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Buddhist Dacers

O er far-flung wooded plain mis and smoke weave a

reen,

Cold mountains stretch into a belt of heart-rending green.

The dusk invades the tower high,

Where someone sighs a longing sigh.

On marble steps she waits in vain;

Birds fly away and come again.

By which way will her lord appear?

She sees but gations far and near.
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Dreamof Qin Maden

The flute is mute,

Waking from moonlit dream, she feels a grief acute.
O moon, O flute,

Year after year, do you nat grieve

To see’ neath willows people leave?

On Merry-Making Plain, on Mountain-Climbing Day,
She receaives no letter from ancient Northwest way.
Over ancient way,

The sun declines, the west wind fals

Over royal tombs and palace walls.
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A Rshernans Sorg

In front of western hills white egrets fly up and down

Over peach-mirrored stream, where perches are full
grown.

In a broad-brimmed blue hat

And green draw cloak, |d fain

Go fishing careless of the danting wind and rain.
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Song of Hirtation

Hunnish steed,

Hunnish steed,

Far away at the foot of Mount Rouge it will feed.

Now through sand, now through snow, it will gallop
and neigh.

Looking east, looking west, its logst its backward way.
Its way is log,

Its way is log,

The boundless grassland with the setting sun is embaossed.
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Song of Hirtation

Round fan,

Round fan,

It s used to hide the languid look of a courtesan.
Her fair face has languished for three years long.
Who would ask her to play on flute or sng a song?
No song to sing,

No song to sing,

Imperia favor lapses with overgrown grass in spring.
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Song of Hirtation

Willow trees stand,

Willow trees stand,

At dusk at Ferry of White Sand.

The brimming waves seen at the prow would make
The heart of a merchant s young wife break.

It would break her heart,

It would break her heart

To see at night a pair of partridges fly apart.
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Dreaning of the Southern Shore

Fair Southern shore

With scenes | adore.

At sunrise riverside flowers redder than fire,

In spring green waves grow as blue as sapphire,

Which | cant but admire.
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