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CHANGSHA

to the tune of Qin Yuan Chun
1925

Alone I Stand in the autumn cold on the tip of Orange
The

I'seeath

g flowing northward;

s crimsoned through
By their serried woods deep—dyed,

And a hundred barges vying

Fish glide in the limpid deep; l

Under freezing skies a million creatures contend in freedom,

-
Brooding over this immensity,

1ask, on this boundless land &

who rules over man's destiny?

I was here with a throng of companions,

those crowded months and years. Young we were,

°F

#e
)

flowering; ¥

LR

udent enthusiasm

st all restraints aside. .
ting to our mountains rivers, ’ ' “
¢ people afire with our words, ’

We counted the mighty no more than muck. Remember still

How,venturing midstream, we struck the waters %

And waves stayed the speeding boats?
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SNOW
— to the tune of Qin Yuan Chun

February 1936

North country scence:

A huridred leagues locked in'ics,
& thousand leagues o wh
Both sides of the Great Wall
Onesinglew
The Yellow Rive

Is stilled from end to end,

ng SNOW.

te immens

s swift current

The mountains dance like silver snakes

And the highlands* charge like wax—hued elephants,
Vying with heaven in stature.

On a fine day, the land,

Clad in white. adomed in red,

Grows more enc

This land so rich in beauty

Has made countless heroes bow

homage.

But alas! Qin Shihuang and Han Wudi
Were
Tang Taizong and Song Taizu

king in literary grace, And

Had little poetry in their souls;
And Genghis Khan, Proud Sc
Heaven for a day,

Knew only shooting eagles, bow
outstretched.
Allare past and gone!

For truly great men

Look to this age al

*Author’s note:

and Shanxi.
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SWIMMING

to the tune of Shui Diao Ge Tou

June 1956

I have just drunk the waters of Changsha

And come to eat the fish of Wuchang.

Now I am swimming across the great Yangtze,

Looking afar to the open sky of Chu.

Let the wind blow and waves beat,

Better far than idly strolling in a courtyard.

Today T am at case.

"It was by a stream that the Master said— "Thus do things flow
away!"

Sails move with the wind.

Tortoise and Snake still.

Grear plans are afoot:

A bridge will fly to span north and south,

Turning a deep chasm nto a thoroughfare;

‘Walls of stone will stand upstream to the west

To hold back Wushan's cloud

Till smooth lake ises in the narrow gorges.

nd rain

The mountain goddess if she is still there

Will marvel at a world so changed
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FAREWELL TO
THE GOD OF PLAGUE
—— two lu shi poems

July 1, 1958

hen Tread in the Renmin Ribao of June 30, 1958 that schistoso—

miasis had been wiped out in Yujiang County. thoughts

So many green str
This tiny cre

Hundreds of v

ngs of the God of Plague, Say the

own the stream of

me.

The spring wind blows fuse willow

Sixt hundred million in this land all equal Ya

n waves under our w

to bridges at our w

e Ridges heaven—high;

und the Triple River.
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REPLY TO COMRADE GUO
MORUO
—to the tune of Man Jiang Hong

January 9,1963

O this tiny globe

A few flies dash themselves against the wall,
Humming without cease,

ng.

oaning

Sometimes shy

Sometime;

—nal

Ants on the locust tree assume of gr n swagger

And mayflies lightly plot to topple the giant tree,

The west wind scatters leaves over Chang! an,
And the arrows are flying, twanging.
So many deeds cry out to be done,

And always urgently;

The world rolls on,

Time presses.
P Then thousand years are too long,

Seize the day, seize the hour!

The Four Seas are rising, clouds and waters raging,

T'he Five Continents are rocking, wind and thunder roaring.

Our force

Away wi



