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English-Chinese Version

I Asked a Thief!

William Blake?

I asked a thief to steal me a peach,
He turned up his eyes;
I ask’d a lithe lady to lie her down,

Holy & meek she cries.

As soon as I went
An angel came.
He wink’d at the thief

And smiled at the dame—

And without one word said
Had a peach from the tree
And still as a maid

Enjoy’d the lady.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
D). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 123.
2 William Blake (1757-1827), was an English poet, painter, and printmaker.
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Stanzas for Music!

George Gordon Byron?

There be none of Beauty’s daughters
With a magic like thee;
And like music on the waters
Is thy sweet voice to me:
When, as if its sound were causing
The charmed ocean’s pausing,
The waves lie still and gleaming,

And the lulled winds seem dreaming.

And the midnight moon is weaving
Her bright chain o’er the deep;
Whose breast is gently heaving,
As an infant’s asleep.
So the spirit bows before thee,
To listen and adore thee;
With a full but soft emotion,

Like the swell of Summer’s ocean.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
D). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 614.

2 George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1824), an English poet and a leading figure in
the Romantic Movement. Among Byron’s best-known works are the lengthy narrative
poems Don Juan and Childe Harold's Pilgrimage and the short lyric She Walks in Beauty.
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So, We’ll Go no More A-Roving!

George Gordon Byron

So, we’ll go no more a roving
So late into the night,
Though the heart be still as loving,

And the moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath,
And the soul wears out the breast,
And the heart must pause to breathe,

And love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving,
And the day returns too soon,
Yet we’ll go no more a roving

By the light of the moon.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
D). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 616.
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I Am!

John Clare?

I am—yet what [ am, none cares or knows;

My friends forsake me like a memory lost:—
I am the self-consumer of my woes;—

They rise and vanish in oblivion’s host,
Like shadows in love’s frenzied stifled throes:—

And yet I am, and live—like vapours tossed

Into the nothingness of scorn and noise,—
Into the living sea of waking dreams,
Where there is neither sense of life or joys,
But the vast shipwreck of my life’s esteems;
Even the dearest that I love the best
Are strange—nay, rather, stranger than the rest.

I long for scenes where man hath never rod,

A place where woman never smiled or wept,
There to abide with my Creator, God,

And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept,
Untroubling and untroubled where I lie,

The grass below—above, the vaulted sky.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
D). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 857.

2 John Clare (1793-1864), an English poet. His poetry underwent a major re-evaluation in the
late 20" century, and he is now often considered to be among the most important 19th-century
poets.
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The Peasant Poet!

John Clare

He loved the brook’s soft sound,

The swallow swimming by;

He loved the daisy-covered ground,
The cloud-bedappled sky.

To him the dismal storm appeared

The very voice of God,

And where the evening rack was reared
Stood Moses with his rod.

And everything his eyes surveyed,

The insects i’ the brake,

Were creatures God Almighty made——
He loved them for His sake:

A silent man in life’s affairs,

A thinker from a boy,

A peasant in his daily cares

The poet in his joy.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
D). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 860.
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Loveliest of Trees!

A. E. Houseman?

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now

Is hung with bloom along the bough,
And stands about the woodland ride
Wearing white for Eastertide.

Now, of my threescore years and ten,
Twenty will not come again,

And take from seventy springs a score,
It only leaves me fifty more.

And since to look at things in bloom
Fifty springs are little room,

About the woodlands I will go,

To see the cherry hung with snow.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
F). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 1948-1949.

2 A. E. Houseman (1859-1936), an English classical scholar and poet, best known to the
general public for his cycle of poems A Shropshire Lad.
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When I Was One-and-Twenty'

A. E. Houseman

When I was one-and-twenty
I heard a wise man say,

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas
But not your heart away;

Give pearls away and rubies
But keep your fancy free.”

But I was one-and-twenty,

No use to talk to me.

When [ was one-and-twenty
I heard him say again,
“The heart out of the bosom
Was never given in vain;
“Tis paid with sighs a plenty
And sold for endless rue.”
And I am two-and-twenty,

And oh, ‘tis true, ‘tis true.

1 Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
F). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 1949.
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The Soldier!

Rupert Brooke?

If I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is forever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England’s, breathing English air,

Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away.
A pulse in the Eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given,
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,

In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
F). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 1956.

2 Rupert Brooke (1887-1915), an English poet known for his idealistic war sonnets written
during the First World War, especially “The Soldier”.
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Adlestrop!

Edward Thomas?

Yes, [ remember Adlestrop—
The name, because one afternoon
Of heat the express-train drew up there

Unwontedly. It was late June.

The steam hissed. Someone cleared his throat.
No one left and no one came
On the bare platform. What I saw

Was Adlestrop—only the name

And willows, willow-herb, and grass,
And meadowsweet, and haycocks dry,
No whit less still and lonely fair

Than the high cloudlets in the sky.

And for that minute a blackbird sang
Close by, and round him, mistier,
Farther and farther, all the birds

Of Oxfordshire and Gloucestershire.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
F). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 1957.
2 Edward Thomas (1878-1917), an Anglo-Welsh poet, essayist, and novelist.

17



Translation:

— AN RFHI KT

AL LM

SR, RiTATEETN—
AHIE R,
PRI 525, SRR,
B, RICHEAT

T IUN, AN T IR,
BNE, BAK.
TEMBEG . AT

RIEFE—RARXAT .

hd

MR, WIS, S EL,
G, THHE.
AR L I 2 — i

MHL oz & ko

— HRINE TR,
RSN, EEM, BORKBRES .
TR ) e ——
PEEEERE . JCMIER, AR,

GRfE 3

18



To His Love!

Ivor Gurney?

He’s gone, and all our plans
Are useless indeed.

We’ll walk no more on Cotswold
Where the sheep feed
Quietly and take no heed.

His body that was so quick
Is not as you
Knew it, on Severn river
Under the blue
Driving our small boat through.

You would not know him now...
But still he died

Nodly, so cover him over
With violets of pride
Purple from Severn side.

Cover him, cover him soon!
And with thick-set

Masses of memoried flowers—
Hide that red wet
Thing I must somehow forget.

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
F). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 1965-1966.
2 Ivor Gurney (1890-1937), an English composer and poet.
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Futility'

Wilfred Owen?

Move him into the sun—

Gently its touch awoke him once,

At home, whispering of fields half-sown.
Always it woke him, even in France,
Until this morning and this snow.

If anything might rouse him now

The kind old sun will know.

Think how it wakes the seeds—

Woke once the clays of a cold star.

Are limbs, so dear achieved, are sides
Full-nerved, still warm, too hard to stir?
Was it for this the clay grew tall?

— O what made fatuous sunbeams toil

To break earth’s sleep at all?

! Stephen Greenblatt, ed. The Norton Anthology of English Literature (Eighth Edition) (Vol.
F). London: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc, 2006: 1976.

2 Wilfred Owen (1893-1918), an English poet and soldier, one of the leading poets of the First
World War.
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Chinese-English Version
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2 Wang Wei (4, 699-759), was a Tang dynasty Chinese poet, musician, painter, and
statesman. Many of his poems are preserved, and twenty-nine were included in the highly
influential 18th century anthology Three Hundred Tang Poems.
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Translation:

A Poem

Wang Wei

You come from the hometown;
Of it you must more or less know.

The day you depart, before the window

Do the winter plums come to flower?

(Trans. Xiao Xiaojun)
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2 Meng Haoran (%48, 691-740), a major Tang Dynasty poet, and a major influence on
other contemporary and subsequent poets of the High Tang era because of his focus on
nature as a main topic for poetry.
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Translation:

On Jiande River

Meng Haoran

A boat roves
into a misty pier.
Upon there,

stands mere a traveler.
Above the heaven,

trees stretch beyond the vast moor.
Beside the man,

moons flirt with the crystal river.

(Trans. Zhao Kai)
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2 Ouyang Xiu (BXFH{%, 1007-1073) was one of most famous Chinese poet of the Song
Dynasty, born in Lulin (now Ji’an, Jiangxi).
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Translation:

Tune: Gathering Mulberry Leaves!

Ouyang Xiu

With light boats, short oars, West Lake seems in grace.
Green water drifts along;
At bank, sweet weeds prolong.

Anywhere, a flute song does faintly diffuse.

Without wind, the water surface is smooth like jade.
The boat moves no more in sense.
The ripple behind slightly goes,

The startled wading-birds flew off sandy glade.

(Trans. Zhao Gu)

! “Tune: Gathering Mulberrry Leaves” is one of the ancient Chinese tonal patterns with
given cadence to which ci (a type of classical Chinese poetry) poems are composed
accordingly.
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2 Su Shi (7%, 1037-1101), also known as Su Tungpo, was a Chinese writer, poet, painter,
calligrapher, pharmacologist, gastronome, and a statesman of the Song dynasty.
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Translation:

Tune: Zhe Gu Tian'

Su Shi

At forests’ end appears the hill; bamboos shade wall.
Cicadas in the withered grass by the pond shrill.
White birds are looping now and then in the air;

Pink lotus o’er the water diffuses fragrant smell.

Outside the cottage, beside the town,
I stroll with a cane to the slanting sun.
Thanks to the last mid-night rain,

I can rest my floating life in a cool day.

(Trans. Tang Yaqi)

! “Tune: Zhe Gu Tian” is one of the ancient Chinese tonal patterns with given cadence to
which ci (a type of classical Chinese poetry) poems are composed accordingly.
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2 Yuan Kejia (7 5, 1921 — 2008), born in Zhejiang, was a famous poet, translator and a
specialist in British and American literature.
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Translation:

Tombstone

Yuan Kejia

May this verse be my tombstone,
When life maturely turns into dust:
When the name collects everything,

Alone watching the flowers bloom and wither on graves;

It is said that the man came from distance,

And he came here more than once;

Just now rolled up a pack of hill and river,

To overlook the moon from the window of death!

(Trans. Deng Yuping)
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2 Yu Mingchuan (&7 9H4%,1903-1983) was a modern poet, translator and literary critic in
China.

33



Translation:

A Dream Has Gone

Yu Mingchuan

A dream has gone,
Leaving an express train
Winding its way into the valley deep into the night

Listening to the beating of its own heart.

The dream has a savor of banana,

The dream has a flavour of pomelo,

The dream has the taste of Beethoven’s symphony,
And the sour of alums,

And the color of Shi Jin.

Each cell experiences a mood of a traveler:
The traveler seems either to eat hope,

Or to drink anxiety.

(Trans. Liu Manling)
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2 Jiang Xijin (¥ 454>, 1915-2003), was a famous poet, writer and scholar in China. He is
famous for Lu Xun literature studies.
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Translation:

On the River Bank

Jiang Xijin

In the morning, on the river bank,
A wisp of fog has been blown away:
Troops of people passing by,

Singing The March of the Volunteers.
I also singing along,

River breeze over my face blows:

So resonant is the siren in the air,

Silently, the river is rising.

(Trans. Liu Xuli)
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2 Feng Xuefeng (75 % %, 1903-1976), born in Zhe Jiang, was a modern poet and literary
critic in China.
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Translation:

Fire

Feng Xuefeng

Fire! Oh, if it is fire!
You throw it into the night!

You burn it into the night!

There is a fire in my heart,
I want to throw it into the night!
Let it burn there,

Burning much more fiercely!
Blazing fire!

Flaming fire!

The night swallows it,

Also burns it.

(Trans. Luo Shuyun)
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2 Liu Lanshan( XI| X 11, 1919-2004) , born in An Hui, was a modern poet and writer in
China.
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Translation:

Song of Wandering

Liu Lanshan

Like a bird over the sea,

The whole dome is my home;

Like a falling flower in the water,

I drift to the ends of every quarter;

Like a horse without rein,

I gallop homeless miles, in sunshine or rain;
[ am a wanderer— wanna wander throughout the world.
Go wandering!

Flowers withering and again blooming!

(Trans. Liu Zhaohui)
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Translation:

Scenery

Cao Baohua

The train is rolling on China’s ribs,

With sections and sections of social problems.
Cottages neighbor tombs in the field,

So close from life to the end.

The land in summer is green as nature fecund,

The uniform on soldiers is green as misery faded.

Get used to recall the places all the way been through,
Not strange, but rather dim.

Thin bull and thinner man

Are both sickness, not scenery.

(Trans. Tang Yaqi)
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Recommendation of English Poets and Poems

John Donne

John Donne (1572-1631) was an English poet and a cleric in the Church of
England, and was considered the outstanding representative of “Metaphysical
Poets”. As a distinguished preacher, some 160 of his sermons survive and
preach to different walks of life. He was born in London into a devout Roman
Catholic household and buried in old St Paul’s Cathedral.

John Donne’s poems are rich in startling images, puns, paradoxes, and
metaphors known as “conceits”. Among all his works, Donne’s Songs and
Sonnets have gained him major reputation and are mainly talking about the

relationship between lover’s private world and the wider public world.

Here the eight poems from The Norton Anthology of English Literature
(Volume 1B: The Sixteenth Century/ The Early Seventeenth Century, 7th
Edition, W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.,) are translated by Chen Liu.
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The Flea

John Donne

Mark but this flea, and mark in this,

How little that which thou deniest me is;

Me it sucked first, and now sucks thee,

And in this flea our two bloods mingled be;

Thou know’st that this cannot be said

A sin, or shame, or loss of maidenhead,

Yet this enjoys before it woo,

And pampered swells with one blood made of two,
And this, alas, is more than we would do.

Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare,

Where we almost, nay more than married are.
This flea is you and I, and this

Our marriage bed and marriage temple is;
Though parents grudge, and you, we are met,
And cloistered in these living walls of jet.
Though use make you apt to kill me,

Let not to that, self — murder added be,

And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since

Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence?

Wherein could this flea guilty be,

Except in that drop which it sucked from thee?
Yet thou triumph’st, and say’st that thou

Find’st not thy self nor me the weaker now;

“Tis true; then learn how false fears be:

Just so much honor, when thou yield’st to me,
Will waste, as this flea’s death took life from thee.
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The Good-Morrow

John Donne

I wonder, by my troth, what thou and I

Did, till we loved? Were we not weaned till then,
But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?

Or snorted we in the seven sleepers’ den?

‘Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be.

If ever any beauty I did see,

Which I desired, and got, ‘twas but a dream of thee.

And now good morrow to our waking souls,

Which watch not one another out of fear;

For love all love of other sights controls,

And makes one little room an everywhere.

Let sea — discoverers to new worlds have gone,

Let maps to others, worlds on worlds have shown:
Let us possess one world; each hath one, and is one.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,

And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;

Where can we find two better hemispheres,
Without sharp North, without declining West?
Whatever dies was not mixed equally;

If our two loves be one, or thou and I

Love so alike that none do slacken, none can die.
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Song

John Donne

Go and catch a falling star,

Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,

Or who cleft the Devil’s foot,

Teach me to hear mermaids singing,
Or to keep off envy’s stinging,

And find

What wind

Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou beest born to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights,
Till age snow white hairs on thee,
Thou, when thou return’st, will tell me
All strange wonders that befall thee,
And swear

No where

Lives a woman true, and fair.

If thou find’st one, let me know,

Such a pilgrimage were sweet;

Yet do not, I would not go,

Though at next door we might meet;
Though she were true when you met her,
And last till you write your letter,

Yet she

Will be

False, ere I come, to two, or three.
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Break of Day

John Donne

“Tis true, ’tis day; what though it be?

O wilt thou therefore rise from me?

Why should we rise because ’tis light?

Did we lie down because "twas night?

Love, which in spite of darkness brought us hither,
Should in despite of light keep us together.
Light hath no tongue, but is all eye;

If it could speak as well as spy,

This were the worst that it could say,

That being well, I fain would stay,

And that I loved my heart and honor so

That I would not from him, that had them, go.

Must business thee from hence remove?

O, that’s the worst disease of love.

The poor, the foul, the false, love can

Admit, but not the busied man.

He which hath business, and makes love, doth do
Such wrong, as when a married man doth woo.
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Love’s Alchemy

John Donne

Some that have deeper digged love’s mine than I,
Say where his centric happiness doth lie:

I have loved, got, and told,

But should I love, get, tell, till I were old,

I should not find that hidden mystery;

O, ‘tis imposture all:

And as no chemic yet the elixir got,

But glorifies his pregnant pot

If by the way to him befall

Some odoriferous thing, or medicinal;

So lovers dream a rich and long delight,

But get a winter - seeming summer’s night.

Our ease, our thrift, our honor, and our day,
Shall we for this vain bubble’s shadow pay?
Ends love in this, that my man

Can be as happy as I can, if he can

Endure the short scorn of a bridegroom’s play?
That loving wretch that swears

“Tis not the bodies marry, but the minds,

Which he in her angelic finds,

Would swear as justly that he hears,

In that day’s rude hoarse minstrelsy, the spheres.
Hope not for mind in women; at their best
Sweetness and wit, they are but mummy, possessed.
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The Apparition

John Donne

When by thy scorn, O murderess, I am dead,
And that thou thinkst thee free

From all solicitation from me,

Then shall my ghost come to thy bed,

And thee, feigned vestal, in worse arms shall see;
Then thy sick taper will begin to wink,

And he whose thou art then, being tired before,
Will, if thou stir, or pinch to wake him, think
Thou call’st for more,

And in false sleep will from thee shrink,

And then, poor aspen wretch, neglected thou
Bathed in a cold quicksilver sweat wilt lie

A verier ghost than I;

What I will say, I will not tell thee now,

Lest that preserve thee; and since my love is spent,
I had rather thou shouldst painfully repent,

Than by my threatenings rest still innocent.
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The Funeral

John Donne

Whoever comes to shroud me, do not harm

Nor question much

That subtle wreath of hair which crowns my arm;

The mystery, the sign you must not touch,

For ’tis my outward soul,

Viceroy to that, which then to heaven being gone,
Will leave this to control,

And keep these limbs, her provinces, from dissolution.

For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall

Through every part

Can tie those parts and make me one of all,

These hairs which upward grew, and strength and art

Have from a better brain,

Can better do it; except she meant that |

By this should know my pain,

As prisoners then are manacled, when they’re condemned to die.

What’er she meant by it, bury it with me,

For since I am

Love’s martyr, it might breed idolatry,

If into others’ hands these relics came:

As ‘twas humility

To afford to it all that a soul can do,

So ‘tis some bravery,

That since you would save none of me, I bury some of you.
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A Lecture upon the Shadow

John Donne

Stand still, and I will read to thee

A lecture, Love, in love’s philosophy.

These three hours that we have spent
Walking here, two shadows went

Along with us, which we ourselves produced;
But, now the sun is just above our head,

We do those shadows tread

And to brave clearness all things are reduced.
So, whilst our infant loves did grow,
Disguises did and shadows flow

From us and our care; but now, ’tis not so.

That love hath not attained the high’st degree
Which is still diligent lest others see.

Except our loves at this noon stay,

We shall new shadows make the other way.
As the first were made to blind

Others, these which come behind

Will work upon ourselves, and blind our eyes.
If our loves faint and westwardly decline,
To me thou falsely thine

And I to thee mine actions shall disguise.
The morning shadows wear away,

But these grow longer all the day,

But, oh, love’s day is short if love decay.

Love is a growing or full constant light,
And his first minute after noon is night.
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Recommendation of Chinese Poets and Poems

Lin Huiyin

Lin Huiyin (1904-1955), born in Hangzhou Zhejiang, was a noted 20th-century
Chinese poet, writer and architect. She is known to be the first female architect
in modern China and her husband the famed “Father of Modern Chinese
Architecture” Liang Sicheng. Lin obtained her degrees both in England and the
United States. She first studied in London where she attended St Mary’s
College. It was there she became acquainted with the well-known Chinese poet
Xu Zhimo. In America, Lin studied art at University of Pennsylvania as an
undergraduate along with Liang Sicheng. Despite of her achievements in
architecture, Lin is most famous as a poet and writer. Lin wrote free verse,
novels and prose. Her most representative works are You Are the World’s April
Days ( {52 NP H KY ), The Lotus Lantern ( { F34E4T) ), Of Ninety-nine
Degree ( (L1 JLEH) ), among which You Are the World’s April Days is the
best known, including Lin’s most excellent literary works as well as letters to
relatives and friends, from which we may take a glimpse at the inner world of
the talented female.

These poems from Poetry of Lin Huiyin (Lin Huiyin. Translated by Tang
Yagqi. London: Leoman Publishing Co., Ltd, 2014) are translated by Tang Yagqi.
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Translation:

“Who Loves the Restless Change”

Lin Huiyin

Who loves the restless change, her track?
Forcing a sudden shower, coloring a sky of rosy clouds, the moon,
The starlight, the sun’s shadow, are all her tricks,
Hardly bearing a moment rest of mountains and seas.
Proudly, she undertakes the absurd mission:
Seeing flowers bloom and trees wither, Lolita being mother;
Making rivers congeal into ice, heaven and earth change appearance;
Bustling city, sedates again into vast silent night!
Though millions of years are under her control,
She never loses a trace of humility.
No wonder she laughs that eternity is a man-made lie,
To soothe the disappearance of love, the pain of death.
But who can fathom the changing circle,

And who ever boldly loved the grand change?
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Translation:

The Mid-night Bell

Lin Huiyin

The bell
Held and dispersed
An alley of desolation
Listen—
The round round sounds
Straight down to time’s
Mute
Throat.
Like weeping,
Like grieving,
Bury the deadly dark
Mid-night
Into
Never luminous

Hollowness—

Soft—Iloud, ...
—loud—soft...
The flickering sounds,
By whose idea
Fling the remnant sorrow
With the wind so cold—
One by one
To the yet to dream
People.
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Translation:

You Are the World’s April Days

Lin Huiyin

I’ll say you are the world’s April days;
Laughters light up the breeze of all ways; so ethereal

Changing your dance steps in spring’s glamorous rays.

You are the cloud of the early spring,
Dusk blown by the soft wind, stars

Flickering unaware, drizzle upon blooms spraying.

So gentle, so graceful, you are, fair
Floral garland crowned on you; you are

Innocent, sublime, you are the full moon of every night.

The light yellow after the snow melt, you’re like;
The green of fresh buds newly sprouted, you are; in the tender joy

On shimmering water floats your dreamy white lotus.

You are blooms on trees all over, and swallow
Under the roof whispering, ——you are love, heat,

And hope; you are the days of the world’s April!
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Translation:

The Day after Rain

Lin Huiyin

I love the day after rain,

And the verdant grasses sprawling the plain.
My heart incessantly blown by the wind,
Blows the wind:

Blow away fragrant grass, fallen leaves,
Blow away a wisp of cloud, like mist—

Like mist.
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Translation:

To the Fall

Lin Huiyin

The same as all the lives,

Our love’s in too much haste;

Feel like yesterday just,

You still before my window stood.

Smiling face to the cloudless sky

Your leaves in laughter are red-dyed

You disperse the yellow light as gold alike
Childish, luxury, you are not sad.

Your red leaves are intimate bind, and the mess

Is sure to tangle my daily morning light.

I kiss you too, regardless of your shadow to window’s other side!
You always naughtily dodge, but to me are never shy.

But my love is so mad,

Unaware that the shrilling night

has followed your back,—

Waiting to brutally have you wrecked!

A night of howling wind,

Not disturbed me awake.

Not until that morning too late

Ah, god! You’ve already gone without trace.

I harshly on myself curse,

But now who will pass by here,

Apart from chilly winter’s iron long face,
Can be seen by accident, in haze.
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Translation:

Day Dream

Lin Huiyin

Day dream,

Drooped with veil,

Can not track the original sentiment,
The yet to bloom flower;

Pliable like a

Milky stem, entangle

Under the silk curtain; silver light
Sometimes shines, forth and back;
Spiral Silk Road

Is half lost outside the dream.
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The flower should bloom, bloom;
Scattered it gathers,
Elegant it unfolds,
One blossom, thousands of petals!
Rouse the ineffable
Momentary sentiment,
Solemn summit—
A star in the sky...

Dim purple, dark scarlet;
Vast and blue outside the sky,
Colors and colors flow, and soar...
Dense,
And sedate—
Quiet aroma,

Ethereally diffuses in the calmness.
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Day dream

Drooped with veil,

The untraceable sentiment
Blooms;

Profound fragrance around,
With Zen meditation Permeated,
Sporadic gossamer-alike waver,
Idly shadows double;

Sad or sad not

Are all in vain,

A flicker of grace.

(Trans. By Tang Yaqi)
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Poetics

William Wordsworth

Long Jingyao

Born in 1770 as a native of Cumberland, William Wordsworth is generally
regarded as the leading figure, or rather, the founding father, of English
Romantic poetry. He accepted the post of England’s Poet Laureateship in 1843
and held it for 7 years untill he died in 1850.

In the first 30 years of the 18th century, Classicist poetry was at its prime,
and expounding reasons and repressing emotions in poetry became a mode, a
fad, a fashion, and a trend. But in the last 20 years of that century,
Sentimentalist poetry stood out of other schools of poetry, and people tended to
indulge in far-fetched and rootless laments and moans. Being fed up with these
trends, Wordsworth came up with his thundering definition of poetry,
announcing that poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings. Such
an act is comparable to a reverent monk’s consolidating his teachings by hitting
his disciple right on his head with a stick. The endless and shameless haughty,
wordy and bulky reasoning in Classicist poetry thus came to an end, and the
paranoid and eccentric unfounded tearful sentimentalizing in Sentimentalist
poetry in this regard did not go any further. So far as a poem is concerned,
emotions and feelings are the essence, the germinating wind, and the core
talent.

When Wordsworth was composing his poems, the yardstick for diction is
vernaculars, and the personae in his poems had to be the lowly, humble, and
unprivileged grassroots folks, which has helped to broaden the subject matters
for poetry. As a result country roundelays and ballads found their way into the
temple of arts, and they even aspired to occupy the position of orthodox and
standard poetry. However, these country lyrics are just like the folk songs in
The Book of Songs, which are helpful to entertain people, but are not good
enough to enchant and transfix people. Or, to use other comparisons, they are
just like country brews and wild fruit, which are good enough to serve as
appetizers, but not good enough to support one’s physical needs. As we know,
these jittering and muttering country lyrics are normally superficial, frivolous

and flippant, and they are short of the energizing wind, that is, powerful,
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overwhelming emotions.

Prelude is normally regarded as the crowning work of Wordsworth. The
completed version of the poem consists of 7881 lines, and all its tens of
thousands of words are conveyed within the framework of blank verse. The
diction therein is known for its beautiful clarity, the spine or structure is
healthily stable, and as a result the poem looks both effulgent and sublime. If,
nonetheless, we are to evaluate the poem in terms of emotions and feelings,
which are the spawning and germinating wind of a poem, we then can say that
it has crossed the frontline of humility and modesty and yet has not reached the
bottom-line of effusion and suffusion. As we know, it took Wordsworth around
50 years to compose this poem, and if a poem is to be evaluated according to
the extent, or quantity, of emotions and feelings, then what emotions and
feelings can be so powerful and continuous that they can powerfully and
continuously overflow out of the chest of a poet into a poem for a long 50 years?
This poem tends to be speculative and philosophical, which is good for a prose,
but as a verse it is a bit too wordy, verbose and over-elaborate. If we are to
accept Allan Poe’s statement that a poem should be written within certain
length so that one can finish reading it within one sitting, then the poem is good
as the material for researches, but not good for one to read, recite, and enjoy.

K. J. Stephen used to compose a parodistic sonnet to ridicule Wordsworth,
in which the sentences still pass on to our time:

Two voices are there: one is of the deep;

It learns the storm-cloud’s thunderous melody,

Now roars, now murmurs with the changing sea,

Now bird-like pipes, now closes soft in sleep:

And one is of an old half-witted sheep

Which bleats articulate monotony......

Apparently Stephen was not quite satisfied with the fact that in many
poems by Wordsworth powerful and strong emotions, though powerful and
strongly advocated by Wordsworth, are simply a rarity.

As a man, Wordsworth was kind, tender, obedient, courteous, elegant,
prudent, humble, and self-disciplined, which distinguished him from others as a
gentleman. When he was in his teen, he used to be sent to his uncle’s house and
take refuge there, but he was not in very good terms with his uncle. Being
humiliated, he was contemplating suicide. Shortly after he was over 20, the
French Revolution broke out, and with a bold and heroic heart he went to

France, trying to support the revolution with his poems. But he soon found that
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the revolutionaries were perversely paranoid. A disappointed man, he fell out of
the former cohorts and returned to England. In marital affairs or love affairs,
Wordsworth was also respectfully modest and considerate. Once he was in love
with Vallon, a French girl, with whom he begot a daughter, and with whom he
was about to negotiate a marriage, but quite unexpectedly a war broke out
between England and French. As in this case one cannot be faithful to both his
country his love, he chose to be faithful to his country while overcoming and
burying his love for Vallon. Back in the Lake District, England, he got involved
with Mary Hutchinson, a country girl, but he agreed to marry Mary under the
condition that he should first get the approval from Vallon. This shows his
understanding and promise of faith. Rumors went that he used to harbor certain
incestuous affections for his sister Dorothy, and this is absolutely unfounded.
As we know, so far as Wordsworth was concerned, Dorothy was either the Holy
Dame or Holy Virgin. Dorothy remained single throughout her life, which was
comparable to the fact that Mary conceived the Holy Son while unsoiled, and
perhaps she planned to show her chastity in this peculiar way. Wordsworth used
to write a poem for Dorothy, claiming her to be the light of his life, the source
of his inspirations, and the cause of his actions. In contrast with Byron, who
committed an immoral love affair with his half sister, Augusta in name,
Wordsworth could be regarded as a saint, or a sage. Charged with incestuous
love, Byron scornfully retorted, saying, “When the children of Adam and Eve
wanted to marry, whose hand did they ask for?”
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