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A Poem About a Cicada Written in Prison

Luo Binwang

Outside a cicada is stridulating in the depths of autumn,
While in jail I am tortured by a surge of homesickness.
Hoary-haired with grief, how can I endure

Such plaintive singing of the black-headed creature?
Heavy dew has encumbered it from taking wing,

Its sounds easily muffled by strong winds.

Nobody in the world trusts my noble and unsullied nature,

Who is there to vindicate my innocence?
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Pavilion of Prince Teng

Wang Bo

The Pavilion of Prince Teng towers high by the riverside,

But gone is the music amid tinkling jade pendants and car-
riage bells.

Painted pillars loom through the moming cloud from South
Bay,

Pearly window curtains flutter in the evening rain from West
Hills.

Only lazy clouds and shadows in the water are seen these
long days,

Great changes have taken place in the years gone by.

Where is the prince who had the pavilion built here?

Beyond the balustrade silently the long river flows.
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Bidding Deputy Magistrate Du Farewell

Wang Bo

The capital and palace are guarded by the land of three Qin
kingdoms ™ ,

In the distance the Five Ferries™ are screened by wind and
mist.

Now comes the time for us to bid farewell to each other,

And we will both be officials away from home on duty.

So long as we remain bosom friends in our heart of hearts,

We’ll still feel like neighbours despite the distance apart.

So don’ t let us shed silly tears like youngsters,

At that last moment when we both wave goodbye.

* In the central part of present-day Shaanxi Province.
*% Alluding to Sichuan Province because of the five big ferries along
the Mingjiang River in the west of the region.
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Following the Army to the Frontier

Yang Jiong

Flaring beacons relayed the alarm to the West Capital,

The scholar was filled with an ardent fighting spirit.

Holding the tally of command the general bade adieu to the
palace,

And soon the iron cavalry besieged the Dragon City of Huns.

Army flags faded and dulled in the whirling snow,

While howling winds were punctuated by battle drums.

Better to join the army and be a captain

Than remain a scholar wallowing in books.
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