Translating San-ch’it

J. 1. Crump

Being congenitally incapable of thinking with any great precision, 1
used in the past frequently to addle my wits the more by trying to form
opinions on the process of translation. I gave it up yearsago and joined the
goodly company of John Ciardi and Cyril Birch, who claim to be founder
and first secretary, respectively, of what Ciardi calls the “Ftch-and-Twitch”
school of translation. I have long assumed that this institution is character-
ised by a disarming inability to state any of its bylaws save one: “If it be
pleasing to thee, write it down; if it please thee not, chuck it!” For years
I have lived happily as an obscure pupil in this edifice — unbeknownst to any
of its officers — and would not now advert to expressing opinions on the
indescribable and demimondaine processes of translation if I had not been
urged to do so for this conference by my friend and erstwhile student,
Perng Ching-Hsi( % %7&).So if you all find yourselves in the same situation
as the little girl who, in her book report, stated ﬂatly that the book told
her more about penguins than she really wanted to know, remember that it
is Prof. Perng and not I who should be deprived of a second helping of
banquet goodies.

I seldom indulge in or even read comments on the art of translation
because the writer must either make generalized statements (which I find
mostly boring and in the end unhelpful) or involve specific translations of his
own and compare them with others. I admit that this does interest me,
though I sometimes get fed up to the eyeglasses hearing about how much
cleverer the writer has been than was Richard Roe or Chang San.

But there was never any real choice; I had either to compare some of
my translations with others and run the risk of telling you much more about
Crump and his doings than you reaily wanted to know or not come here
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in the first place. However, having read parts of Arrowsmith and Shattuck’s
The Craft and Context of Transiation, T confirmed the fact that my betters,
to a man, risk the venial sin of self-pride; I rationalized the matter with a
self-serving fu quoque argument: “Who am I to refuse to do what these
well-known translators have done — at least this once.”

I have supplied handout so that you may have a sampling of my own
efforts in front of you to carp about as you will, and to put before your

eyes as well as your ears the items with which I would compare some of my
translations.

. Now, in the area of Mongol Dynasty song-poetry (gl , san-ch i)
it is not too hard to find awkwardnesses, if only because the field is relatively
underdeveloped in comparison, say, with translated T’ang Dymasty shih-
poetry (JEEF ). At this point, however, I don’t want to criticize individual
translations, but rather one translator’s modus operandi.

One of the best known collections of translated Yuan Dynasty ch'ii
(5TCHl) is Yang and Metzger's Fifty Songs from the Yiian (1967). Yang
Fu-sen is a competent enough scholar and I presume Mr. Metzger is a prac-
tising poet. I would seem that this work was done under the best of all
possible auspices, then; but I will return to the dangers hidden in such colla-
borations later on. The book is a pioneering work, which has much to
recommend it in its word-for-word and preliminary translations, but the
final products are, in my opinion, disasters — mostly because the translators
decided to impose on them the stricture that each Chinese character (syllable}
should be represented by one English syllable in the translation. The first
unhappy result of this is that their English lines are cropped in a most unfor-
tunate way — as though they had been randomly lopped off by wanton boys
swinging golf clubs in this particular garden of verses.

. The translators do stop short of actually dividing English words so that
one part appears on one line and the rest on another, but their method
produces an #nordinate number of lines in which the final position (the most
important environment in both Chinese and English verse) is occupied by
such piffling English lightweights as “of,” “a,” “the,” “t0,” and “but.”

Now, unlike the syllables of Chinese — which even in Yiian Dynasty
times were all open except those ending in n, ng, or m, and all had nearly
the same rhythmic weight — English syllables come in all sizes; their ends
are shaped not only by sonants and surds but by affricates and stops (both
fortis and lenis) and even by exuberant consonant clusters (e.g., “grasps™).
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Furthermore, the lengths of their vowels vary from the sesquipedalian “goon™
of “lagoon” to the exiguous shwa in our unstressed “the” — in point of fact,
the vowels of some English syllables even disappear entirely in normal speech.

Whereas it sounds hoth proper and pleasing to intone older Chinese verse

with an even beat, if you give equal time to all the syllables in any line of
English poetry you either sound like some schoolchild stumbling his way
through “Chicken-Licken” or a robot from Star Wars W1th rudimentary
speech circuits. Even when reading 2 unit that is naturally monosyllablc
in English (e .g., the cat ate the rat) the sonorities of “cat” and “rat” summon
most of our attention; “ate” runs a close second, and the two “the’s™ are
all but lost in the clamor.

Let’s face it (joyfully,in fact), the English language (indeed all languages
with Germanic rtoots), and therefore English verse, thrives on stress and
travels on complex accentual units we call feet; its poetry has never been
syllabic -(I choose to ignore the experiments of those who used to be so
overawed by Latin poetry they tried quantitative verse in English) Chinese
verse, on the other hand, has been insistently syllabic in nature until very
recent times; stress patterns in Chinese are all but indistinguishable. (I am
not here considering the very obvious contrasts between full and neutral
tone words in modern Mandarin.)

If a Chinese translator, completely familiar with the" traditions of
Chinese verse, were turning English poetry of the Restoration period, say,
into Chinese by equating one Chinese character with every English syllable
in every English line, he would not only be laughed off the podium, but
would be vexed constantly to find his giant lines running off the paper.
On the other hand, if he were artistically to equate one Chinese character
in his translation with one foot or one stressed beat of the original, he would
deserve and probably get some applause for his product. Indeed, Arthur
Waley has been applauded for years for doing the reverse, using one English
stress to equal one Chinese character.

In other words, a translator uses the nature and genius of &is language
to make equations with the special features of the literature he is tiying to
bring to the attention of speakers of his language —not the other way
around. For if he plant alien corn in his furrows, the translator should not
be surprised when the grist offends native palates. What all that discussion
amounts to is, of course, justification of my use of traditional English stress
meters in my own translations — though I don’t really believe for a moment
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that it needs justification.

Kenneth Rexroth and other poets are much in favor of turning originals
in another language of whatever age into very modern idiom and he considers
translations which do that to be poetically worth more than those which
don’t. He is doubtless right as a poet, though I must confess that some
of the modern idiom efforts he would likely approve of, sound like so many
trendy bumper-stickers to me. I feel there is a good justification for a
translator using (with imagination, of course) English traditional meters
and (shocking iconoclasm!) rhyme. This kind of verse just sounds better
to me (I admit that my tastes probably never evolved past the era of W.B.
Yeats, whom I admire greatly). But, my tastes aside, I made a rational
decision to turn Mongol Dynasty song-poetry into English rhymed verse
for two simple reasons: Chinese verse has always rhymed (as has so much
of ours in the past) and, these Mongol Dynasty ch’ii were, after all, the
popular songs of their times: and in both English and Chinese, popular
songs have leaned most heavily and for the longest time on rhyme. My
diction is neither modern nor consciously archaic in dealing with 14th
Century Chinese verse, but something of no particular age.

Being committed to familiar meters and thyme, I am even more
rigorously committed to avoiding the creation of nachdichtungen (poems
after the manner of). Such verses, especially if they have poetic value of their
own, might be very acceptible to Rexroth and other poets, but I am too
keenly aware that I am nof a poet on the one hand, and on the other I am
too grateful to the original poet for allowing me the vicarious sense of
creation that translation gives — to knowingly indulge in nachdichtung.
There is an excellent expression in Chinese which describes the relationship
between a creator manqué such as myself and the actual creator; you are
said to be “using another man’s winecup to wash the gravel from your own
craw” ({5 M KTEMR B 85 | chigh tajen chili-pei chido hsiiing-
chung k'uai-léi).* This gratitude causes me to limit allowable distortion to
rephrasing (admittedly a loose term) and occasionally (when the order
matters little), the transposition of lines. However, whether my efforts
have succeeded or not can only be decided by the auditors present and those

* A variation of this line appears in a san-ch’ii (CYSC, p. 1535). It speaks of retirement
which is “the wine to wash away the gravel in your craw” ( SRishE s 700 18 ).
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who may read them in the tuture. I know that using rhyme can occassion
distortion of the original, but some distortion occurs in any translation —
as we here are all too well aware.

Having had in mind the possibility of this talk for the last year, I several
times took care to note what actually occured while I translated. What
follows next are the events surrounding two translations I made six to eight
months ago and how they were finally assembled into the final product. The
first is from p. 342 of CYSC: (Roman numeral XI in the Appendix.)

First time through:

Orphaned village

But two or three families live here

Late in the day I talked to an old bushman and a farmer
It seems this morning

The waters were as high as the bridge itself
From yesterday’s spate south of the streami
(Reprise) _

Blue sky with rim of clouds

Slipping into caves behind the serrated ridge
In my grass sandals with bamboo staff I go
Where does the next wineshop curtain blow?

The last two lines were already rhymed; I had jotted down “go” and “blow”
next to them at an earlier reading. You may notice I’ve forgotten that it’s
spring he’s going into and the line of birds.

I knew “orphaned” and “bushman” had to go. After all, ki-pén,
( A ), for example, does not mean an “orphaned book™ but rather a
“ynique,” or “solitary” book; bushman in English is much too specifically
connected with a kind of African native and could badly confuse the issue.

The consonance of “bridge” and ‘ridge” caught my eye as did my
contrived “it seems” and “stream(s)” and by this point I was convinced
that a thymed version is hidden in this ¢h’; I have only to uncover it. I
start the second version; this is to incorporate the rhymes visible so far and
play with the rest:

No.II

Lonely village
So few families live this way
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But two or three

I spoke to a gleaner, a farmer

Late in the day

This morning water rose as high as the bridge

It seems

From yesterday’s downpour south of their streams

Blue sky. Clouds have slipped into caves on the ridge
or: (Slipping into caves along the ridge .

Clouds just rim blue ﬂ<y.)k

A line of white geese wing by

Crass sandals, bamboo staff;

Striding into spring I go.

Where do the wineshop curtains blow?

There are a lot of six beat lines in this ch’ipai ( g ) and perhaps
that’s why I finally settled on the choppy version below for the first
(Chinese) line. The “bushcodger,” Yeh-sou ( EFE ), lives by gathering,
gleaning. The English version is now beginning to sing to me as I was sure
it would:

Lonely village:
Two, three families live this way.

I was aware that “this way” could be construed as “in this fashion”
as well as “in this neck of the woods” but decided it was not important.

1talk with a gleaner, a farmer, late in the day:
This morning water rose as high as the bridge,
It would seem,

From yesterday’s downpour

South of their stream.

Note that after we get by the trochees of the first hemistich a strong
tetrameter of loose iambic (alternating with a pentameter now and again) is
present — whether I will it or not, I fear, since I seem incapable of extended
stepping to any other beat.
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Slipping into caverns on the ridge
Clouds just rim blue sky

The Chinese binom calls for something more imposing than 2 common
cave. I leave that last line staccato again in honor of the many six-beat lines
in this particular matrix (chu-p ai).

White egrets in a line wing by.

As you see, I have finally discovered that my geese were cooked — they
have been egrets all along. It was interesting to remember what happened
to my mental image the instant it occurred to me that they were egrets;
in addition to recasting the line of verse (geese are monosyllabic and can
fit in a number of places, but egrets can’t), my mind automatically recast
“the line of birds — what had been a noisy, straggling line abreast became a
silent file of slower-winged birds, one behind the other.

Grass sandals, bamboo staff;
Striding into spring I go
Where does the wineshop curtain blow?

Back to the single curtain again. [ was satisfied that the translation

" sang at this point — not delighted with it but satisfied. Note that the earliest

lines to thyme (go and blow) from the jottings I had made in the margin

of my Chiian-yiian San-ch’i (ZITHH ) have survived the final pruning;
this does not often happen, in my recollection.

Well, that verse, though it holds a particular charm for me for several
reasons I won’t go into unless you ask me to, is rather a straightforward
piece of landscape poetry with a linear drive — first this scene, then the high
water, a distant view, and off goes the traveler with his robes blowing about
him. There are no allusions or conceits forcing some extra compromise
or another. The next hsico-ling (/N4 ) example, however, is quite different.
The Chinese original is built on what we can certainly call a Petrarchan
conceit (one of the very few such to be found in the song-verse I know)
comparing a lover with a debtor. The language is amazingly simple (as is
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often the case with this composer, Hsi Tsai-ssu [#%FE] and, though the
conceit is clever, there is no ambiguity at all over what is meant. Here was
my first run through in workaday prose: (Look at Roman numeral XII
in the Appendix.) '

A lover is like one who owes a debt,

Every day he is pressed to repay

And carries a burden of depression around on his back

He can barely pay the 20 per cent interest on the debt

And the principle is always something he'll pay another day.

I seem first to have tried to establish a meter, (though several rhymes
are natural -enough within the prose rendition) because my rough notes next
have: -

Lover and debtor are much alike.

The pressure on them to repay

Is with both each day

Neither one will lack

Depression carried on his back

He scarce carn get

Enough to meet the interest on his debt,
Discharge of the principle

Always seems so far away.

It appears that at this time I wanted to reserve “day” and “repay”
for the last two lines, so I jotted down next to the second version “synohym
for ‘pressure to pay’?” Almost as soon as [ had written these words the term
“to dun” popped into my head and the first three lines fell into place in
a most satisfactory manner. (Translation is re-creation but is in no sense
recreation, just devilish hard work; however, I must admit that when you
are well into it the Muse frequently comes miraculously to your rescue.
Inspiration does, at times, in fact, get “‘breathed in” and this is a great
pleasure.) ‘
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Lover and debtor in this are one
Neither lacks

The daily dun

And weight of depression on their backs

The language of the original is very informal and I felt no com-
punctions over the singular of “lacks” and the plural of “backs.” The rest
went:

Each of them can scarcely get

Enough to pay the interest on the debt;
To each the day

The principle is payed

Is far away.

By then it was obvious to me that the poem could be done (whatever
I mean by that), but I didn’t like “each” used with a negative in English
that should always be “neither” and “day” and “pay” now seemed more
an encumbrance than a desirable thing. Furthermore, I'd lost the 30 percent
interest as I expected to, but I still felt I should retain its usurious force.
At this juncture I remember that the Muse or something said, “Principle
is met, numskull; then you retain a double-entendre for the debtor paying
off the principle and the lover meeting his love.” Had I not been rather
self-consciously translating this verse after Perng Ching-Hsi asked me to say
something at the conference about how I translate, I’d never have remem-
bered that sequence of events.

I was now just a matter of slight recasting and polishing, and the last
half became: :

Both of them, hard put to get

Enough to meet high interest on their debt,
Also find the day

When principle itself is met

Seems far away.

In contrast to the first effort (the landscape verse), I felt not just satisfied
but delighted with this translation. 1 have tried to analyze this difference
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in the degree of my own response to what I've done and I find I must confess
that it springs from a very irrational {and totally indefensible) feeling that
there is one and only one really geod rhymed and metrical translation hidden
away in the original — like a vein of raw gold. When I've stumbled on the
motherlode, I know it and am delighted; when I have only panned some¢
nuggets downstream of the mother-lode, I sense it. Sometimes I have the
energy to walk upstream and dig around for days; and sometimes. I actually
do hit the vein. More often (or so it seems to me), [ either uncover most of
the vein the first try, or must content myseif with fragmentary glitters from
somewhere downstream. -

Now comes the really dangerous time for the Honest Broker half of
the translator, The other half (the one that simply loves the sounds of his
own words and meters) has already become narcissistic about the final
English product and is in fact in danger of drowning in his own images if
care is not exercised. If the translator half (or worse, some rude outside
agency ) should now point out to Narcissus that an emphasis has been missed
or something has been just plain misunderstood, Narcissus will get red in the
face and struggle furiously against any changes — even while he may admit
_ to himself that the product’s flawed. Narcissus has by this time recited the
whole verse so many times that his English version has begun to assume
a dignified life of its own and the thought of maiming it (no matter how
justified the surgery) will put Narcissus into a sulk. Usually, however, the
thought of others later on ridiculing his precious creation just because it’s
a bit wrong somewhere, is enough to bring Narcissus into line again and set
him, grumbling and complaining the while, to putting things right — all the
time passionately preserving as much of this precious original as he can get
away with.

I find this perfectly acceptable; if you don’t love your creations, who
will? I believe also that I would even prefer a finely crafted product partly
in error to a lackluster product that was technically accurate, but only if
the inaccuracy remained unobserved by the translator. If he knows better
but just can’t overcome Narcissus, that’s a form of trumpery and is not
acceptable.

Earlier on I promised (or threatened) you that I'd return to the dangers
implicit in the collaborafion between a scholar who knows Chinese and a
poet who has his own feelings about the poetic. Now this kind of collaboration
was practised on Chinese verse as long ago as Florence Ayscough and Amy
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Lowell in the Fir Flower Tablets. In that ménage-a-trois (Ayscough, Lowell
and the Chinese original) Miss Lowell was carried away by the poetic blan-
dishments of the Chinese character’s supposed etymology, while Miss
Ayscough and the Chinese original were left behind wringing their hands
and consoling each other, one supposes.

Witter Bynner and Chiang K’ang-hu collaborated (some times to good
effect) in The Jade Mountain, but there are many lines in that book which
demonstrate that Chiang’s knowledge of English nuance was deficient. And
when some .image generafed by an imperfect understanding of the text on
his part caught the fancy of Bynner, it was retained even though the thing
did not exist in the Chinese. ‘

In the case of Yang and Metzger in Fifty Songs from the Yiwan I'm
not sure what happened in some verses, but in others it is plain that Yang
did not ride herd on Metzger’s final products; or Metzger’s poetic pride
told Yang to get lost when the latter tried meddling with Metzger’s precious
lines. In IXb of the handout for example I can’t imagine where those un-
mathematical fish came from — there are several similar oddities in the book.
Sometimes, however, Yang misled Metzger in certain minor ways. The
unimaginable “Tear-spent grass” and meaningiesc “cheerful blooms” are
certainly Metzger’s but Yang did not realize that the ne-li yeh (FEA )
beginning lines four, five and six were extrametrical (#F , ch'en-tzu)
and so Metzger dutifully devises three lines of seven syllables instead of 4
(as their syllabic theory requires) as follows: {Look at Xb lines 4,5 and 6.)

Still is Lu Chia’s voice, lost Tzu
the veque‘llly awkward seven:
Ya’s advice. Brave Chang Hua is
concluding with another unlikely seven-syllable line, reading:
Dead. A thousand years of work
This seems to me to be, as I said in the beginning, a terrible neglect of the

genius of English verse. Actually, everybody I have asked to spend time
reading these unlikely line meters has, in the end, come up with exactly
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what I did. My mind automatically recast them into familiar 4 stress, 4 .
stress, 3, 3 3 4 and a final pentameter, thus:

Teér-spent grass and cheérful bloéms
Utrde retirément néw in time.

Still is LG Chia’s vice,

Lést Tz(-va's advice

Brive Chéng Hua is déad.

A tholisand yeédrs of wérk for right
Cofint as éne quiet chit by night.

So what did they accomplish by syllable count reflected in English line length,
especially since three of the eight lines are based on faculty scansion?
Nothing that I can see.

Ah; well, scholarship is supposed to be cumulative; it is supposed to
modify the mistakes and build on the firm bases of these who went before.
Translation is, if it is any one thing, a strange and specialized form of scholar-
ship. Sc we, presumably, have profited by the errors of a decade ago,
are now doing greater justice to Yian Dynasty sen-ch’ii, and no longer try
translation by syllable count.

“
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APPENDIX

Selected Translations from the Author’s
Work-in-Progress '
Songs from Xanadu: Studies in San-ch’ii

Anon. (Sixth Month)

My secluded courtyard:

A buzzing bureaucracy of bees - - -

Blossoms now cover the cherry-appl? trees.
Cut the melon at its sweetest!

Steep the tendercst of your teas! .

For the wink of an eye these fine moments last
And lo, this year’s summet’s also past!

EEE (~A)

BEBE T o FREST o BRI E BTt o
BH K o BRI o B o
NiBT SEE o '

255



256

Lu Chih

Let me go in peace

And scatheless bide, -

I'll want no gold and silk beside.
A low-eaved hut,

A gown rought out,

Millet ripening outside

And I'm completely satistica.

E 2

Tz o MHIE o & KA o
EER B AR o ZRH o
BRI EER o



i

Chang Yang-hao
Ah, magic years; then I could not sense
The stealth of age. Long gone events
Seem only 'yesterday.
Good times like flowing rivers keep
Forever slipping away.

Better to be drunk
Or sleep

. Pretending not to know

The passage of the Golden Bird
Or fortune’s ebb and flow.

EBE o RERZKE -
BHEH o UFEH o
FFOERR K AR o
HRWEET o FEE o
EeRRESR -
BR#ERME -
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Anon.

IV Success or failure; as you will,
The Hare-in-the-moon rises still.
Fame?Dishonor? Whichever one s
Westward sinks the Bird-in-the-sun.
The victor once was Han Kao-tsu
Who cut the great white snake in two.
Pa-wang, the loser, Hsi-Ch’u’s King
Whose strength could lift great brazen ting.

Wealth and honor, what are they worth?
For all that’s left of either man

Is buried now in Pei-mang Shan,

Their bodies turned to earth.

£ £ K

MRS 2 T o
BTS2 o
B R (0 o
FERE A o
BRGI G-
AETIEE LT o
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Anon.

Han Hsin’s plans men must misuse,
Hsiang Yii must his battles lose - - -
Each life is like a moonbeam mote.
Pa-wang at Wu-chiang cuts his throat,
Han dies in Wei-yang palace rooms.
And what is left of either man

Is buried now at Pei-mang Shan

In long neglected tombs.

® % K

BEZ R BEHE R o
EHRBE Y
— SRR Ao
BEMBILE o
BETRRE o
BT LRl T o
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Yao Sui

I send your clothes--

You won’t return;

I don’t, you surely freeze.
Beset by choices such as these
(Send them on?

Or simply wait?)

My heart is in a dreadful state.

REEREXRE -
FHERBNE
FHEARFM o
EHETE#-



Yao Sui

To my sweetheart,

Wang Tzu-kao;

. Tonight’s the night, the time is now!
When “mother” is asleep and still
Rap softly on my windowsill.

% B

HREEETE-
STEMRET o
RN o

| WERE -
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Wang Ho-ch’ing

This butterfly escaped, it seems,

The chrysalis of Chuang Chou’s Dreams,
Spread two great wings and sailed the air,
And sucked three hundred flower-beds bare,
Might elegant creatures such as these

Scare to death all honey bees?

Or, giving their wings 2 tiny shake

Blow flower vendors in the lake?

£ W m

WA E -

AR R, o
SEELZE —REEo
HEEREE o
BRHIRE o
EERIPN PR 2



IX

IXa

Yao Sui (Yang-ch’un Ch'i: 77735)

{According to Crump)

I onice caught romance on the tip of my pen;
Now children seem to outnumber grown men.
“How go things?”, some ask; I say

The Human Sea’s so large

A storm blows somewhere every'day.

* % k% %

(According to Yang) _

The wind and moon are often caught by the tip of my pen.

But below my eyes children have become more and more
numerous. '

Someone asks me ‘How are things?’

‘The human sea is too wide’ I reply,

And not one day passes without windstorms.

E I T T

(According to Metzger [ 7] )

My brush fixes time with ink
Children exceed my verse. When
Asked I'say: “Broad seas are rich;
Unconcerned are fish with figures.”

o 18 (15 2 )

EHRE AREB-
IRER EHE S o
HABEETLM
N

EH AR -
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Pai P’u (Ch'ing Tung-yuan: 33744455)

X (According to Crump)

Forgetfulness distilled from grain,

Pleasure from Smiling Blossoms*

Urge you, sir, do not remain

But early doff your Cap of State.

For: Where now persuasive Lu Chia?
Where now the crafty Tzu-ya?
Where the once valorous Chang Hua?

Ancient wrestlings over wrong and right

Do they matter?

Merely subjects for one night

Of Fisher and Woodsman’s idle chatter!

Xa  (According to Yang)
Like the carefree grass,
And the ever-smiling flower,
I advise you to hang up your (official) cap early.
Where was the eloquent Lu Chia?
Where was the good counsellor Tzu-ya?
Where was that heroic Chang Hua?
The intentions, right or wrong, of the thousand ages
Are but an evening’s chat of fisherman and woodsmen.

%k % ok om
* Since the names of these two plants are used for their implication of human sensibi-
lity (as “forget-me-not” might be used for “constancy” in English) Pve translated

them to allude to “wine” and “women” respectively — wang-yu-ts’zo cannot be
made into wine any more than magnolias are women!
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Xb (According to Metzger)
Tear-spent grass,
Cheerful blooms,
Utrge retirement now in time;
Still is Lu Chia’s voice, lost Tzu
Ya’s advice. Brave Chang Hua is
Dead. A thousand years of work
For right, count as one
Quiet chat by night.

B (EET)
BEE & 5o
BEME T EE o
MEA B R o
WHABRBHTFF o
e ST B
T HRIED e

—S F M TE o
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Final Forms of the Two Pieces
Discussed in the Paper

Feng Tzu-chen

XI  Lonely village:
Two, three families live this way.
I talk with a gleaner, a farmer, most of the day:
This morning, water as high as the bridge
It would seem,
From yesterday’s downpour
South of their stream.
Slipping into caverns on the ridge
Clouds just rim blue sky;
White egrets in a line wing by.
Grass sandals, bamboo staff,
Striding into spring I go.
Where does the wineshop curtain blow?

B 7 &

WA =R A R o
BEOHEEEL -
RS TE -

VEH BFEH W o
LalBrezRgR.
HE—1TRZE-.
BEEETHT R
PIREEER
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XiI

Hsu Tsai-ssu

 Lover and debtor in this are one:

Neither lacks .

~ The daily dun

And weight of depressions on their backs.
And both of them,

Hard put to get _
Enough to meet high interest on their debt,
The lover, however, will settle when

His principle is met.

®BEE (198 )

HEHD Dy o
SR E o
Bk E — R o
R T =45
EABR M EGo
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