

Flash past and hurl themselves into the night?

Leaving no trace;

You are left alone, between heaven and earth,

A stance most sharply defined.

Then, between heaven and earth, you are the one blaze roaring,
For, between heaven and earth,

You are the only true hero. .

8 June 1982
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