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A Poem Collection of the Qing Dynasty
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Prelude to Water Melody

Bamboos are dabbed with waters here,

Whose rings are leaping before the old mansion.

How many exploits and mighty enterprises await for me?
Volume in hand, I look down at the gulls with passion.
Earthly godfathers are unenviable,

And with officialdom I have declined any connection

By shutting my thatched garden each day.

Roll up the blind I count the hues of the mountain,

Being raked out from time to time.

Call out your son,

Brew taros and grains

And scatter them before pigs and chickens.

As a guest-wise sojourned is singular,

The mountain path goes quiet and unhuman.

What a delightful scene in the late autumn!

It’s a feast before the red leaves in the setting sun,
Whence my tender thoughts are but tousled clouds.
Soul-stirring lines are hard to obtain,

And my soft humming lasts until the holiday for a blind man.



The Volume of Shi Ch

B F RIEFR 3

% & 13

H—

WERAHT, MEREE, RPOEHER. JREMZTX, 4
A 4l
HRWEY, FHKE, RTEZMAE, Wff—AWEE, L
T il

One

Shreds of catkin are blown before her curtain,

The game of dibs played at the rare of the house:

Falling to an encounter of the goo-goo eyes with a sympathy in choice.
Our farewell has been bidden from Jericho to June,

And I'm seized with regret that I let go the sleeves silken.
Moonlight falls cold on the night solitary,

Her aroma has been whiled away,

The blossom shadows spanned are lank and lean as she.

How the moon-lit glass of wine I could lay?

The frame of mind hangs from an earlier day.
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Two

Into autumn lengthen the heavy foliage,

The cloudlets trail their gowns of crape,

And in the courtyard of the cool evening he’s sitting idly.

A new verse on Dreaming of the South is authored unproductively,
But the south is three thousand miles in my far-back memory.
The fan sways in the wind,

The sweet silk is dressed decently,

And the old memories are dragged up of ecstasy.

Huddled in the quilt, I have lain awake,

Through the curtain gauzes a full mqon’s shining brightly.
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Three

Her pouf in a fresh curder,

Her skirt betrays a bright colour,

The first rays of dawn feels exhausted to uproll the pearl curtain.
At the volley are floating the chinaberry flowers parky,

And pensively, I'm still given to the spring get-together.
Before a presentation of the rare perfumes

And an inscription on the silk fan,

How could we sit deep in the court chamber?

When I come to be a sheet in the wind,

I see in my mind the small, soft canopy with her beamish figure.
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Four

Fine eyebrows are painted

Before the silk fan is presented,

And to the most touch lurks the smiles in the pleasure indulged.

Each autumn day brings her to my eye

And in the deep yard the chilly flowers on dewy leaves are divulged.
Departing cups are refilled,

Departing grieves are channelled,

Bending are my loving thoughts on your hot wraths entertained.

Who told you, my sweet under the moon to set sail crackbrained?
To the misty waves so far-gone with a stone heart unexplained.
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Buddhist Dancers

One

The labyrinth of the paper figures is wafted in the mild wind,
On the mandarin orange rests the virgin hand gracile.

By the drunken stupor the lamp flickers awhile,

And the green window is in an overcold smile.

The patters of rain outside the midnight curtain

Are licking the sounds of drums and pipes from the distance.
The sight of the colourful decorations in performance

Is redolent of our first acquaintance.
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Two

I’ve just spliced the main brace of flowers yellow
Before my silk sleeves are blotted with tears.

I feel a spasm of sadness by the latticework gorgeous,
And this time the same moon is at the full courteous.
Below the flower shades and the chilly dews,

The jocundities are spurious.

Though the embroidered quilt has been cotton-padded,
My sleep is but solitude-studded.
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Three

To my chagrin, the dial fools away,

The grievous trace wedges in the decorated brows.
"Tis a strong-bonded oath of love, yet unreturned,
My merry man, all of this have you learned?

The cool clouds are really like a picture,

Where the kingfisher canopies are scattered.

The lovebirds not to be engaged

Are a but lore in the fall ravaged.
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Four

The charming cloud gently mirrors her attractive face in sleep,
The sleep of the attractive face is mirrored gently by the cloud charming.
By the window is curling upwards the incense in half a creep,

In half a creep by the window the cense is upwards curling.

Who would be an arouser?

The arouser would be whom?

The lonely dream runs back over no espouser,

No espouser runs back over the lonely dream.
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Song of Water Clock at Night

One

Breed a fresh fall

To relieve the summer heat of a poor store:

The lotus flowers are chilly drizzled some more.
How bitter blows the breeze!

The first leaves are withering,

And the cicadas cease singing.

The water’s carpeted with silks and satins,

The hills are worn in the temptations,

Trickling out one vestige of the bright suggestions.
Along the meandered shore,

Or up to a greater height,

It heralds the setting sun alright.
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Two

Slip off the spring shirt,

And hold up the painting fan,

Let me call up my jolly fellows of Peter Pan.
Suitably spaced, we’re sitting,

To varied depth are fathomed the cups drinking,
And over the pavilion the rich foliage is shading.
The leaves have gone rounded,

The flowers have gone wizened,

'Tis not a Cold Food Day saddened.

Apricots are dropping,

Cherries are ripening,

And the poor spring is leaving.
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Three

The eyebrows are defined long,

The face is powdered not strong,

The lithe sheer of her waist is eyed against the wrong.
Outside the pearled tower,

Beside the painted veranda,

Another year takes its hurried departure.

Cast the woes away

In a trail of scents that sway,

A gutter girl needs no marry-up in a furtive play.
The news is cold,

The dream of the same fold

Gets mailed in the mushy gold.
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Four

The wasted brands are softened,

The willow fluff is brightened,

The three lilting strains are a farewell freshened.
We’ve been off the sauce

And the orioles by a weary force

Before your banana dress mounted the horse.
The cock is crowing,

The well is brimming,

Along the way has been stamped your dreaming.
The border passes are far-fetched,

The ways are hard attached,

The zither is free-pitched.
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Five
Reading is weariful,
Waxed sandals thoughtful,
Yonder the curtain the far-off mountains are cheerful.
The sky is sunny,
The housebound is hairy,
An enjoyment of the autumn beauty is homely.
Sit under the -trees,
Listen amid the Nature of all degrees,
And in the blessed soils are blooming the new attendees.
On the final stretch is the lonely temple,
So chilly feels the dusk shadow,
And my boat oars back in a fragrant show.
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Six
The moon is pure as ice,
My quilt is hard as a stony device,
The Feast of Lanterns is coming in a swirling spice.
The season of wild vegetables is unthinkable,
To enjoy the display of lanterns is unsuitable,
And the spring chills are unstable.
She’s perhaps fingering the zither,
Or braiding her hair décor
In the clapses of the knitted clocks tighter.
The silken sleeves are scant,
The night windows are vacant,
Could she be engaged at the eventide pleasant?
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Seven

The bowers closely spaced

Are windowed on the side faced,

Her sweet eyebrows being graced.

So strong are the shades green,

So light are the hazes keen,

What a perfect pet the spring signs have ever been!
Chills are profound,

Light and soft clothes are still found,

We’re veined in a pure, unstained prime-ground.
One flower in the airy scale

Stands out in sharp relief against the hills of a bright tale,
But even a sure painter would be so stale.
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Eight

The empty desolation under the sky

And the pure land so nigh

Are the southern stretches as if from the air so high.

The wild geese fretten with the gusts of heaven,

The cows mooing to the flute uprisen,

All villages are enveloped by red woods of the fall open.
At the pavilions of farewell,

By the docks of fathoms erewhile,

Comes and goes the ever-changing pageant of passers-by in profile.
The hazy moon is hanging,

The wineshop sign is staggering,

Two or three cottages are printed along the firth fishing.
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Nine
The gauze fan is light,
And the summer mat gives a bound of chilly delight,
That flashes back to the parasol leaves falling into the well-site.
Powered lightly,
Deflowered nightly,
The embroidered skirt is trailed slightly.
The incense coils,
The colours never toils,
Surmising it is the time of understated oils.
The bright moon is clear,
The figured goblet is queer,
Such a night would be of bad cheer.
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Duets

Sweet, sweet grass

Grows in a full glow and luxuriance of its richness.
Here and there the setting sun is brighter,

The tender green is fine after the shower.

Fine, fine after the shower,

You were seen off at Southern Pier.
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Song of the South
One

The moon rises over the fan of light gauze,
And the cold breath starts on the coloured dress
Your fine and soft wrist in my hands again.

The twisty pond gets breeze-washed,

Where lighting bugs are tuning a jig.
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Two

The beatific smile woebegone

Is veiled by sweet words of blushing apparitions:
Hugger-mugger to the curve of her slender waist he’s gone.
The teardrops of the red candle tonight

May spare themselves the silent withering down.
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Three

The madder sleeves are tanged with perfume,

And the silver lamp on a figure, delicate and fragile:
Now she’s gone, and the moon’s trace ebbs away.
Like flowing water the paneled room slips away,
Such a night with an unpitied say!
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Four

The finery on her jade-white arms is newly reconfigured,
And the hues of the silvery gauze look fresh and gay.
With the outfit of holiday,

She knits her brow of graceful coy

Behind the circular fan of green gauze

Creeps the faint blush colouring her cheeks.
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Magpie on the Branch

In the shake flight of fledgling swallows, spring has gone,
The silken curtain hangs down, and

The last wisp of the sweet incense is lost and dead.

In bitter dreams’ projections behind the screens,

Could I be narrowed to toy a parrot with red beans?
Before the twilight, the bluish drifts attract my gaze,

And the episode by the west window

Of that night with ravishment has left any trace?

The folded-up night flowers are frozen over——

Under the bright moon of heart but the grim shower.
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Visit to Golden Gate

One

Coolness litters the yard,

The rain is followed by the clouds of fresh regard.

The lower moon flies above the lotus leaves all around,
Where the rosy dress lets a corner of her face to be found.
Her sweet air is calibered with the cove and cape,
Propping on the curving balustrades with a leisured shape.
The round fan before the fall bears the wistful candour,
Cause the puddle is blowy hour after hour.
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Two

What a grief of parting!

Your renege is recaptured of a vague ending.

No news has come from the bay willowy,

In a sudden access, the swan-sprite flied away.

The green-gauzed window from view is flat and gone,

My meals and pillows are taxing the memories but in pawn.
And the sorrow, beside the flower shades of the garden,

Has lavished the fancy of a homebound spring with his return.
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Yu the Fair Lady

One

The zephyr’s cool but not arctic,

For fear that a true westerly wind be fanned.

To which scale are out the osmanthus flowers panned?

Before a peep at her combing through the crystal blind spanned.
After an early awakening, some remorse touches my heart,
The bygones are wishy-washy.

Who could answer my inscribed paper in a full capacity?

A glimmer of passion left would sink into melancholy.
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Two

The peonies faded and fallen are tuning inside the rails,

And the small courtyard is interfused with shaded green.

The vivid mat is mizzly outside the window screen,

Even the absence of a savoured plum would induce a heartburn.
The towers are teeming with a luxuriant growth of green grass,
But she’s been transported farthest from my sight.

All traces of her have lost since the last flight,

I've lived for your lower case letters of might.



