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Twelve Hakka Folksongs

Translated by C. H. Kwock
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The lychee fruit has red skin
And white meat.

When I put it in my mouth,
It’s honey-sweet.

If I could talk to you, my love—

" One word repeat—

That would be sweeter far, my love,
Than lychee to eat.
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High on the mountain top a plum tree stands;

1 wait your coming, holding a branch with my hands.

My mother asks, ‘“What are you looking at?”

“When will the plum tree blossom? I’'m looking at that.”
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Many roads on a mountain,
But none touches the sky;
Enough water in the river,
Yet the rice fields go dry.

With no eye in a needle,

The thread can’t get through;
I'm bursting with words

But can’t say them to you.
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A long time without singing,
I forgot how the ballad goes;
A long time without fishing,
I forgot how the river flows.

A long time without writing,
I forgot how letters are made;
A long time without you,
Sorrow on sorrow laid.
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I bought a new paper fan
And waved it to get a breeze.
I bought a new pair of scissors—
-T’ll be a tailor with these.

There’s one thing I’'m looking for—
A girl who understands me,

But by sailing my boat in a well
I'll never get to sea.
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Deep in the hillside
The trees give good shade,
But I only hear her singing—
I can’t see the maid.

My love, if you care for me
Answer if you will—

Don’t make me look for you
All over the hill.
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I brought no tobacco IE & B M
But I'm going to have a smoke, 5!5 B &%
And I’'m going to make love =gy 8 A

Although I am broke.

The ancient sage Jiang Ziya
Went fishing with a pin;

If you want to get hooked,
Come on! You begin!
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Jingling pockets—empty pockets— X R/ A &
“I’1l never really care. % H B M

I freely love you, lover— W% T

I'm a girl the wolf can’t scare.

All I ask is that both of us
May joys and sorrows share.
The darkest night will have an end
And a sunrise will be there.

“Wolf here means poverty.
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If this is how it is
- Then let it be so,
For even the greatest love
At last has to go.

The petals have to fall
From the reddest flower,

And wine, though it’s old and sweet,
In the end turns sour.
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I see you off, my darling,
Under the giant tree.

I tell you, please go quickly,
And quickly come back to me.

There are wild flowers by the roadside,
But don’t pick the ones you see,

For here at home, my darling,

You have your peony.
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As far as the well in the courtyard
I see you off, my love,

While the blackening clouds cover
Half the sky above.

If only the rain will come,
If only the rain will pour,

And keep you here, my love,
For just a few days more.

You, my love, are a dragon in the sky.
A flowering bush upon the earth am I.
If the dragon doesn’t caper, no rain will fall;

Without rain, my flowers won’t be bright at all.
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