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PREFACE

During recent years the WeStern Democracios
have shown an increasing infercst in Chinese
culture, and since the European War have been
particul..rly eager toJearn more about the comtem-
porary literature of a great ally: In the field of
poetry, however, it is difficult for foreigners to
follow modern trends, for Chinese poetry has not
been fixed in form since the Literary Renaissance
of the early Republic, when certain poets began
to use vernacular idiom in place of the classical
style. Many poets now write in free verse and
in the language of the people, but many also
maintain the classical tradition, and of the latter
Lu Chien is perhaps the most brilliant and most
prominent. He is not only however the preserver
of a splendid yet dying school, but also a renovator
ui - Chinese poetry:

The classical Chinese poetry, througlout past
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cen‘uries, has uniergone many changes both in
form and spirit. The *Shil’ form of poetry of tle
Wei, Chin and T’ang dynasties was a development
from the ‘Fu’ of the Han dynasty, while the ‘Tsu’
and ‘Ch’w’ forin were a f’evexov)ment from Tang
poetry. Many pocts of the classical schoo‘ today
si3) write in the ‘Shily form; but Lu Chien has
scen greater poleniialities in the ‘Tsw’ and ‘1w
and has carried those forms one step further by
the introduction of 2 new spirit and the termi-
nology of the present day: Since the end of the
Tang dynasty Chinese poetry has been almost
eaclusively effeminate, but now Lu Chien sings
of war and the resurgsnce of the people; To write
well in the classical forms one must be a good
scholar, well-read in history and literature: Lu
Chien’s poetry i3 nob only scholarly, but also
infused with a strong masculine optimism and
gincerity. In his own words,
‘My verse herald a new dawn,
Of this resurgence I am part.’

Thus, combining the purity of the classical formn
with & ne2w vigoro us spirit, new ideas and a new
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idiom, Lu Clien jwobably makes & land-mark in
Chinese poetry.

Lu Chien was born in 1905, of an ancient
famnily of scholars in Nanking. He was for fifteen
years a professor, and has since the War been
elected twice a member of the TFeople’s Political
Council. His ins2rests are wide and his cnergy
inexhaustible: A man of action, he has ofien regret-
ted that he was not a soldier in the ficld, alihough
he lLas on seversl occasions visiied the front. In
Chungking he is a well-known figure, tall, broad,
carelessly dressad, with the thin short heard of a Wei
ov Chin dynasty man, Ex'berant and intensely pa-
triotic, he has a zeal for Jiving and a Jiking for wine,
When he has drunk, he will sing anciént ballads, and
when he ig inspired he will wribe ponins with greaj
rapidity, — sometimes at the rate of from ten to
twenty po2ms in one night. Lu Chicn may perhaps
be compared to the Medieva). European poss Chaucer,
for he also, in a swift-moving transient world of
many contrasts, sees life as a rich and colourful
pageant, and moves with griety and a light hearé
throagh bardship and terror. Like Chaucer he is
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renovating poetry, and may even be preparing
the way for some Spenser or Shakespeare.

Our translations fail entirely to do justice to
the diversicy of his subject, or to his genius. Many
of his poems contain allusions impossible to
translate inie another Janguage, while the music
of his verse we bave been unable to render. If
readers find any merit in the translation, i$ is
because Lu Chien’s brilliance shines througi: even
a sober English drews, while if there are faults
andd blennsles, these are due to the defects of the
translators.

Gladys M. Tayler
H. Y. Yang
Oct. 1942,
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PREFACE

My soul, once proud, has grown less bold,
But who will sing so wild a song?
The accents of the bards of old,

Cold and unroused have slept too long.

My verses herald a new dawn,
Of this resurgence I am pari;
Although iny skill is faint and worn,

Yet all 1 wriie comes from my leart,
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ON TIE ART OF POETRY

Know thien, if you aspire to write in rhymez,
Cur presens age is nunlike olden times.

Vie not with those who dainty petals weve,
Nor tl0se wlio strove with meting ¢hanas S0 weve.
To sing of poveriy or of oll ade

Will make your pen shake with regres and vroen,
Hard-pressed by Mongnds thousand years befoue.

We had two bards who sang of migiiy wor,
el Y “

Bui naw, alas, thinse greater berds ave done,
From them I lewrned; my masters were nod one,
Their proud and mighty voice T imitate,
Striving for poctry both new and great.

China expeety her sons {o pliy their part,

Anl 1 shall dedieate myself to Ars.

Then weaker spirits VIl nos try to please,

Nor peosle’s hearts wish chillish joys appeasa.
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TO THOSE FIGHTING AT THE OLD NORTH
GAIE OF THE GREAT WALL

In such a world le; us sing Joud end dic;

The dust of hostile forces fills the cye.

Our mountains and our streams the foe defiles,

Toward the dark fort stretched out a thousand
miles.

Our young men now take up their sword in hand,

And bercearrise to fight throughout the lund:

Leaning upon our swords revenge we vow;

No tears our dauntless warriors will shed now.
If heaven turn against us we will die,

But rouse the whole world with your battle cry.
Our country of dishonour you will clear,
Which forty years ago we suffered here.

[67
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