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Foreword

THe seLecTION of the poets represented in this volume has been
guided by space hmitation, personal preference, and an effort to
include a fair cross-section of the works produced 1n this perod.
Wherever available, biographical data and dates are included. I
find comfort in the thought that before too long a separate volume
may appear to present Chinese poets outside of the mainland, who
clearly deserve to be heard.

I have tned to keep the translations as close to the original
Chinese as possible, but often I have had to depart from literalness
in order to convey the meamng of a lme or a stanza in clear
English.

To J. and A. Axelrod, C. Birch, E. Breed, L. Cernuda, A. Freed-
good, I. Lo, Ardath, Annie, and also the staff of the Chinese
collection at Hoover Institution, I want to express my thanks for
all their help.

Kai-yu Hsu
May 1962
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Introduction

AccorpiNG TO many students of Chinese literature, the best of
Chinese poetry is poised in quiet beauty. It persuades without
argument; 1t captures the significant through the insignificant; 1t
creates a world wherein man loses his identity in nature, and to-
gether both nature and man find unity and meaning. All this 1s
true of certain masterpieces of the T"ang Dynasty (618-go6) which
is generally regarded as the golden era of classical Chinese poetry,
but the T’ang Dynasty is only one section in the stream of history.

Even in T’ang poetry divergent currents cross one another, and
each current has its fountainhead in antiquity. Like all literatures,
the Chinese had its early sources in primitive songs and dances.
The most ancient Chinese verses preserve the images and myths
that constituted the real, not just the conceptual, world of their
singers. The image of a lord on high which stood for the supreme
power, and the fish symbol which represented love and fertility in
the 3000-year-old anthology, The Book of Poetry (Shih Ching);
the myths of heavenly, earthly, and human spirits related in the
2300-year-old anthology, The Songs of the South (Ch'u TzZu),
were all important ingredients of daily life in ancient China. These
two earliest Chinese anthologies also record the joy and sorrow,
hope and aspiration, of the people who sang and listened to the
songs. When these songs were first sung, the tradition of a great
poetry was already taking shape.

The Chinese poetic tradition developed on three different
planes. The first plane—and also the lowest in the eyes of tradition-
l?ound Chinese poets—was the folk song. The folk song, in all
its local variations and forms, has actually been the mainstay in
the development of Chinese poetry and has remained one of its
§tron.gest rejuvenating forces, Whenever Chinese poetry exhausts
its vigor as a result of too many restrictive influences, the folk
song, with its genuine, robust power, retumns to reinforce the for-
mal poetry, and Chinese literature has witnessed a revival of
creative energy. The only other force that has had as much effect
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on Chinese poetry as the folk song is foreign literature. As far back
as the Han Dynasty (202 B.c-A.D. 220), military tuncs from the
non-Chinese tnbes m the north and northwest enriched Chincse
poetry. And throughout the centunes, foreign verse forms and in-
fuences, hike the indigenous folk song, have repeatedly brought
fresh blood mto the mam artery of Chinese poetry. This process
15 still going on today.

Yet, however much his work actually benefited from the folk
song, the traditional Chinese poct always relegated the folk song
to an inferor position, He has refused to honor the folk origin and
character of the exalted classics, The Book of Poctry and The
Songs of the South, which have survived in their archaic language.
This cunous fact demands some explanation.

The traditional poets belonged to a social and literary elite
whose ancestors had recorded the folk songs in these two classical
works, edited them, and interpreted them for the benefit of poster-
ity. The literary elite of China, commonly known as the Wen-jen,
that 15, the “Iiterats,” were the fortunate few who could afford the
years of study necessary to master the elegant but archaic style of
the thnese wrtten language. History tells us that most of them
considered themselves followers of the Confucian doctrines; they
htc;rzlly monopolized ’&{e controlling positions in Chinese society,
Poltics, and art, and dictated much of the cultural development

of the country, . «
o g (l}lhrly With a zealous sense of responsibility, these “guard-

nese culture went to work on th i
th oo OIK on the classics and gave
o 2 moralistic mterpretation which subsequently became ac-

As a consequence, in later centuries the
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A refined Iiterary language known as “classical Chinese” was
cultivated under the hterati’s tutelage. The child whose family was
fortunate enough to be able to afford the services of a tutor started
with The Book of Poetry at the age of five or six, went through
the phlosophical works of the Confucian era (c. 500 B.c.) as well
as the scholarly commentaries on them written in a simlar style,
and often wound up with The Book of Poetry again at the end
of his student career some twenty years later. The archaic style,
particularly the prose style in the philosophical and historical
works, was a terse, almost telegraphic language, suitable only for
witten communication. For centuries the hiterati accumulated his-
torical anecdotes and hterary lore until their special literary lan-
guage became so allusion-laden that only the most erudite could
feel completely at home with it.

At its best, the language through its rich imagery and metaphors
could communicate a great deal in very few words. The two
syllables, chiang-nan (“river south”), could bring to the mind of a
cultivated reader the image of the land in eastern China south of
the Yangtze River and the entire historical pageant of its develop-
ment from the sixth to the thirteenth century: its rise to fame as
the cultural and political center of China, the gaiety and glitter
of its metropolises, the lush green of its countryside, and, above
all, numerous lines of poetry written about these things by the
great masters. Furthermore, since the schoolboy was always taught
to chant and memorize the classical works as models for his own
composition, his ear (or, more precisely, his pen) was attuned to
the highly cultivated rhythm of this language when he grew to be
an experienced writer. While his speech was the vemacular of his
day, he would automatically write in the classical style. To be sure
the history of Chinese hiterature is full of rebels who made a
Wordsworthian effort to rejuvenate the classical language, and
there were periodic movements to rid it of its obscure allusions.
But the classical language in any form was an effective medium
only among the literary elite, who remained a tiny minority in
Chinese society.

In this classical language formal Chinese poetry developed on
the second and more respected plane. For a theory about the
essence of poetry, the literati turned to a dictum supposedly laid
down by Confucius himself. It asserted that poetry was to “tell of
a person’s heart,” which simply means “that one should tell what-
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ever is in one’s heart” The morahstic traditional poet, however,
insisted on hus mterpretation of the dictum: that poetry was “to
reveal one’s mind,” or rather “to reveal whatever one should keep
mn mind ” To him poetry was a purveyor of wisdom and a mirror
of the wnter's moral self. Consequently poetry was included
among the subjects for the 1mpenal examination—the only road
to cwvil service and social distinction. The poet was no longer a
person who sang either to satisfy humself or simply to earn a hving,
He was the acme of man’s achievement. He could be a statesman,
a general, a scholar, and not infrequently an emperor, but almost
never just a poet. Such exaltation of poetry made the wnting of
poems an aspiration of anyone who could read and write, regard-
less of the hmitations of lus poetic talents. Among the educated,
poetry became a feature of daily hfe and a medum of social com-
mumcation Even a collection of platitudes might be considered
a poem The occasional poem was the order of the day. It was
often wnitten to commemorate a mandann’s spring festval ban-
quet, or a pnnce’s acquisition of a summer house. The degenera-
tion of poetry on this plane reached 1ts lowest depth when wnting
poetry became nothing more than a highly stylized exercise in
linguistic dexterity.
hol?ldzafnl‘:glfng]e best of the poetic tradition,.a. refined apprecia-
esstnee of 1 :ature and a cultwated sensitivity to th.e musical
The prosodc mggt;age, COrllltlnued to devel‘op on a third plane.
songs, mspired. the i’ru ‘;-nrlcled by non-Chinese tunes and folk
Stan fonms dony yTt,a ented poets to perfect a variety of
called “broken. g the T"ang Dynasty (618-go6). The quatramn
roken-off Tines” (chueh chu) and the eightli
called “regulated verse” (lu shih e by the
end of the seventh century, h ') were most popular and, by the
classical Chinese poet ]gy, had alrealy become the backbone of
five or seven syl poetry bac 'lme m these forms contained either
; en syllables, In their embryonic stage these f
ound as basic units of earlier, Ion s o s W
over and over until they proved to bger songs They were worked
¢ the irreducibly compact and

most versatile frames
the most influentra) sfor the poetic language Next to these two,

cach varying fro
ke the brolg:en-o?fl 1jl:lcet:een to over a hundred notes in length. Un-

S 0T 1 i
egulated verse, the tz’u contains mostly
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Tines of irregular lengths which had to be fitted to different bars
of music.

Analytical study of the sounds and tonal patterns of Chinese
words had reached a high degree of sophistication during the Sui
Dynasty (590-618), enabling later poets to balance thythm and
cadence according to strict rules in all these forms. Parallehsm, a
unique feature of the Chinese language which had its start in
The Book of Poetry and The Songs of the South and was carried
to an extreme in the elaborately descriptive prose poems called
fu in the Han Dynasty, became an indispensable element in all
T'ang poetry, particularly in the regulated verse. The use of paral-
lelism requires a perfectly symmetrical contrast of images and
words m a couplet. For instance, if the first line of a couplet
refers to the mountain, the second line must refer to the river, or
if the first line deals with the world of nature, the second line
must deal with the world of man. Such rules may sound very
ngd, perhaps too rigid to permit any full exercise of the poet’s
imagination, but it should be remembered that they were the
result of many diverse experiments, and as such represented the
crystallization of many great poets’ experience.

The true feelings of man that found expression in The Book of
Poetry and other ancient verses were again voiced, and loudly too,
in T’ang and Sung poems. By the seventh century the images first
used in The Songs of the South had acquired new evocative power.
The search into the unknown and the quest for meaning beyond
man'’s sensory existence had received an impetus from the importa-
tion of Indian Buddhism to China and the revival of native
Taoism during the five hundred years from the first to the fifth
century. The cult of nature had been flourishing ever since the
poet T"ao Ch'ien (365-427) immortalized yellow chrysanthemums
and home-brewed wine. The T’ang and Sung Dynasties were in-
deed the golden era of classical Chinese poetry, representing the
peak of the development of Chinese poetry on this plane, right-
fully recognized as the highest plane.

Highlighting T'ang poetry were the works of such famous writ-
ers as Wang Wei (699~759), Li Po (701-762), and Tu Fu (712~
770): Thel.r poems present an impressive array of images, an
infinite variety of nature’s moods, and the full grace of the epi-

thetic classical Chinese language. What Wang Wei evokes in a
Quatramn about mountains and woods
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On the uncluttered mountain, no one is scen,
Yet voices are heard.
The setting sun casts shadows in dense woods,
And hghts up patches of green moss.!

(from Hsu, Annotated Tang Poctry, 11, 32)

is a view of quiet beauty and a complete blending of man’s iden-
ity with nature.

Or take another poem by Wang Wei:

In a bamboo thicket I sit alone,
Plucking my lute and whisthng a tune.
No one knows this grove—so deeply hidden,
Only the moon comes to shine on me.
(from Hsu, Annotated T’ang Poetry, 11, 33)

In this poem the moon appears as an understanding and sympa-
thetic bemng sharing the poet’s dehght in tranquillity; and in turn,
the poet’s feeling 15 punfied and elevated to the cool, calm, and
peaceful joy of the moon. The language in which the poct com-
municates with the moon becomes almost audible to the reader,
although no words are exchanged that are intelligible to the mun-
dane ear. Poems like this anticipate the Japanese Haiku tradition.?

*The ongmal reads like this:
K'ung shan pu chien jen
Tan wen jen yu hsiang
Fan ching ju shen hn
Fu chao ch'ing t'at shang
literally translated, word by word
Empty mountamn not see man
But hear man voice sound
Reverse view enter deep woods
Agamn (return) shine green moss on
Note the neat stanza form, umform length of lmes, and end rhymes The
element of parallehism 15 not as pronounced here as 1t is m all the “regulated
verses” wntten by Wang Wer and other T’ang poets The regulated verse
calls for exactly “paralle]” couplets for 1ts second and Hurd couplets m
each eight-line poem —Ed.

2 Compare Wang’s poem with a famous Haiku by Matsuo Basho (1644~

94):
Song of the cuckoo- Hototogisu
m the grove of great bamboos, o-take yabu-no
moonlight seeping through moru tsuki-yo

(from Harold G. Henderson, An Introduction to Haku, 44)

-
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The Japanese Haiku, first developed in the thirteenth century
and extensively practiced in the seventeenth century, is famed for
its presentation of a natural mysticism, lofty and pure. It relates
one form of life to another and registers man’s empathy with
nature. Wang Wei seems to have done precisely this.

These are high-water marks of classical Chinese poetry. Some
critics do not hesitate to say that they have never again been
reached. This may be true if one considers subsequent develop-
ments in classical Chinese poetry which were mostly on the second
plane. Trivia replaced exquisiteness; stereotype, orginality. Per-

The poems by Wang and Bashd are different in the stanza forms they use,
but the worlds they create are very similar. Wang Wei's poem is a
quatrain with five syllables m cach lme. A standard Japanese Haku calls
m all for seventeen syllables cast in definite prosodic schemes However,
several Chimnese tz’u forms developed in the tenth and eleventh centuries
appear to have anticipated the Japanese Haiku even m 1ts prosodic structure.
A sinteen-syllable t2'u, first used by Chang Hsiao-hsiang (active ¢. 1150) was
adopted by many later Chinese poets. The woman poet, Wu Tsao, (c. 1800)
wrote one:
Han
Jen Li hsi feng ts'ui hsiu tan
Hua ying shang lan kan
Hsi yang mu
Literally translated, the poem reads:
Cold
Person stand west wind green sleeve thin
Evening sun set
Flower shadow chmb railing
The sense of the poem seems to be:
Chill—
She stands in the western wind, her green sleeves thin.
Evening sun sets,
The flower’s shadow ascends the balustrade.
‘ﬂlc poem weaves the weather, the person, her costume, and the setting sun
Into a living and integrated whole. Movement n quietude 15 captured by the
shadow of a flower The whole poem fixes a mood that mduces the reader’s
meditahive appreciation. Compare this poem with a Japanese Haiku by Tam-
guchi Buson (1715-83)-
Blossoms on the pear—
and a woman 1n the moonhght
reads a letter there.
(from Harold G. Henderson, An Infroduction to Haiku, 105)
f;c;r 1{:;:::; §1{sc’ussmx} %1 th; nfluence of Chinese poetry on Japanese Haiku,
Dby 1yamori, One Thousand Hatku, Ancient and Modern (Tokyo:
» 1930), Pp. 35, 181 —Ed
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haps classical Chinese poetry by the end of the nincteenth century
had once agam truly exhausted itself.

Whether or not 1t had, the change in Chinese poctry as scen
in its latest works has certainly been dramatic. Here are two fre-
quently quoted poems written in mainland China in 1958:

In Heaven there is no Jade Emperor

Nor is there a Dragon King in the sca.

I am the Jade Emperor,

I am the Dragon King.

Hey, you Three Sacred Mountains and Five Holy Peaks,
Make way!

Here I come.

We sing to the roaring river,

It tises 1n thousands of waves.

Of old, 1t followed along the mountain,
Now we make it climb the tulls,

(from The Songs of the Red Flag, 6, 172)

These songs rank with the best of the literally millions of verses
bemng composed today by bus drivers, lathe operators, buffalo
herders, foot soldiers, and, of course, men of letters. The verses
sing of the leadership of the Communist Party, according it the
traditional reverence due one’s father. They sing of the loving
care that Mao Tse-tung showers on his peasant comrades in terms
befitting a love duet in a folk song. Above all, they express the
ecstasy of a people who for the first time have found expression
for their simple but powerful sentiments.

In the crude lines of verse written by a peasant who has just
finished his ten-week literacy course in the village night school,
there is a cty of joy amounting some* znes to drunken frenzy. The
cry may be temnfying, just asa war  keeping time to the beat of

a ;ung.le drum is tern'ying, but .« is poetry in it also, as the
following 1958 poem Jears witr

One spade ! rves off a shousand mountain tops,
One load cartivs off tw+ .ills,

One blast overturns a ¢ i¥ of ten thousand fathoms.
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My two hands lift up the river,
In a moment I hang it on top of the towering peak.
(from The Songs of The Red Flag, 93)

The gusto parallels very well Li Po’s wild fantasy written, as one
of his frends said, after wine:

One punch smashes the Yellow Crane Pavilon,
One kick overtumns the Parrot Island.

The difference between these two poems is that while Li Po’s has
always been recognized as an elegant fantasy of a bohemian poet,
the modern poem has a savage beauty both serious and stirring.
It 1s the difference between a traditional Chinese man of letters
and a ditchdigger, between the allusion-laden classical language
and the vigorous speech used by a villager in 1958, between the
“higher” and the “lower” planes in the development of Chinese
poetry. Mid-twentieth-century Chinese poetry is greeting a trium-
phal return of the folk song. In these latest verses there is no trace
of the restraint, the subdued color, and the refined notes of T’ang
poetry. The change is dramatic and needs to be viewed through
an histoncal perspective.

% %k % 3k

When the Chinese began to doubt the usefulness of their own
tradibion, including their literary tradition, in the second half of
the nineteenth century, their skepticism was brought about by
multiple forces at work in society. The literati as a group had
been stubborn in their refusal to recognize a steadily widening
world; they had persisted in believing that China was the center of
the universe. The Opium War (1839-42) rudely opened Chinese
eyes to the matenal superionty of the Western world. The T'ai-
p’in'g Rebellion (1848-65) decisively illustrated the collapse of
China’s itemnal order. The subsequent unpleasant contacts with
the Western powers, the “unequal treaties” signed with them and
ﬂ}e “concessions” yielded to them, shocked the educated Chinese,
discouraging some and infuriating the rest. Feverish moves were
made to find a remedy. Some Chinese intellectuals advocated
total Westernization, which, unfortunately, was conceived merely
as a technological revolution. Others urged reform but failed to
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carry it beyond superficial adjustments in the administrative sys-
tem,

As the situation continued to worsen, culminating in the oc-
cupation of Peking by Western troops in the aftermath of the
Boxer Rebellion (19oo), the social and intellectual atmospherc in
China was chaotic and desperate. So many things and formulas
had been tried, and Chima was showing no improvement. Out of
desperation the educated Chinese grabbed at anything that prom-
1sed salvation. Someone said the Manchu imperial government
was to blame; a revolt immediately got underway to abolish the
monarchy. Another suggested domg away with China’s cultural
tradition because 1t was responsible for the national cnsis: almost
overnight the echo of “Down with the Confucian Temples” re-
sounded through the country. The main current of these intellec-
tual agitations was the dnve to make Chinese youths adopt an
entirely new athtude toward life The movement was spearheaded
by several professors in the University of Peking who appealed to
their students to accept the vahdity of modem science and democ-
racy. The students were urged to change their retiring athitude to
purposeful aggressiveness, and to abandon useless metaphysical
abstraction for practical knowledge.

It was in such an atmosphere that the “hterary revolution”
started in 1917 when Hu Shih (1891-1962) offered an eight-point
program to rejuvenate Chinese hiterature. He suggested replacing
the terse, allusion-laden classical language with modemn vemacular
(pai-hua), and in 1918, the journal published by the intellectual
leaders in the Umwversity of Peking actually made the changes.
Many publications followed suit, and the movement spread hke a
brush fire in spite of persistent and rancorous opposition Soon a
number of small literary coteries sprang up to find new directions
for their creative energy. Only a few of them were principally
concerned with poetry, but all of them were embroiled in political
lzolemlcs as they had to declare and defend their views on htera-

ure.

The views expressed covered a wide spectrum, ranging from the
extreme left to the extreme right. The Society for Literary Studies
founded 1n 1921 advocated “lterature for hfe,” stressing the in-
separable relationship between hterature and the real hfe of man.
;atgrestilgbioslll??’n of ’c‘lcns Society shlf.ted its motto from “hterature

€ to “hterature to improve hfe” The Creation
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Society founded in 1gzo started with a dedication of itself to the
“creation of beauty,” and soon changed its emphasis to the “de-
struction of evil.” The Sun Society founded in 1928 was consistent
and persistent in its promotion of a “revolutionary hiterature.”
Several opposition groups rallied under the banner of “art for art’s
sake,” but these groups were fighting a losing battle. Foreign
encroachment upon China’s interests and dignity was increasing.
The young people became steadily more restless. From May 4, 1919
to May 4, 1937, there were twenty-one major clashes between the
police and student demonstrators protesting against certain gov-
ernment policies and actions. The Communist movement, begin-
ning as an organized effort in 1921, was winning the ideological
struggle as the 1efined notes on the Muse’s harp were drowned in
a socialist trumpeter’s blare. “Revolutionary literature” became the
order of the day in the 1930s.

The development of poetry during this period reflected fully
the complexity of the war of ideas. Each of the several groups of
poets that sprang up had its own position at the beginning, but
gradually all converged upon social realism—treating the conflict
among men only in its social context. The first of these groups
pioneered the use of the vernacular in poetry.

The Pioneers

The literary pioneers were understandably preoccupied with the
ugly physical reality in which they lived. The change of seasons,
the pain of parting, reminiscences of the past, and the serenity of
the natural universe were no longer the immediate subjects of the
poet’s concern. They had become too remote and irrelevant. It
was the ricksha pullers laboring under a scorching sun, the tears of
a child-bride married to a total stranger three times her age, the
silent protest of an abused boy-apprentice, the misery of a peasant
family unable to sell their homespun cloth for food that aroused

sympathy in the new poet, Lin Ta-pai (1880-1932), who wrote
m 1920:

My brother’s wife weaves cloth,
My brother sells it.

But there is no cloth

To mend my wom pants.
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When he took the cloth to town
At the aty gate he was stopped.
He had no money to pay duties
The guards confiscated his cloth.
Take the cloth then, but why
Take mn my brother also?
(from Selected Contemporary Chinese Poems, 47-50)

The newly acquired Western concept upholding the dignity of
the individual human being, together with some knowledge of
Western poetry, emboldened the new Chinese poets to wnite about
love between man and woman. Wang Ching-chih (1903- )
was, for a while, a controversial wnter severely cnticized by those
who considered themselves guardians of social morals, but all
Wang did was to write a number of poems like the following:

When I go to bed I see you on the ceiling,
When I drink tea you are 1n my cup,
When 1 read, I see no words but you in the book

(from Compendium, 144)

His cmitics perhaps did not anticipate that their attacks were to
make Wang famous, popular, and even worshipped by many
youthful readers He found words for many other young people
who felt the same way but did not know how to express it or did
not dare

Love for one’s mother, a tradition-honored theme, remained
popular but appeared 1n a much greater vanety of metaphors than
ever before If Ping Hsm (19o2- )3 had been bom twenty years

carher, she would not have found the “paper boat” 1n her poem
wntten m 1923-

Mother, 1f you see a tiny white paper boat in your sleep,
Do not wonder how 1t has entered your dream.
It was folded by your loving daughter, with tears in her eyes,

Who begs 1t to carry home her love and sorrow, over the endless
mountains and waters.

(from Compendium, 134)

8 Regarded as the first woman poet to
write in the vem
of Chinese literature records ma d e a5 far Do

ny wo e .
the Han Dynasty —Eqd y women poets, some dating as far back as
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The pioneer poets, of course, were also tempted to ponder on
what was lastingly real and true, when they had a moment of
peace and quet Vestiges of the ancient nature myth hingered
among them Tsung Parhua (1goo?- ), for instance, retamed
a sumple faith n lfe, an mfinite sympathy for all things animate
and mammate. He held all things i nature as dear and near to
him as members of lus own family, and he proclaimed:

The unmiverse m my heart,
The reflection of mountains and rivers in a crystal-clear mirror.
(from Compendium, 268)

Ping Hsin, given to contemplation of birds, grass, and the sea,
found the relation of infinite time to infinite space disturbing. She
wrote:

The flowers and rocks beside the railroad tracksl

In this nstant

You and I

Chance to meet among the infinite beings,

Also bid our last farewell among the infinite beings.
When 1 returmn,

In the mudst of the mynads of our kind,

Where can I ever find you agamn?

(from Compendium, 136)

Others in this group went even further away from traditional
Chinese 1deas Hu Shih (18¢1-1962), a philosopher tramned at
Columbia University, admired John Dewey so much that he wrote
verses arguing for the validity of scientific empiricism. In one of
his expenimental poems, he asserts that mind 1s superior to matter
because “thought travels faster than sound or hight ”

_ He called Iis verses experimental because they were experiments
In usmng modern daily speech as s poetic medium, He was not
always successful, and lus fellow pioneers at times fared even
worse. In the beginming, the search for a mew poetic language
resulted merely 1n a juxtaposiion of old lingmstic conventions
with elements taken from modem spontaneous speech. As Hu
Shih himself admitted, the language used in his modem poems
moved as awkwardly as the suddenly unbound feet of an old-
fashioned Chinese woman. With the exception of Ping Hsin, al-
most all these early writers were criticized for the awkwardnes,s of
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therr language. A serious concerted effort to establish a sutable
modern poetic form and to analyze 1ts texture had to await the
appearance of another group of poets known as the Crescent

group.
The Crescent Group

In 1923 a group of young wrters gathered around Hsu Chih-mo
(1895-1931) and formed the Crescent group The name may have
been chosen because the members admired the Indan poet and
mystic, Tagore, whose Crescent Moon and Stray Birds had al-
ready found quite a following m China # Ping Hsin, though she
admitted to having been mspired most strongly by Tagore, was
not considered one of his group, The Crescent writers declared
that the mmd and spint of the Chinese people must be freed,
and that the liberation could come only when 1ts expression had
been found m the arts and n poetry. These wnters rightly rec-
ogmzed the rush of 1deas and creative urge after the dam of
tradition had been broken, and they regarded 1t as thewr duty to
create new forms and new thythms that would be proper vessels
for new 1deas.

Wen Ito (1899-1946), a hughly respected literary cntic and a
leader of the Crescent school, championed the use of measured
prosodic units m the vernacular language to achieve a musical
effect similar to, and perhaps better than, the best of the classical
works His extensive traming 1 pamnting and other graphic arts
led um to perceive and defend the mterrelahonship between
poetry and the other arts, like Gautier, whom he admired. He also
saw an mtrnsic indentification of essence with form A truly beau-
tiful woman could not but have a golden heart, he almost said,
and artishic immortality could be achieved only when the carving
was as flawless as the gem 1tself

Putting hus own theones mto practice, Wen Ito pomnted in his
work to a new direction for poetry, and the effect was electnfying
The senousness of the Crescent poets toward their work, toward

every word and every hine they wrote, has left a lasting mfluence
on modern Chinese poetry.

04 Some of these hterary groups chose their names quite without any reason.
ne (mamly interested m prose) actually got 1ts name after one of 1ts found-

ers opened a bool at random and pomted his finger at a
word with
looking Hence its untranslatable name, Yu Ssu -—-—Edg e without
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The Crescent poets demonstrated that balanced phrases and
cultvated metaphors can produce an unforgettable effect .vs'nth any
theme the poet selects. Consider, for example, these exquisite lines
that Wen wrote in memory of his daughter who died in early
childhood:

Forget her, as a forgotten flower,
As a dream 1n the wind of spring,
As in a dream, a bell’s nng.

Forget her, as a forgotten flower.

Perhaps you hear earthworms turning dirt,
Perhaps you hear grassroots sucking water.
Perhaps prettier than man’s cursing voice
Is this kind of music you now hear.

(from Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 12-15)

He also could weave a vision, an ideal man must stretch himself
to reach, into a verse with a breathlessly forward-rushing cadence:

Never have I sought the red of fire, nor the black

Of the Peach Blossom Pool at midnight, nor the plaintive tune of
a lute,

Nor the fragrance of roses. Never have I loved the proud dignity of
a leopard.

The tenderness I longed for, no white dove could offer.

I never wanted these things, but their crystallization,

A muracle ten thousand times more miraculous than them alll

(from Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 650)

In working out their theory, the Crescent poets were guided by
an attitude toward love, life, and beauty which had much in
common with that of the Western European Romantic wnters.
Wen I-to never ceased to praise Keats, and Hsii Chih-mo, Wen’s
close friend, always respected Byron as “that beautiful dewi], that
glorious rebel.” To them not only must beauty be true but the
true must be made beautiful by the poet, and the meaning of
life lies 1 the relentless, intense effort to create beauty, to tum
one instant into etermty:
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Have no fear for me, as
No gusty wind can cxtmguish the lamp of the spul. To have this
Body turnedunto ashes 15 nothing because that is preciscly
My one moment of etermity . . .
(from Wen, Complete Works, Ism, 651)

Dedication of hfe to ths 1deal did not, however, reduce this
group of poets to working exclusively m émaux and camées, to
carving concentnc wory spheres accordmg to the design of the
poet’s mner vision with no reference to the outside world of
reality Therr 1deals, particularly Wen I-to’s, were subject to modi-
fication along with the changing intellectual chmate A nawe but
noble sympathy with one’s fellow men, which provided the carlier
expenmental poets with much of their emotional identity, also
took hold of the Crescent poets

Though Bntish-educated Hsu Chih-mo was as farmliar with
Wordsworth as he was with the Bloomsbury group (under whose
nfluence he fell dunng his Cambndge days), he wrote about a

beggar who had nothing 1n common with lis Cumberland pred-
ecessor Hsu's beggar groans-

T am but a pile of black shadows, trembling,

Lymng like a worm on the frontage road of humanity;

I wish only a bt of the warmth of sympathy

To shelter what's left of me, after repeated carving.
(from Selected Works of Hsu Chilt mo, 73-74)

Wen I-to shed tears for lus compatriots doing laundry work in
America as well as for the youthful recrmit who, too sick to march
under the guard’s whip toward the front, was left to die on the

roadside How could beauty reside m such ugly reality, Wen asked
himself, and his own answer was

Here is a ditch of hopelessly dead water—
a region where beauty can never reside.
Might as well let the devil cultivate 1t—
and see what sort of world it can provide.

(from Dead Water, 39-41)

Because the China he saw

was not what his poetic imagination
had led him to visualize, F ¢
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T've come, I shout, bursting out in tears of woe,
“This is not my China—Oh, no. No!”
I've come because I heard your summoning cry.
Riding on the wind of time, raising a torch Iugh,
I came. I knew not this to be unwarranted ecstasy.
A nightmare I found. You? How could this bel
(from Dead Water, 58-59)

Without in any way directly relating itself to the leftist move-
ment, which quite rapidly gathered momentum toward the end
of the 1920s in Chinese literacy circles, the Crescent group at
that time shifted its attention to the urgent social 1lls and the
national cnsis. Wen I-to reidentified his ideal beauty with the
essenice of Chimnese culture which was threatened, and he dedi-
cated anew his life, effort, and poetry to restoring the validity of
Chinese culture. The romantic longing for the perpetually beauti-
ful remained the bedrock of the Crescent poets’ basic commit-
ment to poetry, but harsh reality forced them to channel their
creative energy toward the building of a state myth to take the
place of the classical nature myth. In this new myth, as in the old
one in earlier eras, the poet found his world of beauty.

Not all the Crescent poets followed Wen I+to’s path in their
intellectual development, but the same degree of fervent dedica-
tion to life’s purpose continued to ring loud and true in most of
therr works written dunng the 1930s, which are judged to be
superior to their earlier verses. There is a strong element of stoicism
in their determination to face reality and to offer their lives, but
their stoicism is accompanied by a sense of fatigue. The vicissitudes
of life and the chaos in society had continued too long; the burden
of the poet’s commitment weighed steadily heavier as the road
appeared longer each day. As Sun Yiit'ang (19o5?— ) put it:

Carrying two baskets of iron, one sack of sand, I trudge on
the dust of the ancient road,
Cross a valley, and circle a mountain, with stars shining above.

The depth of the mght, the silence of old pines, where dewdrops
mourn the fallen petals;

The long, long road—when will it lead me home?
(from The Precious Horse, 69~70)
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The old horse, be 1t ever so strong and sturdy, cannot avoid feeling
a bit weary of hife Along with the weanness come resignation and
the secret hope for deliverance Is this the return of the old Bud-
dhist mfluence?

The Metaphysical Group

Concentration on the search for a rational explanation of life
was the purpose of the Metaphysical Group of poets, who, 1n the
main, subjugated thewr hearts and tumed to their minds. They
treated emotions coolly and gazed at life calmly. They scrutinized
the world around them, mcluding themselves, even personal love
was to them a phenomenon to be analyzed and metaphornzed
with an equal degree of detachment They tried to define reality
and the relation of man to the unwerse What Feng Chih
(1905~ ) saw i the acquinng and losing of a form revealed
to him a bit of the secret about substance and existence:

From a pool of freely flowing, formless water,
The water carner brings back a bottleful, ellipsord in shape,

Thus this much water has acquired a definite form
Look, the wind vane futtering in the autumn breeze
Takes hold of certamn things that cannot be held
(from The Sonnets, 55)

) read on a blade of grass the pattern of
ability of man to comprehend 1t or to do

Pien Chih-n (1g10-
Iife and death and the in
anything about it-

A patch of dying sun at five o’clock,

Half a nng of lamplight at six

Just think, there are people who spend all their days
Dreammg a httle and watching the wall a little,

While the grass on the wall grows tall and then yellow,

(from The Han Garden, 176)

grass Feng Chih saw the grandeur of
at was most lastmg m the impermanent;

Often as I ponder on the Iife of man,
I feel compelled to Pray to you,

You, a cluster of pale-white weeds,
Never failed to deserve a name:

In the same blade of
humility, he saw wh
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And yet you elude all possible names
To lead a hife, insignificant and humble.
(from The Sonnets, g)

In an infinite variety of images, these poets stated their meta-
physical beliefs. The metaphors are forever poetic and challenging,
but the ideas, as T. S. Eliot once commented, perhaps cannot
exceed a limited number. We can quite readily detect the ingredi-
ents in therr ideas—the basic components of therr conceptual
world—as consisting of certain assumptions about the existence
of the soul, the dichotomy of form and matter, ultimate reality
and primary cause. These are mainly Western in their origin. In
addition, from the indigenous ideas of China these poets took the
Taoist assumption of a universal essence of which the essence of
man is but a part, and the Taoist treatment of nature, which,
being the most mmpressive manifestation of the universal essence,
comes closest to the universal essence itself. In their poetry, the
Buddhist challenge to the phenomenal world was also continually
recognized and supplied inspiration for poems about the futility
and illusiveness of life.

The Symbolists

The rehance on metaphor to express a metaphysical idea, as
exemplified by Feng Chih and Pien Chih-lin, gave support to L
Chin-fa and his friends, who have come to be recognized as the
symbolists in modern Chinese poetry. Li Chinfa (1goo?~ )
has acknowledged his debt to Verlaine and Mallarmé, but in his
effort to deal with hfe only through symbols and images, he ap-
pears to have gone even farther than his French mentors. He
scems to have assumed that outside of the world of impressions,
which he captures with his symbols, no meaning exists. He pre-
sents a series of pictures, without so much as a string to thread
Fhem together for the benefit of the reader. If the reader fails to
Integrate the fragmentary pictures—some brilliant, some dull, some
utterly mcomprehensible—into a meaningful whole, Li declines
responsibility by saying that life and reality are themselves frag-
mentary. There is an “Expression of Time” in his anthology:

Wind and rain on the ocean,
Dead deer in my heart.
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Look, autumn dream has left on spread wings,
Only this dejected soul remains.

I pursue abandoned desires,

I mourn discolored lips,

Ah, on the shadowy grassland,
The moon gathers our silence.

(from Compendium, 211)

Sometimes Li and his fnends appear to be demanding a super-
sensitivity of their readers, at other times their poems require a
high degree of psychic insight 1n order to penctrate their meaning,
The difficulty of these symbolist works does not stem principally
from therr unusual associations of ideas with concrete images and
sensory reality, or from their frequent omission of certain hnks in
the chain of association It 1s the studied departure from linguistic
conventions, both new and old, both wmtten and spoken, which
only partly rumed the works of earlier expenimenters, that at times
renders Lr’s poems hopelessly esotenic. The music of the language,
1ts spontancous rhythm and melody, seems to have been purposely
sacnificed 1n order to stop the reader—and to force him to reread
the same lime several times over for its intended effect, which 15
often very different from the first 1MpIession.

Not all Li Chinfa’s fellow symbolists sacrificed the famihar
mel'ody and thythm in the language that spoke effortlessly to the
Chinese ears of the 1920s. Ta1 Wang-shu (1905-19507), a follower
of Valéry, has chosen to let a smooth cadence carry his images
and thus make them come closer to the reader The symbolic sug-
gestions 1 Tar’s verses are sketched m more definite lines, with a

thmnc.r veil shrouding them, and because of this, hus lines, Iike the
following, are better remembered

Light rain fell on your unkempt hair-

So many little pearls sprinkled 1n black kelp,
S0 many dead fish tossed about on the waves,
With a mystenous, sad gleam,

(from “A Sonnet,” Compendum, 219)

Tai scems to prefer the plainer symbols th
;nror;ed to the mind of any reader while taking a walk in the ram
° along a creck on a chilly autumn day. Even when he deals with

1¢ sounds and forms fancied at mudnight, or a lovelormn sigh, he

at can easily be sum-
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maintains hvely pace. This virtue has enabled him to share Li
Chinfa’s fame but spared him the criticism. Color is also Tai’s
concern, and he uses 1t with great care so that it harmonizes with
the entire mood of the poem. This is another feature that sets him
apart from Li Chin-fa. Tai later turned away from symbolism to
write short lyrics on single observations snatched from an un-
dramatic and uneventful existence. These have turned out to be
possibly his best poems.

A third member of this group, Mu Mu-t'ien (1goo- ) went
from Manchuna to France. He has admitted his indebtedness to
Laforgue and, like him, strives for uncommon musical effects in
his lines It is tus belief that graphic devices can also be used to

suggest the cadence of sound 1n Chinese poetry, as in “The Pale
Temple Bell” (1926):

Pale  bell sounds  decadent  and blurred
Diffuse  in the exquisite  but desolate  misty  vale
—Dred weeds  thousands  of layers—
Listen  the perpetually  fantastic  ancient bell sounds
Listen  the thousands  of strokes.

(from Compendium, 236)

A general feeling of dejection prevails among the symbolists of
this penod. They seem to prefer the blurred, the decaying, and the
mdescribable. Their lines are shot through with melancholy, how-
ever stoically viewed. Even Wang Tu-ch’ing (1898-1940), whose
works have been admired for their Byronic pageantry, is too often
drethed mn despair. When he walked out of a Pamsian café, his
poetic sensitivity was immediately turned away from the animated
conversation he had just had with Anatole France on social revolu-
tion, and all he could think of was:

Silently
Walking alone,
Feeling inside
The sorrow of a homeless man
About to lose his country . . .
-Ah, the quiet and chilly streets
At dusk, under ram.
(from Selected Works of Wang Tu-ch'ing, 68-69)
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There was enough m the reahty surrounding these symbolists
to complete a fin de siecle atmosphere for them, and they tumned
to the dying and decadent for that ficker of beauty that they paint
n ntense blue ke the will-o’-the wisp caught in a graveyard. Es-
pecially when they returned to China, the ugly chaos they found
there left them i despair and blinded them to the cxistence of
any truly hearty laughter m this world. Small wonder that Li
Chin-fa moaned that hfe appears to him withered and faded, He
sees 1t only as a smile on the “hps of Death.” These Chinese
symbolists worship Mallarmé, and they have mmitated Valéry with
considerable success What they have failed to do is to present an
ecstasy about hfe after shedding tears over the suicide of Narcissus.

The Independent Poets

Other modern Chinese poets have emerged who share many
¢xpenences m common with their fellow wnters already described,
but who have created therr own worlds that do not quite fit any
of the identified schools of poetry. Some critics refer to these pocts
as the Independent Group

Many of the poems of Tsang K'o-ctna (19167~ ) wntten in
the 1930s capture a flecting moment 1 Iife, like a flash of light-
nng 1 1its stnking intensity. His images are sharp, and the struc-
ture of hus verse 15 metculously concise. In such stanzas as the
following he shows s pecular success 1n integrating a character
with his background, with the man always in the center:

A sad wail trails him from door to door,

But tomght the wail brings out nobody from the houses.
gehlnd the gates everyone tightly locks up 2 warm autumn,
very face, like a spring blossom, blooms toward the bright moon,
The western wind follows him, the moon follows hum
;Flo the old temple as he mounts the steps. ’
€ wants no chully hght to hang on s tatters, and wi
Disappears 1n the shadowy depthgs of a shrine. ,nd vith 2 shrig
(Midautumn Festwal, 1934, The Candl, 3)

The comfort, and even g1 . i
tional Moon Festivalliygalety’ of the people celebrating the tradi-

e¢hind their secure} locked pat h
made msignificant in contrag Y ed gates are here
rounds ending at a deso] tto 2 disappomnted beggar’s nocturnal

! ate temple. The beggar's life assumes all
the importance 1n the world of the poet at %%e moment, and na-
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ture is intimately meshed with it. Tsang K'o-chia can never view
Iife in abstraction. His lines cling to the human being with such
force that at times, as he himself has made clear, it becomes actu-
ally painful to him. Perhaps this is a clue to the secret of his later
shift to fevenish songs about the tears and joys of people—particu-
larly those in lower walks of life.

In sharp contrast to the intensity of Tsang K'o-chia stands the
poetry of Ho Ch'i-fang (1911— ). Ho sketches his images gently
in monochrome. Even when he occasionally uses colors, they are
only subdued pastels, as in his “Prophecy”:

1t has finally arrived—that heart-throbbing day.
The sound of your footsteps, like the sighs of the night,
I can hear clearly. They are not leaves whispenng in the wind,
Nor the fawns darting across a lichened path.
Tell me, tell me in your singing voice of a silver bell,
Are you not the youthful god I heard about m a prophecy?
(from The Han Garden, 4)

At times Ho perpetuates the best tradition of classical “occa-
sional” poems. The year’s end, a time for reminiscing about a far-
off friend, inspires him to write:

When a dried pine cone falls,
And the wings of low-flying birds rustle by,
You pause in your solitary stroll in the woods;

‘When winter’s white frost seals your window,

Hiding yourself in a long spell of illness

Do you still think of your house 1 the north?
(from The Han Garden, 26-27)

But there is a lingering flavor about these lines that goes beyond
the merely pleasant rhythm and sounds of the classical occasional
poems. It is the ultrasensitwvity of the poet that enables Ho, or
his close associate, Li Kuang-then (1go7- ), to grasp the poetic
sigmificance of a “Naocturnal Bird,” a gaping “Window m Au-
tumn,” a “Trumpet,” a “Visit” to a friend, who, it so happened,
was away (which reminds us of Wang Wer's famous lines), and a
walk “Across a Bridge.” Ho and Li see the gravity and mmportance
In what is seemingly trivial. Their poems are like Chinese green tea
which tastes so plain and yet lasts and lasts on the discerning
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palate. They are the wnters able to fix permanently the essential
quality of a seemingly msigmfcant detail At the same time, they
do not yield to the temptation of stressing the metaphysical mecan-
ing of the deceptively trivial. They may hint at certain abstractions,
but they never state them. No wonder they could and did mamn-
tamn an endurng association with such a “metaphysical” writer as
Pien Chib-lin

Or we may turn to the lnes of Cheng Min (1924~ ), a
relatively young wter whose commentary on hfe shows a remark-
able degree of sophistication She does not portray the mtense
moments of life as Tsang K'o-chia does, nor does she record the
ordinary moments of reality as Ho Ch'i-fang and L1 Kuang-tien
do. Her eyes scan the horizon of life, the urban and the rustic, and
she reflects on it—as, for example, in “Quiet Night”:

Those pursuing reality behind their counters

Now count their day’s gamn from reahity, and then go to bed
With their unstable joy and unshakable regret, letting
Reahity turn nto void, into doubt, in ther tired bodies.

Under the roof, the self-satisfied lovers
Secretly feel an emptiness in the midst of self-conscious happiness.

They embrace each other tightly, hoping to crush the space be-
tween them,

“We are not discontented, God, but a bit lost. . . .”

(from The Poems, 178)
When trying times with their shaken iraditions and changing
values forced themselves upon her, as they had upon all her

compatnots since the beginming of the twentieth century, how

;:lould she fail to echo the “Heart Beat” nf Wen I-to? As she does
ere:

Ah, Chna, your destiny, with so many obstruching forces, every
bit of your history a hindrancel

It appears as hundreds and thousands of mightmares to haunt us
ceaselessly,

Hidmg 1n every comer, even 1 our very blood—that dreadful
enemy!

Every time after 1t feigned death to get from us a bloodbath,

(from The Poems, 160)
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And, in a weary but desperate plea,

Time and time-nurtured civilization, and the self-respect
that grew from civilization,
All vanished. This drooping eyehd is a quieted battlefield,
Ah, mankind, if one day you exchange your rifle for a magic flute,
Your surrender will be your most glorious victory.
(from The Poems, 181)

Wartime Trends

Cheng Min, did not see a battlefield, but in the early 1940s
when she wrote, many wrters in China did. Even those who
never actually spent an hour in a field trench were living constantly
under the shadow of war. Enemy bombers were overhead almost
daily; calm reflection was impossible and serenity non-existent. The
metaphysicists, no longer able to brood in silence, added their
voices to the anguished cries of those who had been painting
hife mn its objective reality or focused on its most pressing, sensuous
immediacy. In Tsang K'o-chia’s writings the plaintive wail of a
beggar on the eve of the Midautumn Festival gives way to the
angry protest of an injured people, and the quietly sympathetic

Western wind and moon are now equally enraged and bitter after
an air raid:

In the shadow of death

Some men stirred.

Some quickened their steps toward the city,
Training their eyes on the smoke columns
Guessing, in their sinking hearts,

The location of their houses.

The voleanic mouth in the roof roared,
Human flesh hung on tree tops.

A procession of bodies carried off to the countryside,
Leaving a train of bloody tears behind.

(from The Mud Puddle, 36-39)
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With cwvilization lying in rum, all that 15 left to symbolize man’s
progress n the twentieth century 1s the means of wanton destruc-
tion under which moonlight turns ghastly pale and spring blossoms
look pitifully futile. No poet can retamn a heart to sing of cither.
Any abstrachion seems too 1rrelevant Man turns to the stubbornly
robust, and even primitive, for hope, and red-tasseled spears bathed
in blood become the most appealing poetic image. The lusty cry
of the peasants fighting as guernllas, mspired by the savage mstinct
for survival, becomes the high note mn the poet’s music. The
Muse has dropped her lyre for a bugle, and the drumbeat has
drowned out the soft melody of a jade flute Now we hear the
two-beat, simple, tense thythm nnging loud from a war dance—
like that recorded by T"en Chien (1914-  ):

Look!
Ther
Vengeful
Force,
Therr
Vengeful
Blood,
Therr
Vengeful
Songs
(from Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 236~37)

This 15 indeed a return to the pnmitive, but the poets who tuned
to folk songs for inspiration could easily recall the folk origin and
sumple four-beat rhythm m The Book of Poetry, the earhest extant
poctic anthology i Clunese, accepted by all as the fountainhead
of Chinese poetry. The circle closes once agan. The thesis that
_Chmese poetry pei ‘odically returns to the common people to re-
Juvenate 1tself, expounded by Wen Ito and by Chen Shih-hsiang
(now teaching at the University of Califorma), finds support 1
another historical process.

_ Narrative poems, similar to the folk ballads which sing of the
lives and loves of legendary characters and historical figures, have
also expenenced a popular revival, The stones and heroes are born
of t.he war, the mountains and marshes where the bitterest struggles
against the enemy took place provide the most celebrated geograph-
ical settings: the T’ai-hang Mountain Range, the Hungtse Lake
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region, the dense woods of Manchuria, and the loess dunes of
Shans: and Shensi. K'o Chung-ping (1910~ ) wntes of the
Border Zone Militia in a 7go-ne poem, and of the Peiping-
Hankow Railway workers who organized themselves to resist the
approaching Japanese troops in 1938. The second poem, with only
its first section completed, already runs over 2000 lines. Ai Ch'ing
(1910~ ) devotes many thousands of lines to the soldiers fallen in
action, of whom one “died a second time”:

It all happened so suddenly
Allowing no time even for a fleeting thought
Or for a flashing question of surpnise and wonder.
As a burning bullet
For the second time~—also, ah, for the last time—
Pierced his body.
His life
Having been through this world (so they say),
Fell
Like a tree at the stroke of a gigantic ax.
(from Selected Poems of Ai Ch’ing, 238)

These poets sing of the peasant turned guerrilla, the country
girl who volunteered to nurse a wounded soldier, the child nsking
his Iife to delver a war message, the bugler, the solitary sentry,
the ammunition carner, the living who clenched their teeth in
anger, and the dead with an undying curse on their lips. They
cannot avord using the weapons of satire and sarcasm and even
borsterous accusation agamst what they beheve to be out of step:
the continuing civil strife among the war lords, the Kuomintang,
and the Communusts, the wartime profiteering, the heartless mdif-
ference—in a word, aganst everything that looked treasonous in
view of the dymng soldiers and agamst the backdrop of a war-
ravaged country. Tsang K'o-chia (19107~ ) wrtes of tis disap-
pomntment with the delegates who congregated in Chungking in
ﬂie fall of 1946 to argue about a provisional constitution at such a
time. He also tells how the police 1 the rear area used the pretext
of security to check on the people’s associations and reading, and
how earlier some of the best troops were ordered to march toward
the Communist base in the north instead of against the Japanese
front His Iines on these subjects are not polished verse; they are
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blunt and direct; occasionally they scream, but they never cease
to speak for a disturbed generation.

Throughout the war the mulitary, political, and hiterary fronts
were parallel. While the battle was joined between the Chinese
and the Japanese, the 1deological and power struggle between the
Communmsts and the Nationabsts never ceased. In Yenan, the
Communst headquarters mn the 1940s, leftist wnters gathered to-
gether to re-exammne the direction m which hterature was develop-
mg They agreed that waging war agamst a foreign enemy was
the wnters’ duty, but that beyond this the wnters should follow
the road to social reahsm by learning from workers, peasants, and
soldiers. Though this notion had first been brought up by the
Creation Society’s Kuo Mo-jo m the early 1920s, it was in 1942
that the dictum was officially pronounced in Yenan by none other
than the Communist leader, Mao Tsetung (1893 ), who 1s
himself a skilled wrter of classical-style verse. “Social realism” has
since become the offictal Commumist policy that has guided the
new regime 1n directing the nation’s hterary activities, including
the few purges mn hterary aircles. Poetry, however, could not be
legislated mto beng, and 1t was left for the poets to find them-
selves in a rapidly changing society.

After 1949

Where could these poets go after 1949, after the end of the
open war with the Japanese and the Kuomntang? Soldiers and
guerrillas were no longer dymng on the front line, but the battle
was by no means over Order had to be bom out of chaos, and a
purpose 1n hfe restored to the populace The sense of urgency had
not departed, but a breathless demand to rebuild had been added
to the urgency of survival Activities became ever more fevensh
m postwar China. The poet had no chance to retum to tranquil
contemplation Orgamzed political forces dictated against any
such retum, The general intellectual atmosphere veered away from
all traditional values except one lfe, the physical existence of
man To msure this existence m the world of today, man must
fight for his group The poet who has been nurtured m this
atmosphere tends to 1dentify his 1deal with the interests of his
fellow men He may occasionally allow his imagination to roam on
a wider intellectual horizon, but these are rare occasions nowadays.
The pressure of the pace of Iife 15 ruthless. Probing the deeper
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meaning of life, of truth and beauty in any form of abstraction,
will continue to seem 1rrelevant in China for a long time to come.
Meanwhile, who 1s the hero that deserves the poet’s praise? The
answer 15, of course, he who has changed his sword for a plow or
for a pair of wrenches. Listen to the songs of the laborers in a
steel plant, at a growing dam, or on a newly communized farm.
Only yesterday, many of these same hands were digging the
trenches on the battlefield. It is of them that the poets are singing
now.

Thus Ho Ch-fang who twenty years ago recorded his feelings
upon visthng a friend who was not at home, now hears the
majestic singing of dike-workers that overpowers the rumble of
the river itself:

I seem to be standing in the river with you,
Completely forgetting cold and danger,
I hook my arm with yours
Bracing the dike with our bodies.
(from Selected Poems of 1953 9—1955 12, 309)

And the metaphysical turn of Rilke yields to the romantic ecstasy
of Goethe in that diligent student of German poetry, Feng Chih,
when he sings of the Anshan Steel complex near Mukden:

I sing of Anshan steel.

Because of many wishes, I sing of Anshan steel.

When the train reaches the riverside, we wish for a bridge;

When the survey team arrives in wild mountains, 1t seeks deeper
ore deposits;

For all these wishes, I sing of Anshan steel.

(from Selected Poems of 1953.9~1955.12, 93)

The younger poet, Tien Chien, who won acclaim by giving
voice to the drumbeat of war a few years before, sees another kind
of heroic mobilization aimed at an equally great challenge:

“MOBILIZATION”
Towering mountains are a brass gong.
Strike it up now! Listen, our motherland is cheering,
At the ringing of the picks in the air
Life advances a step forward.
(from Selected Short Poems of T’ien Chien, 132)
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A new vision looms up in his eyes when men start planting trees
on a stretch of dessicated land:

We plant this tree
To crown the desert with a jewel.

Jewels may return to dust, but
The green tree will remamn forever jade green.
(from Selected Short Poems of T"en Chien, 137)

Just as everything mconsistent with the war effort a decade
before was denounced and satinzed, the poems wrtten during the
early 1950s murrored the waves of political and social tides that
swept away the remnants of the old order—bad as well as good.
The Korean War episode revived, for a spell, the wartime themes,
but the mam trend carnied on, beating the drums of reconstruction.
The dynamite blasts of the road builders silenced ndividual
vyoices.

A strange and perhaps termnfying phenomenon is sweeping the
Iiterary front in China today. We have been following the develop-
ment of modern Chinese poetry through the works of a few well-
established poets The post-1949 era has witnessed the nse of a
large number of young poets with very diverse backgrounds. The
new leaders in China seem determined to see every front “blossom”
at the same rate i the same direchion, the rate of dam construc-
tion and produchion increase must be made proportionate to
?he mcrease 1n literary output Consequently, with every dnive to
increase the production of steel there has been a comparable
effort n the publication of poems Teams of cultural workers,
mcluding imexpenienced college students as well a5 seasoned wrters,
have been visiting the countryside, the factones, the farms, and the
frontier areas Like their counterparts mn techuological fields, these
cultural workers encourage the farmers and lsborers to learn read-
mg and wrting, and urge them to tell their stones and compose
or recite their folk thymes The thymes are then recorded, and
after vanous degrees of pohshing, are published Laiterally thoui
sands upon thousands of these verses have appeared m recent years.
And along with these verses a new crop of poets has emerged whose
names have become familiar in publishing circles and to readers

The future of Chinese poetry rests i the hands of these youngel:
witers. They are applying themselves to the task with a set of
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¢onvictions that are ciensions of a historical continuum  in
Chinese hterature. The pohtical pressure driving them to go “to
the soldiers, farmers, and workers” is by no means the only force
guiding ther creative energy, As Kuo Moo said with vigor in
the carly 19205, many writers of twenticth-century China are
genuinely convinced that only by going back to the common
people can fresh bload be injected into literature. In a vancty of
wars the same theme has been re-emphasized by many literary
leaders since Kuo Mo-jo. Tsang K'o-chia, for instance, wrote in
1947, in his preface to The Zero Degree of Life, “After fiftcen
years of polishing my verses, now I realize the beauty of simplicity.
Breaking away from my own little circle, T happily face the bound-
less field of poctry.” And he rededicated himself to “expressing
the trucst hatred and love m the simplest terms—expressing them
deeply, forcefully, and beautifully.” Clearly there has been a re-
onientation in the acsthetic sense of the modem Chinese poet,
and it is futile to try to surmisc how much of it has been a
conscions cffort, or how much of the present result has been
sincerely accepted. Without dismissing the political pressure under
which Chincse pocts are working today, the re-orientation must
be faced by any student of modern Chinese pocetry as a fact.

The poct who goes to the villages to record folk thymes remem-
bers another age-old tradition in Chinese poctry. Many emperors
in Chinese history maintained an official bureau to collect folk
sengs as a gauge of public reaction to the administration. Many
of the folk songs thus collected have lived on in China’s poctic
heritage. Some of the songs and verses recently collected from
th‘c fronticr areas, such as the long story poem Ashima of Yunnan
ongin, have a disarming charm. Even imitations of these folk verses
have achieved a good measure of the frontier atmosphere and
flavor. Wen Chiel's “Love Song of Turfan,” is representative:

Young lad under the apple tree.

Please don't, don’t sing any more;

A girl is coming along the creek,

Her young heart throbs in her bosom.

Why is her heart throbbing so,

So violently, cven skipping beats? . . .

{from Sclected Contempiary Chinee Poemts, 201)
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The effort to preserve genuine local speech and the guestion
of what 1s the appropriate amount of lifcrary pohshig are in ¢on-
flict—a conflict that has yet to be solved, Until at is, the reader
of the latest pocms from mainland China may find them diccon-
certingly crude. Can this be avoided? One wonders, ‘The process
of devcloping an effective new language for Chimese poctry, which
started at the beginning of the century, 15 still contmuing, and its
destination is still very uncertain. What appears to be quite certan
15 the momentumn which 15 at present sustaned by the overs helin-
ing enthustasm of a storyteller or a folk snger who has just learned
to wnte a handful of words There is no doubt about the ferble
magmation of the Chinese, or about the richness and expres e
ness of their spoken language. The unleashing of this rich store
of creative cnergy has just begun The controlled, written vo.abu-
lary that ilhterate country people in mainland China are being
taught to read and wnte has been sufhicient to generate an cestasy
among the laborers and farmers—now that they too can wiite
poetryl They have been nitiated into a new world from which
they will never want to retreat, This is the cestasy we hear in:

Hey, you Thrce Sacred Mountains and Five Holy Peaks,
Make Wayl
Here I come.

Or 1 the voice of a laborer greeting the first seamless stecl pipe:

The old foreman rubbed lus cyes,
With lus calloused hands

He touched the pipe agan and again,
A drop of hot tear fcll on st

Or even in the pancgyrics in honor of Mao Tse tung, 10 which
most readers outside mainland Chwa (and inside mamland China
as well, some say) react with nausca. In these poums Nao s
compared to the sun, the cast, hope, salvation, and lieht The
exaltation of lus name is comparable to the traditional clichés
reserved for the emperor, except that the language s colloquial.

%% ok %

blCertain dominant trends 1n modem Chinese poctry arc discern-
11 ¢ as one Jooks back at the path trod by the writers included in
s anthology. The espenence has been an unrelenting search—
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a search for man’s emotional identity, for a rational explanation of
life, and for a new and more effective medium of expression. The
search will continue, The poet 1s, first of all, a man. His sensitiv-
ity being superior to that of his fellow men, he 1s always the most
forlom when an accepted meaning of life is challenged. When
events demand a redefimition of man’s 1deal, the poet 1s the first
to set out in quest of it The modem Chinese poet mherited
certain 1deals from his own cultural tradition, of which the most
powerful is a combmation of Confucian utopiamism and the
Mahayanist sense of self-sacrifice. He has held the belief that the
true value of man hes in his effort to bning order and peace to the
entire universe, and he has been impressed by Buddha’s selflessness
and compassion that will not let him rest until every creature is
saved. These ideals permeate the Chinese mind, and the modern
Chinese does not have to be a dihgent student of Confucian
classics or Mahayanist sutras to become imbued with them.

The nineteenth century unloosed the floodgate of Western 1deas
on Chma. Various combinations of Chinese and Western ideas
have produced many unexpected fruits. The most vital fusion,
however, seems to be of the traditional Chinese ideals and the
Byromic variety of romanticism The Byronic romanticist strives to
live intensely, not to pluck the ripe plum while one may, but to
get “something done” before the sands run out. The national
pathos of twentieth-century China welcomes this variety of ro-
manticism. So much needs to be done, and there is so little tume.
This may explain the otherwise strange shifts of position among
modern Chinese thinkers and poets. The “romantic” Chinese
poets of the 19205 followed Byron and Goethe; they searched for
pure Beauty as an abstract ideal, and in this search they found
meaning for themr lives. Their attitude was no different from that
of a devout Buddhist who sees beauty only in a transcendental
calm and who dedicates his life to its pursmt. The increasing
harshness of physical reality dunng the 1930s and 1940s drove
the sensitive poet to reidentify his ideal, and he reverted, at least
partly, to the traditional values of China. He now finds the mean-
ing of his life only in giving hife to his fellow men, and the
symbol of state as the identity of his compatriots’ collective hife
takes hold of his imagination. One cannot fail to detect this
HWESOI;I’le note when Wen Ito cried out mn 1928, “This is our
Chma” and described her as “You, the untamable beauty"” Or
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when, in 1947, Cheng Min stated, with pain, “Ah, China, . ..
You are bearing the birth pang for the sake of a more thorough
rebirth,” Or when a printing plant worker, i 1954, exclumed upon
hifting up a new map from his press:

This land, over g50,000 squarc hilometers m its length and breadth,
Every bit of 1t draws and holds my gaze, like a magnct
Pulling my heart to soar over it.

(from Sclccted Pocms of 1953 0~1955 13, §3)

Behind these hines a state myth has taken <hape, and m thee
voices there 15 a note that has come very close to rcligion,
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Hu Shib (1891-1962)

On FEBRUARY 24, 1062, the man who did the most to stir things
up 1 twentieth-century Chinese hterature collapsed and died at
a podium in Formosa where he had just given a speech Death
came to him in a manner befitting his career as teacher, author,
and thinker, whose contributions dot the entire course of the
development of Chinese vernacular literature.

Educated at Comell and Columbia, Hu Shih introduced Russell
and Dewey to the Chinese and championed scientic empiricism;
re-examined classical Chinese literature and encouraged objective
histonical research. He held a senes of exalted posts in and outside
the government, which was perhaps wrong for him; for the busy
life of a scholar-statesman kept him from finishing his History of
Chinese Philosophy (only Volume I was completed) and his
History of Modern Chinese Literature. s theory about the
Chinese Renaissance remained the same as it was when he first
expounded it in the early 1930s, and his study of Chinese Bud-
dhism, bnlliant though 1t was, was truncated.

Leftist critics have been particularly castigating in their com-
ments on Hu’s record. They say that he never quite understood the
nature of the “literary revolution” he is supposed to have started,
and that he withdrew from the intellectual battlefield shortly after
his return to China m 1917.

But whatever hus critics may say about his lack of thoroughness
and onginality, he remains the first to have started a serious drive
toward elevating the use of vernacular to a truly hterary level.

The vernacular had found its way mto some Chinese poems
prior to Hu Shih, but 1t remained for Hu to articulate a conscious
effort to use the daily speech in writing poetry. This resulted in
].ns Experiments (first edition, 1920). Clearly these are not inspir-
ing poems, but as Hu limself explained, they do indicate some-
thing about the possibilities of tuming the vernacular into good
poetry. “Dream and Poetry,” mcluded here, is one of Hu's declara-



2 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

tions that has produced infinte arguments and cnticism Chu
Hsiang n his Chung shu chi calls this pocm nonsense and con-
cludes that the entire volume of Experiments is insipid 1n content
and puenle m technique,

DREAM AND POLETRY

It's all ordinary expenence,

All ordinary images.

By chance they emerge 1n a dream,
Turning out nfimte new pattems.

1t’s all ordinary feelings,

All ordmary words.

By chance they encounter a poet,
Turning out infinite new verses.

Once intoxicated, one learns the strength of wine,
Once smitten, one leams the power of love:
You cannot write my poems
Just as I cannot drcam your dreams.
September 10, 1921
Experiments, g1-92
Author’s note This is my “Poctic empincism” To state it
simply even a dream has to have 1ts basis 1n experience, not to
speak of poetry-wnting Nowadays a great trouble with many

people 15 that they like to write poetry without a basis in ex-
penience One poet of Peking said-

“Pang tzu noodles
Linc by line
Stuffed into lhis mouth.”

Another great name 1n poetry from Shanghai said:

“Yesterday the silkworms had their first molt
Today they have their second molt
Tomorrow, their third molt.

The worms sleep but not men.”
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Eating noodles and raising silkworms are indeed the casiest things
in the world. But those without such experiences are not quahfied
to talk about these things; therefore, how much truer is it about

writing poetry.

[Hu Shih here refers to the fact that Pang tzu noodles are never
eaten string by string, and silkworms never molt that fast.—Ed.]

OLD DREAM

From the green foliage below the hill
Emerges a comer of flying roof.

It awakens an old dream, and causes
Tears to fall within me.

For it I sing a song of old,

In a tune no one understands,
Ah, T am not really singing,
Only reviewing an old dream.

July 4, 1927
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. 1, No. 6



Liu Ta-pai (1880-1932)

Liv Ta-pa1 was one of several teachers of Chinese literature at
the Chekiang High School when the school was racked by con-
troversy over the “new literature” in the early years of the century.
Lin advocated the use of the vernacular language in hterary wrnt-
ings. His opponents said that this was because he was incapable of
using the old classical language, despite the fact that he had won a
high degree n the old impenal examinations. The school prepared
to distmss Liu, and was stopped only by a petition composed and
signed by Lau’s students, which, as it tumed out, was an elegant
piece of prose wntten in the elevated classical style.

L was thoroughly trammed m classical Chinese poetry. Even
mn his vernacular poems, the dexterous use of prosody reveals his
classical discipline Fired by the revolutionary zeal that motivated
many of his contemporanes, Liu once declared in Peking, then
still under the last Manchu monarch, that he was going to assassi-
nate the emperor with a dagger:

A dagger on my belt,
A cup of wimne 1n hand.

When the cup 15 dramned, the dagger leaves its sheath,
And down falls my enemy’s head.

As I pour a cupful to toast my dagger,
My singing splits the evening clouds.

Liu hived a successful life, culminating 1n a term as Vice Minis-
ter of Education m the Republican government, yet remamed an
untamed soul m his poetry, which was collected in seven volumes
published between 1924 and 1935 The most touching of s
poems were wrtten when his sweetheart, Wu Fu-hsia, left um;
they are 1n the classical 2'u style, like the following:
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The moon is full
And by chance people meet together.
The moon is the same as of old,
But are people the same also?
Much of the bygone surges in my heart:
I dread the approach of midnight
And yet midnight has long passed again.

A WHOLE SHEET OF SOLITUDE

A whole sheet of solitude,
Under the dripping rain,
Shattered

Into drips and drops.

Soon,

Solitude follows the rain to the pond,
Again teturning to a whole sheet.
Solitude returns in a whole sheet.

Shao-hsing, September 28, 1922
Compendum, 82

CH’ENG-HU IS NOT DEAD

Ch’eng-hu,

It has been a year now,

Perhaps your body has completely rotted away.

But. your heart can never decompose,

As it throbs, full of life, in the bosoms of countless farmers.

If the innumerable farmers’ bodies rotted away together with yours,
The landlords would have long run out of things to eat:

If the hearts of the countless farmers died along with your body,
The landlords could then eat in peace forever.

Yet, that can never bel



6 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

For one more year the landlords have been eating in peace,
Nobody can be sure how many more years they will do so.
The death of your body is the landlords’ good luck,
But your undymg heart that defies your dead body
Spells out the doom of the landlords.
Hangchow, January 24, 1923
Selected Modern Chinese Poems, 45

THE SPIRIT OF SPRING

A httle open-top boat

Floats on warm spning water:

A man, barefoot and 1n a short jacket

Stands astern, rowing an oar.

A woman weanng ordmary clothes but no powder or rouge,
Paddles m the muddle of the boat;

In her arm 15 a child, dressed in red and green.

The cadence of their oars, one n front and one behind,
Therr merry chatter
And unrestrained laughter,

And the child looking left and right,
Listening with his eyes wide open,
And gurgling . . .

A little open-top boat

Sails along to the cadence of the oars, of the chatter and
laughter, and of the songs.

The boat
Is loaded with love
And life,

‘Which overflow the boat.

Their love

And their Iife

Also fill the sky and the water:

The spint of spring thus better captured than by the blossoms
and willows,

In a boat at Hsiao-shan, March 29, 1923
Selected Modern Chinese Poems, 46-47
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ON A RIVER IN LATE AUTUMN

A homing bird,
Though tired,
Sull carries a load of setting sun.

A flip of the wings

Spills the sunset on the river;

The hoary-haired reeds

For a moment appear in a coat of rouge.

Shao-hsing, October 30, 1923
Compendium, 84

QUIET NIGHT

A dream rises;
In it my soul soars, directionless.
Ah, it’s better awake than having a dream!

A window full of moon,
Several lines of flowers’ shadows,
Silence reigns in the room and outside all around.

Never so lonesome before,
A picture none can paint,
A world no dream can match.

Past midnight, now only shortly before dawn,
From far away comes a rooster’s crow,
Shattering this world of quietude.

Chiang-wan, March 29, 1924
Selected Poems of Lwu Ta-pai, 84-85
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THE LONE TREE AND OTHERS

1
The lone tree, isolated from its crowd,
Stands facing me.
Clearly in silent words it says,
“We have no companion, you or 1.”

I
Western wind, blowing all night long,
Even the autumn forest over there has grown thin.

III
To voice all the grief of man,
Autumn rains wail and
Autumn winds 1ssue their angry howl.

Chiang-wan, September 3, 1926
Selected Poems of Liu Ta-pai, 108



Chu Tzu-ch’ing (1898-1948)

Trr serecrions from Chu Tzu-ch’ing’s poems are meager, but
no anthology of twentieth-century Chinese poetry would be com-
plete without a mention of his share in it, even more as an
authoritative interpreter and critic than as a poet.

The short lyrics he wrote in the vernacular in the early 1920s
were fresh, delightful, and original. His language was somewhat
weak, even puerile at times, but as he later pointed out, in his as-
tute critical judgment of Chinese literature, the written vernacular
language of the period was still feeling its way. It needed time to
mature, and its mnovations needed time to gain acceptance. “De-
struction,” his long poem published in 1923, had a wide circula-
tion and was a great influence on the fledgling modern poetry.

After 1925 he turned to prose and rarely returned to poetry.
He remained, however, always a diligent observer of the develop-
ment of the new poetry, and his commentaries guided many
young poets during the critical years of transition.

When he edited an anthology of modemn Chinese poetry in
1935, summing up its development from the turn of the century
to that point, he was quite neutral. He observed the progression
from the “free verse” school to the “rigid form school” to the
“symbolist” school, recognizing the contributions of each, but not
naming his own preference. Without making any direct admission,
he considered his own contribution in the early days as belonging
to the “free verse” movement—the drive to free poetry of the
structural restrictions imposed by the classical form.

By 1935, he had already been teaching in the Tsing Hua
University for ten years. He had published two collections of es-
says and a number of studies on classical Chinese literature, which
ESgti):s;hfefhtu&:tailoiross:;tylist anqucholar. Y}‘i Ta-fu, a leading
seeond ol to thon o P'letyi—ICPHSI ered Chgs prose beaut?ful,
was the resyult f of Ping Hsin. .One of his prose collections

of a trip to Europe in 1931-32, and many of the
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essays in it immediately became standard selections in high school
and college readers.

In 1935 he stll saw room for both the almost esoterically
aesthetic symbolists and the realists who insisted on using the
language of the peasant in the future of Chinese poetry. In 1940,
however, he began to recognize the great promise n bringing
poetry closer to the ordinary reader, and he stressed the impor-
tance of reading poetry aloud to determine its quality. The war
also strongly affected his feeling about literature. He produced
an authontative statement on “patmotic verse” and later urged
his fellow intellectuals to recogmize the value and beauty of
“slogans” 1 poetry as long as they were judiciously used to reflect
the true feelng of the poet and his reader. But he drew a clear
distinction between popularization and vulganzation and contin-
ued to work for the former.

Shortly before huis death mn 1948 he was still exhorting poets to
realize that the world of poetry was always large enough to
accommodate a rich varicty of themes and forms. The last words
he wrote were a reaffirmation of his belief that literature cannot
be divorced from hfe, and that Iife in the China of the late 1940s
demanded the broadening of the individual’s private hife to include
some of the political Iife of his group. The pronoun “I,” he said,
must be understood as “We” in modemn Chinese poetry because
poetry always follows its time, and also marches ahead of it.

THE LITTLE GRASS

After a long sleep, the tiny blades of grass
Now come awake.
They stand in the sun
Yawning, and rubbing their eyes.

Once withered and yellow, the tiny blades of grass
Now turn green.
Bobbing in the soft breeze,
Facing each other with smiles.

Once lost, the tiny blades of grass
Now sprout everywhere.
‘The cheery chirp of the birds:
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“Frends, it has been a long time!”
Ah, so strong is the feeling of spring!
Lovable little blades of grass, our friends.
Did spring bring you here?
Or did you bring her?
Peking, March 18, 1920
The Snowy Morning, 3—4

from DESTRUCTION

Sauntering on the road,
Down crested and dejected,
That's me, that’s me.
The mfinite colors
And patterns
Arrayed in display so near me:
These, so pleasing to the eyes;
And those, so flattering to the ears.
What I smell is the strong fragrance,
And a strong flavor lingers on my tongue;
What I can touch
And feel,
Are all so smooth,
So fluffy and soft.
As if floating,
Why such feeling of floating?
Pushed,
And dragged,
Forever in my bending and stretching,
Have I ever for a moment been master of myself?
T've been 1n a dream,
And on a sick bed,
I miss only having a moment with my mind all clear.
I find myself in the cloud
With the winds blowing 1 all directions;
I find myself in the depth of the sea
Where the undercurrent churns without stop.
Only on the good earth, so dark green,
Have never been imprinted, however faintly, my footsteps.
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I drift along,
And along I dnft.
I reach and reach on my tiptoe,
But cannot tread on the land of my country.
Growing old in the wind and dust,
Declining in the wind and dust,
I have only this feeble body remaining,
And several clusters of dark shadows.
The beginning of disintegration this is,
I think and think

“So very dear, though so hazy
My homeland—my homeland.
I must go home, go home.”

Although there may be profound words

Painting a picture of heavenly blossoms falling like rain,
Dasplayed before my eyes

Is a vision, musty as 1f behind a gauze,

It pulls me on to soar and soar

All the way to the thirty-third heaven.

Enshrouded 1n the colorful clouds

Beneath my feet hes the gray world

That grows smaller and smaller,

Receding, almost beyond my thought.

The gusty winds below

Roar in a gyrating pool,

Cutting into the fiber of my flesh.

If T, rocking back and forth,

Fell down,

I'd be like a deflating balloon,

Trodden under people’s feet,

Leaving behind only the sound of the escaping air.

And the chuming gusty wind

Would be like a kmfe with three pomts

Cutting apart my flesh.

I shall be dismembered 1n the clouds of many colors,

Or even changed to a whiff of smoke,

Disappeanng slowly.
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With a shiver, I
“Think of the infinity of heaven and earth . . .2
Let me go home, let me go home.

Hangchow, September 1922
The Selected Works of Chu Tzu-ch’ing, 34—48

1From a poem by Ch'en Tzu-ang (656-98), quotation marks are the au-
thor’s —Ed.
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CASUAL LINES

What is that all over the world?
A Taugh, a tear drop,
A sad and cold smile,
But everyone 1s silent.
‘What is that all over the world?
1921
The Snowy Mormng, 59



Ping Hsin (1902- )

Tre seasaore of Cheefoo on the Shantung Peninsula, with its
surging surfs and visiting boats 1 the harbor, nurtured the love
of nature and solitude 1n a precocious child, Hsiech Wan-ying.! The
wind, water, and bugle calls from the ships were her constant
compamons She liked them and rebelled against her reading
lessons until she discovered that books offered her an inexhaustible
source of stories which her uncle and nurse were too busy or too
tired to tell At the age of seven she had already groped her way
through a large number of fulllength novels, skipping many
difficult passages, but getting the stones.

She took pride in telling the sailors these stories when her father
took her to visit the boats. The sailors, in tum, rewarded her
with their storybooks, thus she rapidly acquired a sizable library
and repertoire. She even began to try writing stories, or paraphras-
ing those she had read, in semi-classical language. Through her
uncle-tutor she also had access to the latest journals and news-
papers. She hungnly read them all. The only novel she did not
emoy was The Dream of the Red Chamber.

The job of tutoring her passed from the first to a second uncle
who led her toward poetry when she had barely passed her tenth
birthday. During the 1911 revolution her family moved south to
jomn their relatives in Fukien where, for the first time, she was
weaned from her early tomboy life and became acquainted with
hairdos and rouge, the favonte subjects among her numerous
cousins there. At about the same time she started her education
m modem schools.

Her {ugh school education was completed in Peking, at the Pei
Man Gitls' School, an institution sponsored by a Chnstian mission
which cast the shadow of the Cross across her formative experi-
ence Together with the sea and the sand, this experience laid the
(f)(;ullgiif}’on for what she herself has described as her “philosophy

1 Ping Hsin 15 her pen name,
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Her first attempt at wnting in the vernacular was not verse but
essays which she published in the Peiping Morning News. They
were journalistic commentaries on current events that she wrote
as secretary to the Girl Student Association of Yenching Umwver-
sity. This was in the wake of the May Fourth incident of 1919,
and the students were all up in arms. Her essays had a facile style
and were quite well received. Then she turned to short stories,
making use of her childhood impressions of the sea and the sailors.

Tagore’s Stray Birds, which she read in 1920, and her own fond-
ness for toying with fragments of images prompted her to write
The Stars in 1921 and Spring Waters in 1922, She denied that
these short stanzas were poetry. She said later, in 1932, “I don’t
understand the new poetry; I suspect it and dare not try it myself.”
And she recalled that when the first few stanzas of The Stars were
submitted to her cousin who edited the Peiping Morning News,
he telephoned her, asking, “What is this?” Embarrassed, she re-
plied, “Just something in the line of miscellaneous thoughts.” Yet
it was these “miscellaneous thoughts™ that Jaunched her as a poet.

Her songs evoked echoes in the hearts of many teen-agers, who
in the 19205 were beginning to recognize the significance of their
own feelings as against the feelings of their parents and elders.
Some of them actually left home and plunged into the dramat-
fcally changing society where loneliness was frightful. Ping Hsin’s
words gave them comfort and reassured them of the warmth in
man’s life that is lasting:

Mother,
Throw away your sorrow;
Let me sleep soundly in your lap,
Only with you my soul can rest.
(from The Poems of Ping Hsin, 116)

From 1923 to 1926 she attended Wellesley College and ad-
dressed her writings to young readers back in China. Among
them she found her best and most appreciative readers; she also
foupd herself. Occasionally her poems still appear in mainland
plllnese publications. Her metaphors reflect the late political and
Intellectual atmosphere, but her style has not changed greatly.
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from THE STARS

2
Ah, Childhood!
It’s the true in a dream,
And a dream among the true,
And the tearful smile in reminiscence.

12
Mankind,

Let us love one another.
We are all travelers on a Jong journey
Heading for the same destination,

34
The builder of continents

Is not the surging billow
But the tiny grains of sand down beneath.

48
Fragile blades of grass,
Be proud!

Only you so impartially adorn the entire world.

52
The flowers and rocks beside the railroad tracks!
In this instant

You and I
Chance to meet among the infinite beings,

Also bid our last farewell among the mfinite beings.
When I return,

In the mdst of the myriads of our kind,
Where can I ever find you again?
1921
The Poems of Ping Hsin, 102-80
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from THE SPRING WATERS

11
The south wind stirs
Bringing here the smiles of spring
From that country of ripples.

12
The sound of strings nears,
The blindman is here.
But as the sound fades into the distance,
Do the fates of the benighted souls
Also depart with it?

23
Plain is the water in a pond,
But with a touch of sunset,
It tumns into a sea of gold.

24
Ah, jewellike little isles,
How can you show your rugged strength
When countless of your summits
Are submerged in water?

25
In shaping the snow into blossoms—
The north wind is tender after all.

28

All beings are deceived by light and shadow.
Beyond the horizon—

‘When did the moon ever wax and wane?

33
Blossoms in the comer of the walll

As you appreciate your solitary beauty,
1e universe becomes rather small.
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42
The lonely sail on the edge of an evening glow
Unknowingly
Completes nature’s picture.

43
Spring has no words.
But her quet latent power
Has already
Made the world tender for me.

60
The falling star—
Shines only when crossing the sky of man;
It darts out from darkness,
And flees mnto darkness again.
Is life also so unaccountable?

65
It’s only a lonely star!
But m the mfinite darkness

It has wntten up all the sohitude of the umverse.

66
Extreme quetude—

Is 1t Easter or mere lonehness?

Only the aity wall stands frozen,

And the willow twigs, snow-clad.

What matters the chill?

Let me walk out into a picture of total whiteness.

74
In this hazy world,

I have forgotten the first word,
Nor will I ever know the last.
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83
Beneath the temple gate, under a light rain,
The steps are moist.
Only I, standing alone,
And a few fleeting clouds—
Are we to grasp the profound dharma together?

105
O, Lord—
If i hfe eternal
Is allowed only one happiness extreme,
This would be my earnest plea:
“Let me be in my mother’s lap,
Let mother be in a tiny boat,
And that boat float on a moonlit sea.”

118
Wisteria blossoms fall in the pond.
In the arbor
There 1s not a single soul all day long,
Only the rustling leaves in the breeze.

146
The flower of experience
Bears the fruit of wisdom,
But the fruit of wisdom
Is impregnate with a seed of sorrow.

168
Under a misty moon,
In the corridor winding around a quiet courtyard,

If the ethereal chime did not disrupt the silence,
One could hear

The falling petals.

169
When the infant before birth,

From outside the sphere of life,
Gazes through life’s window,
-
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He has already seen, dimly, at a distance,
The cavern of death.

176
Tiny blossoms on the battlefield,
I adore you for your love most profound
That, braving the ram of bullets,
Comforts the fresh bones.

182
Fare you well,
Waters m Spring,
I thank you for your murmuring flow, all season Jong,
That has carned away many thoughts of mine,

I wave at you,
Bidding you flow gently to the sca of humanity.
T want to sit near your sources
Quietly to await the echoes.
1922
The Poems of Ping Hsin, 181-271

DELIVERANCE

Moonhght, clear as water,

I pace the ground under a tree

In deep, deep thought.

Deep 1n thought, I pick up a fallen twig
To tap, with a sigh, my own shadow

On the moonhit ground.

Lafe—

Everybody treats it as a dream,

A blurred dream.

My friend,

As you try to find clear lines in the blurred world,
Your bfe’s suffering

Thus begins!
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You may treasure life’s snow-white robe,
Yet Iife has to cross

The immense sea of darkness.

My friend,

The world does not abandon you,

Why should you abandon the world?

Let life stand alone and noble like a stork,
Free as a cloud,

And pure and calm as water,

Even if life were a dream,

Let it be a clear dream.

In deep, deep thought—

Deep in thought, I throw away the fallen twig.
Quietly and calmly I gaze at my shadow

On the moonlt ground.

February 5, 1923
The Poems of Ping Hsin, 49~51



T’ien Han (1898- )

BETTER RNOWN as a dramatist, T"ien Han, from the central Chi-
nese province of Hunan, became one of the founders of the
Creation Society in 1920 upon his return from Japan. A leader of
the new drama movement i China, he also contributed to the
expeniments in poetry in the early 1920s. His book of verse, Spring
in Edo, was published mn 1922,

EVENING

On the horizon
at the comer of the house,
i the woods,
Not quite Iike flying dust,
nor fog,
nor smoke.

Evening breeze
blows at wild trees
sobbing gently
In the wilderness
insects
chirping.

My love,
please sing me
a new tune

—soft as

a gossamer
in the air—
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“Whasper
m the silver gray
starlight.
Sleep
among the whirling
peatly dew drops.”
1926 (?)
Compendum, 126



Kuo Mo-jo (1892- )

Tur BOUNDLESS creative energy of Kuo Moo has taken him
through many areas of literary and scholastic endeavor. He started
out at the age of twenty-seven as a poet wnting mn the vernacular,
and became a shortstory wnter, a playwright, a historian of
ancient Chma, a specialist mn ancient Chinese scrpt, and a trans-
lator of Japanese, Englsh, and German hterature. He is still wrt-
g poetry today.

The voluminous output of his pen 15 matched by his politically
active life. He founded many magaznes, organized literary cote-
nes, served in the government, participated mn the revolutionary
army, and was several times a pohitical exile.

His hometown, Lo-shan (also known as Chia-ting in Szechwan
Province), 15 an old, provincial town located at the scemic conflux
of two nwvers 1n western China. A son of a fairly well-to-do family,
he receved his early education in Chinese classics and was already
quite well trained 1n Chinese poetry before he entered a modern-
ized school. He was not mmpressed by his teachers there who ap-
peared to know little more about Chinese literature than he. Thrs,
and his reputation as an incorrigible prankster who plagued his
schoolmates as well as his teachers, made him unwelcome, and he
never stayed long enough in any high school to complete his
studies. Full of wild dreams, he went to Japan in 1914 to study
medicine at the Kyushu Imperial Umversity, but instead of meds-
cal books, his favonte reading was Western hterature. He particu-
lasly Iiked Heine, Goethe, and Shelley. Among s numerous
translations, Faust became very successful in China.

Somewhere around 1919 Walt Whitman’s works suggested to
Kuo Moo the possibihty of using modem language in poetry,
and from the autumn of 1919 to the following summer he wrote
poems every day. He was like a young boy with lus senses newly
awakened to the grandeur and beauty of the world as he wrote one
of hus carly poems, “I Sound the Bugle on the Edge of the Earth,”
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White clouds surge angrily in the sky,

Ah, what a breath-taking view of the Arctic on a sunny dayl

The unhmted Pacific tries to overthrow the earth with
all its strength.

Al, the rolling billows rush toward me!

Ah, the ceaseless destruction, ceaseless creation, and
ceaseless effort!

Ah, the force!l What forcel

The picture of force, the dance of force, the song, poetry,
and rhythm of forcel

(from The Works of Kuo, I, 62)

Not only was nature full of wonder for him, but also the things
created by man. He saw the smoke rising from a factory chimney
as a “black peony,” an “illustrious flower of the century.” Every-
thing was impregnated with beauty, strength, and meaning Even
death and decay fascinated him: they, too, represented a phase of
the mamfestation of nature’s mystery and wonder and one aspect
of man’s creative power. He took to pantheism and adopted as his
mentors, Chuang Tzu, one of the earliest writers on Chinese
Taoism; Spinoza; and the fifteenth-century Indian mystic, Kabir.

Ideological tides were surging in early twentieth-century Japan
even more tumultuously than in China. Most of the Chinese stu-
dents i Japan had there their first exposure to Darwin, nineteenth-
century Enghsh Romanticism, the Marxst doctrine, and other
theornies and views. Kuo Moo rapidly gravitated toward the
posttion of a romantic who sought to lead a social and intellectual
crusade to save the world, particularly its poor and downtrodden.
Thus when Kuo published Iis first book of poems, The Goddess,
In 1921, he prefaced it with a declaration:

Ah, Goddess!

You go to find those who come into sympathetic vibration
with me,

You go to enter the bosoms of my youthful brothers and
sisters,

'To pluck the chords of their hearts,
And kindle their lights of wisdom.

In this declaration he describes himself as a proletarian who, hke
S0 many other young intellectuals in those days, regarded the label
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of Communist a badge of honor without nceessanly understand-
ing what Communism really meant in theory and practice.

The Creation Socicty that Kuo founded shortly after his return
to Cluna in 1918 was, at the beginning, dedicated to a romantic
quest for beauty in literature. Kuo wrote an essay, “Our New
Laterary Movement,” to express the Creation Society’s unreserved
dedication to literature, “to the creation of the most beautiful, the
capture of the most true, and the recording of the most touching,”
and for a bref period he followed this dictum quitc fmithfully. Iie
edited literary publications m Shanghai and wrotc short poems on
his life and observations. As he became mvolved in the incessant
polemics on literature and political revolution, he found the first
position taken by the Creation Socicty more and more untenable;
there was really not much beauty in the life of Shanghai at that
time. As he reviewed his poetry wntten dunng 1920-22 and col-
lected 1n his second book, The Starry Sky (1923), he found that
the stars were not quite the same as he had scen them:

Ah, the fitfully blinking stars!

Some of you are bloodstains, shll fresh and red,

And some, ghstening drops of tears—

In your pitiably feeble light

There 15 lndden so much depressing frustration.
(from The Works of Kuo, I, 152)

Kuo had married a Japanese girl. His fammly, including his young
child who had yet to learn Clinese, shared a dingy apartment
with Cl'eng Fang-wu, another foundet of the Creation Socicty.
The two men struggled to maintain a daily, a monthly, and a
quarterly when publishing was not a lucrative business anywhere
in China, Kuo lived 1n very reduced circumstances.

Kuo’s next book, The Vase (wntten m 1925 but published in
1927) is the only group of love pocms that he ever wrote and
shows a higher degree of polish than The Goddess. But it reflects
merely a brief interlude in Kuo's poetic life. He had alrcady started
an intenstve study of the Marxst theory of hiterature, and toward
the end of 1924, he began to talk about a “total destruction” of

1 Hsu Chih-mo visited Kuo on October 11, 1918, m the latter’s very umim-

pressive apartment, and wrote a revealing account 1n his diary. See Liang Shih-
ch'i, About Ilsu Chih mo, 25-26. v ’
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evil forces: “Before the phoenix can be reborn, it has to commit its
old remains to a consuming flame.” He put fifteen rather radical
poems together in a new volume, The Vanguard, which was pub-
lshed in 1928, suggesting that they were the vanguard of the
voice of revolution The earliest of the fifteen was wrtten in 1921,
but most of the others were completed in 1923.

One of the poems describes an imaginary conversation between
the Yellow and Yangtze Rivess. It tells of the social evils witnessed
in China, ending in a call to action:

Fellow human beings, wake up, wake up, wake up!
If you don’t do what the American War of Independence did,
And stand up, refuse to pay taxes. . .
Never will you have the chance to change your destiny.
(from The Works of Kuo, I, 300)

Kuo himself has said that in 1925 he was already determined to
embrace Marxism. In the same year he went to Canton to accept
a post i the Sun Yat-sen University. When Chiang Kai-shek was
readying hus troops for the Northern Expedition against the war-
lords in 1926, Kuo joined the army staff m the political training
department and traveled with the army for a few months. Many
other leftists were also in the Kuomintang army at that time. The
1927 coup that spelled the first and final spht between the Kuo-
mintang and the Communists caused the death of many Com-
mumsts and left-wingers, and sent still more of them into exile.
Kuo fled Shanghai, intending to go to Russia, but he went to
Japan instead. '

Before his departure for Japan, he completed twenty-four poems
which were collected m Recovery (1928). In these poems Kuo

expresses his disappomntment at the failure to change China’s social
order immediately:

Yesterday this world seemed to be collapsing,

Today tluis world has returned to chaos before the lull;

All around me is impenetrable darkness,

And I might just as well be sitting in an iron prison.
(from The Works of Kuo, I, 379)

But he appears not to despair, for he says:

Fn’@ngls, do you think it’s too depressing now,
This is but the eve before the birth of a new world.
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And he dedicates himself to this task:

I have prepared a toast with bright red wine,

Frends, this is the warm blood filling my breast,

I shall brew a storm of stnife tonight

To fight for that newborn sun, that newbomn universe.
(from The Works of Kuo, 1, 381)

From 1928 to 1937 he remamed 1 Japan, translating over a
dozen major works of Western European and American hterature,
writing several historical novels and several volumes of autobiog-
raphy, and completing the study of ancient Chinese history that
has earned him a name among scholars, but wnting no poetry. It
was not unti]l the Kuomntang and the Communists, at least on
the surface, reunited to reswst increased Japanese aggression that
Kuo returned to China. He resumed his 1926 job m the Kuo-
mintang government and dunng the next eight years produced a
number of successful histoncal plays and participated 1 all im-
portant literary and political activities.

In 1938 he published twenty-one poems in a volume called
The Sound of War. In these poems he championed China’s cause
against Japan and cnhcized the mdifference he had seen upon his
ret;:rn to China. Several poems are 1n the classical language and
style.

Immediately after V-] Day, the struggle between the Kuo-
muntang and the Communists re-emerged. The leftists were again
m physical danger. Kuo went to Russta. After the Peking regime
was established in 1949, he was appointed Vice Premuer and has
remained a top leader in China's cultural affairs ever since.

The Turmorl (1948) mcludes hus poems written duning 193947,
commenting mostly on current events that had involved him in
dramatic pohitical achvities In lus own preface, he declares that
this volume should be read as current history tather than poetry.
The poems he has wrtten since 1948 mostly praise the glory of the
new order.

Wen I-to in June, 1923, spoke of Kuo as the only truly “modern”
Chinese poet who grasped “the spint of the tme” In The God-
dess, Kuo 1s unrestrained in his use of what was very new and
modern mn the Chinese world and ntroduces many Western
Images. He was among the first to start the fad in vernacular
Chunese hiterature of using expressions m Western European Ian-
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guages. This was fresh and fashionable for a while, but, as Wen
T-to also pomted out, 1t was nonsense to replace Confucius with
Socrates or Hsi Shih (a famous beauty in Chinese history) with
Venus, when neither Socrates nor Venus meant much to the
average Chinese reader in the 1920s. Kuo's recent poems have
been using more and more of the folk-song vocabulary adapted to
the classical prosodic schemes of five-syllable and seven-syllable
quatrains.

NEW AULD LANG SYNE

1
I sit alone on a rock ledge near the sea,
Waiting to send off the early summer sun to the west.
Water in the immense sea dances under my feet,
Reaching up countless arms to embrace the sun.
The sun, wearing a bnilliant robe of golden clouds,
Is about to visit its kin in the west.
Its lustrous eyes, unbhinking, stare at me.
Are you asking me to go with you, Sun?

2
I'sit alone on a rock ledge near the sea,
I'm sending off the early summer sun to the west.
Rosy clouds rise on the horizon where the sea touches the sky,
With a column of black haze in their mudst, like a battle scene,
Ah, Sun, you are a burning grenadel
I want to watch you explode into blossoms, red as blood.
Your Justrous eyes, unblinking, stare at me,
And I also wish to go with you, Sun.

3
I'sit alone on a rock ledge near the sea,
I have already sent off the early summer sun to the west.
I tum my head to mspect the sky all around me,
Banners of clouds are unfurling m all directions.
Water in the immense sea has been dyed thoroughly red.
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A band of Bacchuses are prancing before my eyes.
Are your lustrous eyes, unblinking, still staring at me?
I wish I had been able to go with you, Sun.

1920

The Works of Kuo, I, go—91

THE CREMATORY

This confounded head of mine
Is the burner 1n a crematory;
It has burned up my soul long ago!
Ah, where did this cool breeze come from?
It blows out of the crematory,
A blade of spnng grass,
1919 (?)
The Works of Kuo, 1, 120

THE SINGING CICADA

The cicada’s singing, ceaseless.
Ah, autumn! The sound wave of the tide of time
Fades away, note after note. . . .

1919 (?)
The Works of Kuo, I, 122

A MISANTHROPE’S SERENADE

Ah, the sky and the sea, unlimited]

A bubble on Iiquid silver!

A splashing galaxy above,

And below, a sweep of boiling molten crystal,

Everything living is sound asleep.

], alone, with a cape of white peacock feathers on my shoulders,

Gaze at the sky, from the bow of an ivory boat,
Far far away.
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Ah, if T were to be a mermaid shedding tears of pearls,
Living a weeping existence on the bottom of a dark ocean,
I’d rather vamsh forever in the “infimte,”

Like a falling star

Trailing a light of destruction,

Across these ethereal rays of silver.

Go on, and on, and on!

Let not the moon ahead shine in vain.

November 23, 1920
The Works of Kuo, I, 125

AN IMPRESSION OF SHANGHAI

I was shocked out of my dream!
Ah, the sorrow of disillusion!

Idle bodies,
Sensual and noisy flesh,
Men wearing long robes,
‘Women, short sleeves,
Everywhere I see skeletons,
And everywhere, coffins
Madly rushing,
Madly pushing.
Tears well up in my eyes,
And nausea, m my heart,

I was shocked out of my dream.
Ah, the sorrow of disillusion!

Apnl 4, 1919 (?)
The Works of Kuo, I, 139

33
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NEAR THE CHAO KUNG TEMPLE

A stroll on the curved path by the lake,
In musty ram,
My clothes weigh a little heavier.

Aprl 10, 1919 (7)
The Works of Kuo, I, 145

THE SOUTHERN WIND

A breeze stirs from the south across the sea,
Whffs of smoke nise above the pincwoods.
Several women 1n blue, each weanng a white shawl,
Are carefully sweeping up the pine ncedles

What a picture of classic grace,

Tempting me to halt my steps, and

Reminding me of the younger years of humanity—
That quet, unhurned, antiquty.

October 10, 1921
The Works of Kuo, 1, 168

A WINTER SCENE

The sea hugs a dead globe,

Her tears dance around the corpse.

White cloud angels flee 1nto the space,
Only hungry buzzards come to the funeral.

From the corpse emerges a cluster of maggots,
Exatedly staging a game of war.

I wonder if I should sing a battle hymn,
Or a sad dirge.

1921 (?)
The Works of Kuo, 1, 186
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EARTHQUAKE

The earth has come to lifel
All beings are astirl

But only for a wink’s time
And then all quiet again—

The quiet after commotion,

A quiet like death.

The sun smiles at the children,
Smihng at those once frightened.

I recall in my childhood,

Mother saying it’s a crocodile blinking its eyes;
Was there really a crocodile under the earth?
I saw it, yes, in my young mind.

Now that the crocodile is dead:

I know the earth swings its way through space,
I know it’s because of a fault or a volcano,

But does that make me a mite wiser?

1922 (?)
The Works of Kuo, I, 192

from THE VASE

“There was a gitl some years ago,
Who went to the Ling Mountain one day,
The mountain was full of plum blossoms
And she picked five of them.

“She threaded the blossoms on a pin
. And sent them to a poet.

The poet, ah, he was a fool,

He swallowed them and died.

2
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“Since the death of that poet,
Several years have gonc by. Then
From his grave on the Ling Mountain
Appeared a cluster of plum trecs.

“Spring againl The girl came
To tend his grave; the flower
Buds were already swelling,
Though grass was still aslcep.

“Before the grave the girl stood,
Strumming a few notes on her lute;
At the sound of her music,

The blossoms began to bloom.

“Sweet scent hovered above the tree,
And below 1t rang the chords of her lute.
Suddenly came a gust of wind, and
The girl vanished 1n the air.

“When the wind stilled, a carpet
Of fallen petals covered the tomb;
No longer was the gl there, but
Her lute played in the grave.”

EPILOGUE

Ah, if T were to have that moment, really,
1 could die nght now. And if you

Could forgive my silly request,

Hurry up and bury my humble remains.

Febraary 3, 1925
The Works of Kuo, I, 245-47

HE WHO PURSUES FORCE

Farewell, melancholy thought!

Never agam disturb the white hot flame buming in my heart.
If you try 1t, you, pitiful moth,
Shall die immediately.
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Farewell, delusive beauty of nothingness!

Never come agan to knock on the iron door of my heart.
You, pitiful wretch of the street,

Go and seek out those money bags.

Farewell, the reluctant and the negative;
Farewell, dehicate embroidering pins!

I will seize a Koran n my left hand,

And m my right hand, a gleaming sword.

June 27, 1923
The Works of Kuo, I, 308

THE TERROR SPREADS LIKE FIRE

White spreads before us as far as our eyes can see,
But we are not afraid of its terror.?

We have already accepted death as homecoming,
And we take long stndes on the road we've chosen.

If you want to kill, go ahead and kill!

For each one of us killed, one hundred will rise.

We all have on us the hair of the Sacred Monkey y
That makes numerous ourselves when we blow on it3

White spreads before us as far as our eyes can seg,
But we are not afraid of its terror.

When we kill one we warn a hundred of his like,
Our terror spreads Iike poison and like fire.

January 7, 1928
The Works of Kuo, 359

21§fter the 1927 “coup,” the leftists described the Kuomintang policy as
the “white terror.”—Ed

8Refers to the legend of the magic monkey as told by the sixteenth-
century wnter, Wu Ch'eng-en —Ed.
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“JRON VIRGIN”

The Iron Virgm was found in Medieval Europe,
A really cruel torture was she.

Her inside was just a box with sharp nails,

But her outside showed the image of Holy Mary.

The Holy Lady was the door of the box,

From behind her breast a spike protruded.

The victrm was put inside, and the door, closed,
The long nail thus pierced the victim’s chest.

In Manchurna the Japanese had a new invention,

Sharp nails were himed up on the mside of a barrel.
With the victim in 1t, and both ends sealed,

The barrel was left mn the streets to be kicked around.

The torture had no kind looks of the Holy Lady,
But was equipped with such iron breasts as the Virgin’s.
The Japanese, they say, just named 1t Nail Box,
Ah, they surely are good at umitation.
August 31, 1937
The Works of Kuo, 11, 27

ON KUAN SHAN-YOEH'S PAINTING*

The lutists are Jaughable who know nothing about Chan
Buddhism,

Yet in pubhe try to talk about “the stringless Jute.”
Such mad Chan has led astray many a good youth, and
Has for hundreds of years ruined the art of painting.

# The author’s note explams that Kuan Shan-yuch’s pamnting is naturalishe
realism expressed through traditionally Chinese techniques Kuan has since

become a popular artist in mainland China These are two of the ongmnal six

lsfﬂgzasEvé'ﬂtten m the traditional quatrain form wath seven syllables to each
Ing ~— .
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A revolution in painting must first depart from ancient elegance.
Folk style values what 1s true to life and realistic.

If the 1mage is not realistic, it is then false,

And the vulgar, when really driven home, is naturally the divine.

1945 (?)
The Works of Kuo, II, 96~97

WATCHING ICE SKATING®

Waves of snow interweave with the swallows in the cloud,
Sky stretches on top of the water.

The pairs of skate-blades, tiny icebreaker boats:

People fly by like shooting stars—

What infimte joy!

All these young people, spreading out as far as you can see,
All racing forward.
“The Unrestricted Travel” is now rewritten.®

Paradise on earth now a reality,

So very soon!

January 23, 1957
The Works of Kuo, II, 262

5This poem 15 wntten in the tradibonal #z'u form The author’s note

states that he was attempting to match a poem by Mao Tse-tung with the
same rhyming scheme —Ed

6'The reference 15 to the title of a chapter in the famous Taoist book,
The Chuang Tzu (c. thud century B c.)—Ed,
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I brave people’s adverse criticism at every step
To turn back to look at my sweetheart,
How happy and scared I am at the same timel

THis 15 an excerpt from a poem by Wang Ching-chih which
created a storm 1 1922 The response to its publication was
mmmediate. Many cntics said it was mdiscreet and condemned the
author as a bad nfluence on the morals of the youth. Chou Tso-
jen, one of the leading men of letters well versed in both classical
Chinese and Western European hiterature, defended Wang Ching-
chih, saying that there was nothing 1mmoral about a boy loving a
gitl. And Hu Shih praised the poem as a breath of fresh air in
Chinese poetry.

Wang came from Anhwei Province in eastern China. His cour-
age 1n violating literary taboos won him great populanty, and early
success made him overconfident. When he taught at the Chi-nan
Umniversity in Shanghai, he clashed with the umversity administra-
tion by insising that vernacular works be included among the
reading matenals for the students.

He pubhshed two volumes of poems: Orchid Winds (1922)
and The Lonely Country (1927). His fnends said that after these
poems Wang never studied much of anything, or wrote much.
Among his many idiosyncracies were his habit of cutting off the
margmns of his books to save shelf space and a bhnd respect for
modem science, which he did not understand at all When his
child was an mfant, he msisted on raising hun according to a
book of modem child-care. The mfant lost weight and became
very sickly. Wang’s motherin-law ntervened and took the baby
home to raise according to the old, unscientific method. A few
weeks later the child regained his health, Despite this expenence,
Wang never changed his opinion.

Wang’s poems are simple and direct, and there is a youthful
charm about them 1n spite of their naveté,
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THE WIND’'S ARROWS SHOOT CEASELESSLY

The wind’s arrows shoot ceaselessly,
Every arrow hits my heart:
Why must they shoot me?
They are after my hope.

The sun is an iron wheel revolving,
Every day it rolls over my head;
Why must it crush me?
It’s trymng to destroy my youth.
Compendium, 146

TIME IS A PAIR OF SCISSORS

Time is a pair of scissors
And life, a bolt of brocade.
Section by section the brocade is cut;
‘When the last section is done,
The scraps are committed to a bonfire.

Time is an iron whip,

And Iife, a tree full of blossoms.
One by one the flowers are lashed off;
When the last 1s gone,

"The fallen petals are trampled into the dirt and sand.

Autumn 1925
Compendium, 146

UNTITLED

Sorrow is the unbounded sky,
And happiness, the stars.
My love, you and I are
The bright moon in the starry sea.
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The deep roots are sorrow,
And the green fohage, joy.
My love, those blooms growing on top
Are you and L

Water n the sea is joy,

The unbounded sea itself, sorrow.
The fish swimming 1 the sea

Are you and I, my love.

Sorrow is the countless bee hives,
Joy, the sweet honey:

My love, you and I are the bees
Working so busily.

Hangchow, Autumn 1923
Compendium, 147-48



Wen I-to (1899-1946)

“Often do I heave long sighs
To hide my tears, silent tears,
Sorrowing for the lives of my people
That are so full of gnef and fears!”

Wen Ito inscribed these lines, by the third-century B.c. poet,
Ch’u Yuan, on a friend’s paper fan only about a month before he
died on July 15, 1946. It was a politically benighted year, and he
died a victim of assassination.

The old poem spoke Wen’s mind. Poet, artist, and scholar, Wen
was also a sturdy warrior. His imagination was fired by the suffering
of the people and by political abuse. He came, after a tortuous
detour in his search for the higher values of hfe, to the conclusion
that the entire political and social order of China must be changed
before the common citizen’s lot could be mmproved. What he
said and the way he said it were not tolerated. The forces that
were hurt by his criticism silenced him.

The path of Wen’s intellectual development is the one that
most Chinese intellectuals have traveled since the beginning of
the century. Born in Hupeh Province, he was given an excellent
traditional education 1 the Chinese classics by his parents and
tutors, and wrote quite good poetry in the classical style until his
exposure to Western literature as a student at Tsing-hua College
(the only Western-supported college in China) prompted him to
try the vernacular.

All Tus hife Wen oscillated between his love for the cultural
tradition of his country, and his genuine appreciation of the good
elements in Western cultures. At first he admired Western litera-
ture and art, but after a number of years at Tsing-hua College, he
became cntical of Amenca and defensive about things Chinese.
Then he came to America. From 1922 to 1925 he studied paimting
at the Art Institute of Chicago and Colorado College, and later
at the Art Students League in New York, but his mterest was
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steadily veering toward poetry. In Chicago he met Harnet Monroe,
Carl Sandburg, and Amy Lowell. But 1t was John Keats, whose
poetry satisfied Wen’s love for beauty as well as his respect for
abstract 1deas, who became his poetic mentor, and Wen the Ro-
manticist remamed throughout his life committed to the search
for an 1deal marriage between Truth and Beauty.

Wen the poet grew homesick in America, and in his poetic
imagination China became a symbol of everything noble, exalted,
and warm. Wen the patriot was pushed further in his dislike of
the Umited States when he visited American Chimatowns and felt
the stings of racial discrimmation. He recorded his reaction in his
famed “Laundry Song,” an mmtation of Thomas Hood.

His adoration of his fatherland, however, was not without res-
ervations. He remembered certam things in the old society of
Chma that rankled. One of these was the situation of absolute
parental authonty. Wen marned early. The bride was selected by
his father. The marmnage, fortunately, was a happy one, despite
the intellectual distance between them. Wen sent his wife a long
poem from America, the fourteenth stanza of which reads:

I am sending these verses to you;

It matters not 1f you cannot read them all.
Just rest your fingertips on these words . . .
The throbbing you feel will pulse

In unison with your own heart.

The letter containing this poem was intercepted by his parents,
and she never saw it until 1t was published much later. Wen’s
father disapproved of his son’s writing to his wife from America.
Thlts act made Wen an avowed crusader against the tyranny of old
social conventions and 1gnorance. Homeward-bound in 1925, he
carried with him no Ph.D diploma, but a small library of Western
poctic works and a sense of mission to spearhead an intellectual
revolution that would save his country—with art and poetry.

The China he found upon his retumn, as he recorded m “Dis-
covery,” was disappomting. There was no lack of tension in Shang-
h’:u and Peking, but 1t was not easy to carry out a hterary revolu-
tion. Even getting a job was a problem. His domestic affairs were
also disturbing. He had been unhappy with the arrangement of
leaving his wife in his parents’ house while he was in America; now
he was further grieved over the death of his four-year-old daughter,
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which he blamed on his parents’ old-fashioned ideas. A series of
political events reminded him that he had agreed to start a drive
vwith a number of his friends to revive the nationalistic spirit of his
fellow countrymen. So while teaching in Peking, in 1925-26, he
was active in trying to organize his intellectual fnends to develop a
program of political action. But his heart was not in politics, and
he soon found himself turning toward the publication of a hterary
journal. And it was in his studio apartment that the Crescent
group of poets was formed. Hsu Cluh-mo, recalling the founding
of the Crescent Society, has written:

I heard that the house of Wen I+to was the paradise
of poets. . . . Last Saturday I went there. The three
studio rooms were decorated with unusual taste. He
had painted all the walls black, highlighting them with
a narrow gold strip. The effect was like a naked Afnican
beauty wearing only a pair of gold bracelets and an-
Klets. In one of the rooms a niche was carved in the
wall, in which was placed, naturally, a sculpture of
Venus de Milo about a foot high. . . . Against the
totally black backdrop, the soft and warm-colored mar-
ble statue was rich m dreamy suggestiveness.

In this atmosphere, with s friends, Wen I-to worked out his
theories about poetry and expenmented with them in his own
verse. His was not an extreme position of the “art for art’s sake”
prnciple, but under his and Hsi Chih-mo’s leadership the Cres-
cent school of poetry ran counter to the main literary current,
Whic‘h was drifting toward social and pohtical hterature. Always
sensitive to the inequities of hfe, Wen felt that the nation needed
something more than poetry. At the same time he was not pre-
pared to contmibute more directly to the nation’s salvation. Frus-
tratec}, he' retreated to the Chinese classics to restudy what he had
read in his young student days, both because he wanted to prove
to his colleagues teaching Chinese literature that he also had
scholftrly command in this field, and because he was sincerely
convinced that true value and wisdom could be found n them.
He became a distinguished authority on Ch'ii Yiian, the author
of the third-century ». c. anthology, the Ch'u-tz’u.

The war did not permit him to remam “buried in the old
papers” long. He had to flee Peking when Tsing-hua University was
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moved to Changsha in Hunan Province, and lost most of his
books In 1938 when the college had to move again, farther south
to Kunming n Yunnan Province, he led an exodus of several hun-
dred students, walking through the mountains of ccntral China
for sinty-eight days before they amved in Kunming. The situation
contnued to worsen, Japanese troops pressed closer every day,
and every day some of lus students would leave to jomn cither the
Communust or the Nationahst army. When Wen realized that
these young people were dymng 1n a civil war, he was infunated.
He protested agamst the government then mn power, the Kuo-
mntang His expressions appeared to be more and more in sym-
pathy with the left, and his death warrant was sealed.

Wen I-t0’s contnbution to modern Chmese poctry hes chiefly
in Ius theory about thyme, form, and imagery. He believed that
the Chinese language offered an unusually rich range of thymes of
which the Chinese poet ought to take advantage. While accepting
the vernacular language as a promsing poetic medm, he crit-
1cized the mdiscrimmate use of colloquialism in poetry. He ob-
jected to Hu Shih’s interpretation of “natural rhythm,” and vrged
poets to distill the poetical and musical elements from the plain
speech, He himself wrote vernacular verse with a2 metncal cadence
to show that 1t could be effectively done, constructing a new
prosody for the new language. “If we compare poetry to the
game of chess,” he said, “we can easily understand why poetry
without form, like a game of chess without rules, must be such a
meangless thing!” He admitted that there was form in nature,
but maintained that any form copied intact from nature could
not be perfect, perfection m form was achieved only after much
patient chisehng He quoted Goethe’s letter to Schiller, and the
words of the seventh-century Chinese man of letters, Han Yu (768-
824}, to support lns theory that “The greater the artist, the more
he enjoys dancing 1n fetters.” Wen's own poems, which observe
all these tenets, have a sculptured structural beauty.

CHAMPION

O my love, you are a champion;
But let’s play a game of chess.
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I wish only to lose to you—
My body and soul,
Both in their entirety.
1921
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 79

DEATH

O, my soul’s soul!

My hfe’s hifel

All my failures, all my debts

Now have to be claimed against you,
But what can I ask of you?

Let me be drowned in the deep blue of your eyes.

Let me be burnt in the furnace of your heart.

Let me die intoxicated in the ehxir of your music.

Let me die of suffocation in the fragrance of your breath.

Or may I die ashamed in front of your dignity,
Or frozen in your unfeeling chill,

Or crushed between your merciless teeth,

Or stung by your relentless poison-sword.

For I shall breathe my last in happiness
If my happiness is what you decree;
Otherwise I shall depart in endless agony
If my agony be your desire.
Death 15 the only thing I beg of you,
And to you I offer my life, my supreme tribute.
1921
V?’en, Complete Works, Ting, 75

AUTUMN COLORS!

Water in the creek
As purple as ripe grapes

1In earher editions, the title was “Autumn Forest”—Ed.
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Rolls out golden carp’s scales
Layer upon layer

Several scissor-shaped maple leaves

Like crimson swallows

Whirling and turmng, nsing and dipping
On the water.

Thick and fat like bears’ paws,

Those dark brown leaves

Scattered on the green.

Busy, timid squurrels

Scurry out and 1n among the leaves,
Gathenng food for the approaching winter.

Chestnut tree leaves, now of age,

Complained to the western wind all night long,

Finally win their freedom.

With a deep blush on therr dry faces,

They giggle and bid farewell to the ancient branches.

White pigeons, multi-colored pigeons,

Red-eyed silver gray pigeons,

Raven-like black pigeons,

With a golden sheen of purple and green on their backs—
So many of them, tired of flying,

Assemble beneath the steps.

Therr beaks buned m their wings,

Quuetly they take their afternoon nap.

Crystalline air, ike pure water, fills the world;
Three or four pert children

(In orange, yellow, and black sweaters)
Dart through the clove bushes,
Like goldfish cavorting among the seaweeds.

Aren’t they a forest of masts on the Huang-p’u River?
Those countless ascetic poplars

Stand prercing the slate-blue sky in stony silence.
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That aspen stands like a gallant youth,
Draped in a gold-embroidered cape.
Resting one hand on his hip,

He gazes at the jade-green pool,
Admiring his own reflection.

As they lean on the zig-zag crystal balustrades,
The morning sunbeams smile at the world.
From their smile flows liquid gold—

Yellow gold on the oaks,

Red gold on the oaks,

White gold on the barks of the pines.

Ah, these are no longer trees,

But tinted clouds—

Of amber, of agate,

Fanned by sensitive winds and kindled by the sun.
These are no longer trees,

But exquisite, bejeweled clouds.

Ah, these are no longer trees,

But a palace in the Forbidden City—
Yellow-glazed tiles,

Green-glazed tiles;

Story upon story, pavilion on pavilion—

The silvery songs of the birds

Imitate the chimes under the flying eaves.
These are no longer trees,

But an imperial capital in full regal splendor.

You, majestic, festooned autumn trees!
Newther brocades of Lord Ling-yang,

Nor carpets from Turkey,

Nor the rose window of Notre Dame,

Nor the frescoes of angels by Fra Angelico,
.Can rival your colors and brilliance,

You, majestically garbed autumn trees!
I envy your romantic world,

49
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Your bohemian life,
And your colors.

Pl ask T'ien Sun to weave me an embroidered robe?
So that I may wear your colors,

Or press you from grapes, oranges, and kaoliang

So that I may drink your colorsl

And from Puccint’s La Bohéme,

And from the seven-jeweled censer of Po-shan,

I will Listen to your colors,

And mhale your colors.

Ah, how I long to lead a hife of colors,
As dazzhing as these autumn trees!
1922
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 106-10

THE DREAMER

If that blue ghost hight
Is the sparkle bursting from the dream
Of the entombed,

‘What fear have 1 of death? !
1922
Wen, Complete Works, Timg, 113

THE LAST DAY

The dewdrops sob in the roof-gutters,

The green tongues of banana leaves lap at the window panes.
The four white walls seem to back away from me:

I alone can not fill such a big room.

A brazier aflame in my heart,

I quietly await a guest from afar.

I feed the fire with cobwebs, rat dung,
And snakeskins m place of spht wood.

2Ten Sun 15 the star Weaving Maid, who resides the Milky W,
from the Ox Herd —Ed & across the Milky Way
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As the roosters wrge Hme, only ashes remaméh
A chilly breeze steals over to caress my n}ou .
The guest is already right 1 front of me;
I close my eyes and follow him away.
26 '
{%en, Complete Works, Ting, 15~16

THE LAUNDRY SONG

(One piece, two pieces, three pieces,)
Washing must be clean.

(Four pieces, five pieces, six pieces,)
Ironing must be smooth.

T can wash handkerchiefs wet with sad tears;
I can wash shists soiled in sinful cnimes.

The grease of greed, the dirt of desire . . .
And all the filthy things at your house,

Give them to me to wash, give them to me.

Brass stinks so; blood smells evil.

Dirty things you have to wash.

Once washed, they will again be soiled.

How can you, men of patience, ignore them!
Wash them (for the Americans), wash them!

You say the laundry business is too base.
Only Chinamen are willing to stoop so low?
It was your preacher who once told me:
Chnst’s father used to be a carpenter.

Do you believe it? Don’t you beleve it?

There isn’t much you can
Washing clothes truly
], too, say what great
Washing the others
(But) do you want

do with soap and water,
can't compare with buildin
prospect lies m this—

sweat with your own blood and sweat?
to do it? Do you want it?

g warships,
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Year in year out a drop of homesich tears;

Midnight, m the depth of might, a laundry Jamp . . .
Menial or not, you nced not bother,

Just sce what 1s not clean, what is not smooth,

And ask the Chinaman, ask the Chinaman,

I can wash handkerchicfs wel with sad tears,

I can wash shurts soiled in sinful crimes.

The grease of greed, the dirt of desire . .

And all the filthy things at your housc,

Give them to me—I'll wash them, give them to mel

1925 (?)
Wen, Complete Worls, Ting, z56-30

LA

FORGET IIER

Forget her, as a forgotten flower—

That ray of morming sun on a pctal

That whiff of fragrance from a blossom—
Forget her, as a forgotten flower.

Torget her, as a forgotten flower,
As a drcam in the wind of spning,
As m a dream, a bell's ring.
Torgcet her, as a forgotten flower,

Forget her, as a forgotten flower,
Listen, how sweetly the crickets sing;
Look, how tall the grass has grown.
Forget her, as a forgotten flower.

Forget her, as a forgotten flower.
No longer docs she remember you.
Nothing now lingers 1 her memory.,
Forget her, as a forgotten flower.

Forget her, as a forgotten flower.
Youth, what a charming fniend,
Who makes you old overmight.

Forget her, as a forgotten flower,
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Forget her, as a forgotten flower.
If anyone should ask,
Tell him she never existed.
Forget her, as a forgotten flower.

Forget her, as a forgotten flower.
As a dream 1n the wind of spring,
As in a dream, a bell’s ring.
Forget her, as a forgotten flower.

Winter 1926
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 13-14 .

CONFESSION

Let me not deceive you, I am no poet,

Even though I adore the integrity of white gems,

The blue pines and immense ocean, the sunset on crows’ backs,
And our national flag unfurling in the wind . . . all these

You know that I love heroes and towering mountains,

And our national flag unfurling in the wind . . . all these
From saffron to the antique bronze of chrysanthemums.
Remember, my food 1s a pot of bitter tea.

But, aren’t you afraid?—In me there is yet another man,
‘Whose thought follows a fly’s to crawl 1n the garbage can.
1926-27
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 5

A CONCEPT

You, a perpetual myth, a beautiful tale,

A persistent question, a flash of hight,

An intimate meaning, a leaping flame,

A distant call . . . what are you?

I don’t doubt; the law of causahty is ever so true.

I know: the sea is always faithful to its sprays.

Being the rhythm one complains not against the song,
Ah, you, tyrannical deity, you've subdued me;



You've conquered me, you dazsling rainbow—
Memory of gooo years, please hold still.
I only ask how to cmbrace you tightly,
You, such an untamable spirit, such a heauty.
192
Wen, Complete Worls, Ting, 21

DISCOVERY

I've come, I shout, bursting out in tears of woc,
“This is not my China—Oh, no! Nol”

I've come because I heard your summoning cry.

Riding on the wind of time, raising a torch high,

I came. I knew not this to be unwarranted cestasy.

A mghtmare I found. You? How could this be!

Ths is terror, a bad drcam over the brim of an abyss,

But not you, not what my heart continuces to nuss!

I ask heaven, ask the winds of all dircchions

Task (my fist pounding the naked chest of the carth)

But there 1s no answer. In tears I call and call you

Until my heart Jeaps out—ah, here you are!

1927
Wen, Complete Warls, Ting, 21-22

YOU SWEAR BY THE SUN

You swear by the sun, and let the wintry geese on the horizon
Attest to your faithfulness Fine, I believe you completely,
Even 1f you should burst out i tears I wouldn’t be

surpnsed.

Only 1f you wanted to talk about “The sea may dry up and the
rocks may rot . . .”

That would make me laugh to death. Isn’t this moment while
my breath lasts

Not enough to get me drunk? What need is there to talk about
“forever’’?
Love, you know my desirc lasts only the duration of one breath,

Hurry up then and squeeze my heart, hurry, ah, you'd better go,
you go . . .

Tiwentieth Century Chinese Poelry
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I have long guessed your trick—no, it’s not that you've changed—
“Forever” you have long promised someone else, only the dregs

are my lot.

‘What the others get is your essence—the eternal spring.

So you don’t beheve me? But if one day Death produced your
own signature,

Will you go? Yes, go to linger in His embrace and only

Talk to Him about your undying loyalty.

1927 (?)
‘Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 6

I WANTED TO COME HOME

I wanted to come home
‘While your little fists were like the orchids yet to open;
‘While your hair still remained soft and silken;
‘While your eyes shone with that spirited gleam;

I wanted to come home.

I did not come home,
‘While your footsteps were keeping cadence in the wind;
While your little heart was beating like a fly against the
window pane;
‘While your laughter carried that silver bell’s ring,
I did not come home.

I should have come home,
While a spell of blur covered your eyes;
While a gust of chully wind put out a fading light;
While a cold hand snatched you away like a kite;
I should have come home.

1927
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 18-19
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE

Where did they go? How has it come to pass?

On stoves squat frogs, in ladles lilies bloom;

Tables and chairs float in fields and water ponds;

Rope-bridges of sprderwebs span room on room.

Coffins are wedged 1 doorways, rocks block windows:

A sight of strange gloom that rends my heart.

Scythes lie rusing away 1n dust,

Fishing nets, abandoned, rot in ash-piles.

Heavens, even such a village cannot retain them,

Where roses forever smile, and lily leaves grow as big as umbrellas;

Where nice sprouts are so slender, the lake so green,

The sky so blue, and the birds’ songs so like dew-pearls.

Who made the sprouts green and the flowers red?

Whose sweat and blood 1s 1t that 1s blended in the soil?

Those who have gone left so resolutely, unhesitatingly.

‘What was their gnevance, their secret wish?

Now, somebody must tell them: “Here the hogs

Roam the streets, ducks waddle among the pigs,

Roosters trample on the peony, and cows browse on vegetable
patches.”

Tell them “The sun is down, yet the cattle are stll on the hills.

Their black sithouettes pause on the ridge, waiting,

While the mountains around, like dragons and tigers,

Close m on them. They glance about and shiver.

Bowing their heads, too fnghtened to look again.”

This, too, you must tell them- “These beasts recall days of old

‘When evening clull approached and poplars trembled in the wind,

They only needed to call once from the hilltop.

Though the trails were steep, their masters would help them,

And accompanying them home there would be the scent of hay.
As they think thus, therr tears fall.

And they huddle together, jow] against jowl . . .”
Go, tell their masters, tell them.

Tell them everything, do not hide anything.

Ask them to return! Ask them to retum!

Ask them why they do not care for their own cattle.
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Don't they know that these beasts are like children?
Poor creatures, so pitiful, so frightened.

Hey, where are you, messenger? '
Hurry now, tell them—tell Old Wang the Third,
Tell the Eldest Chou and all his eight brothers,
Tell all the farm hands living around the Lin-huai Gate,
Tell also that red-faced blacksmith Old Li,

Tell Old Woman Huang and all the village women,
Tell them all these things, one by one.

Tell them to come back, come backl

My heart is torn by this sight of gloom.

Heavens, such a village cannot retamn these people,
Such a paradise on earth without a man!

1927
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 24~26

QUIET NIGHT

This light, and the light-bleached four walls,

The kind table and chair, intimate as friends,

The scent of old books, reaching me in whiffs,

My favorite teacup as serene as a meditating nun,
The baby sucking contentedly at his mother’s breast,
A snore reporting the healthy slumber of my bigson . . .
"This mysterious quiet mght, this calm peace.

In my throat quiver songs of gratitude,

But the songs soon become ugly curses.

Quiet mght, I cannot accept your bribe.

Who treasures this walled-n square foot of peace?
My world has a much wider horizon.

As the four walls cannot silence the clamor of war,
How can you stop the violent beat of my heart?
Better that my mouth be filled with mud and sand,
Than to sing the joy and sorrow of one man alone;
Better that moles dig holes in this head of mine,
And vermin feed on my flesh and blood,
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Than to live only for a cup of wine and a book of verse,
Or for an evening of seremty brought by the ticking clock,
Heanng not the groans and sighs from all my neighbors,
Seeing not the shiverning shadows of the widows and orphans,
And the convulsion 1n battle trenches, mad men biting therr
sickbeds,
And all the tragedies ground out under the millstone of hfe.
Happiness, I cannot accept your bribe now.
My world 1s not within tins walledan square foot.
Listen, here goes another cannon-report, another roar of Death.
Quiet mght, how can you stop the violent beat of my heart?
1927
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 20-21

A REPLY

Shining glomnes I dare not accept;

No halos to crown my head

Banners and drums are not my share;
No yellow earth for the path I tread.

Let not pride plate me in gold,

I dechne a wvisit from “success.”

With both hands grappling busy strife,
I guess the dawn, without looking.

Guve to others the pomp of silken robes;
For me, only hard labor—a joy so real.
To make me temper songs of plain tunes
God has promised me a will of steel.

But please, no banners and drums for me.
No yellow earth for the path I tread.
Shining glories I dare not accept,
No halos to crown my head.
1927
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 21
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PRAYER

Please tell me who the Chinese are,
Teach me how to ching to memory.
Please tell me the greatness of this people
Tell me gently, ever so gently.

Please tell me: Who are the Chinese?

‘Whose hearts embody the hearts of Yao and Shun?

In whose veins flow the blood of Ching K’'o and Nieh Cheng?
Who are the true children of the Yellow Emperor??

Tell me that such wisdom came strangely—

Some say it was brought by a horse from the river:
Also tell me that the thythm of this song

Was taught, onginally, by the phoenix.

‘Who will tell me of the silence of the Gobi Desert,

The awe inspired by the Five Sacred Mountains,

The patience that drps from the rocks of Mount T"ai,

And the harmony that flows in the Yellow and Yangtze Rivers?

Please tell me who the Chinese are,
Teach me how to cling to memory.
Please tell me the greatness of this people
Tell me gently, ever so gently.

1927
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 22~23

ONE SENTENCE

There is one sentence that can light fire,

Or, when spoken, brnng dire disasters.

Don't think that for five thousand years nobody has said it,
How can you be sure of a volcano’s silence?

Perhaps one day, as if possessed by a spirit,

8 Al legendary and histoncal heroes and sages of China.—FEd.
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Suddenly out of the blue sky a thunder

Will explode:

“This 1s our Chinal”

How am I to say this today?

You may not believe that “the iron tree will bloom.”
But there 1s one sentence you must hear!

Wait till the volcano can no longer be quict,

Don’t tremble, or shake your head, or stamp your feet,
Just wait till out of the blue sky a thunder

Will explode.

“This 1s our Chinal”

1927
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 23~24

PERHAPS (A DIRGE)

Perhaps you are too tired of crying,
Perhaps you want to sleep awhile.
Then I'l]l tell the owls not to cough,
Frogs to hush, and bats to stay still.

I'll not let the sunshine pry your eyelids,
Nor let the wind your eyebrows sweep.
Nobody will be allowed to awaken you,

T hold a pme umbrella to shelter your sleep.

Perhaps you hear earthworms turning dirt,
Perhaps you hear grassroots sucking water.
Perhaps prettier than man’s cursing voice
Is this kind of music you now hear.

I'll let you sleep, yes, let you sleep—
Close your eyes now, tightly.

And tell paper ashest to fly lightly.
I'll cover you gently with yellow earth,

1927 (?)
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 12~13

4 From the paper money burned for the dead —Ed.



Wen Ito (1899-1946) 61

DEAD WATER

Here is a ditch of hopelessly dead water.
No breeze can raise a sigle ipple on it.
Might as well throw m rusty metal scraps
or even pour left-over food and soup mn 1t.

Perhaps the green on copper will become emeralds.
Perhaps on tin cans peach blossoms will bloom.
Then, let grease weave a layer of silky gauze,

and germs brew patches of colorful spume.

Let the dead water ferment into jade wine

covered with floating peatls of white scum.
Small pearls chuckle and become big peatls,
only to burst as gnats come to steal this rum.

And so this ditch of hopelessly dead water
may still claim a touch of something bright.
And if the frogs cannot bear the silence—
the dead water will croak its song of delight.

Here is a ditch of hopelessly dead water—
a region where beauty can never reside.
Might as well let the devil cultivate it—
and see what sort of world it can provide.

1927 (?)
Wen, Complete Works, Ting, 16-17

THE NIGHT SONG

A toad shivered, feeling the chill,

Out of the yellow earth mound crawled a woman.
Beside her no shadow was seen,

And yet the moon was so very bright.
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Out of the yellow earth mound crawled a woman,
And yet no crack showed 1tself in the mound,
Nor was a single earthworm disturbed,

Nor a single thread of a spider web broken.

In the moonhght sat a woman;

She seemed to have quite youthful looks.
Her red skirts were fnghtful, hike blood,
And her hair was draped all over her back.

The woman was wailing, pounding her chest.

And the toad continued to shiver.

A lone rooster crowed 1 a distant village,

The woman chsappeared from the ycllow earth mound.

1927 (7)
‘Wen, Complete Works, Tmg, 19-20

MIRACLE

Never have I sought the red of fire, nor the black

Of the Peach Blossom Pool at midmght, nor the plaintive
tune of a lute,

Nor the fragrance of roses. Never have I loved the proud
dignity of a leopard.

The tendemess 1 longed for, no white dove could offer.

1 never wanted these things, but their crystallization,

A muracle ten thousand times more miraculous than them alll

But, this soul of mine being so famished, I simply cannot

Let 1t remam without food So, even trash and dregs

I have to beg for, don’t I? Heaven knows I am not

Willngly domg this, nor am I too stubborn, nor too stupid.

Only I cannot wart for you, wait for the approach of that
muracle.

I dare not let my soul go unsustained. Who doesn’t know

How httle these things are worth:

A tree full of singing cicadas, a pot of common wine.

Even the mention of misty mountams, valleys at dawn, or
glittening starry skies,
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Is no less commonplace, most worthlessly commonplace. They
do not deserve
Our ecstatc surprise, our effort to call them in touching terms,
Our anxiety to coin golden phrases to cast them m song.
1, too, would say that to burst into tears because of an
oriole’s song
Is too futile, too impertinent, too wasteful.
Who knows that I have to do 1t: this heart is too hungry,
Forcing me to make believe, to use coarse cereals for fine viands.

I am ready to confess, the moment you—

The moment that miracle occurs, I shall at once abandon the
commonplace

Never again will T, gazing at a frostbitten leaf,
dream of the glory of a spring blossom.

Never will I squander the strength of my soul in peeling the
stubborn rocks

In vain search of the sheen of jade; just give me a miracle,

I shall never again whip the “ugly” for the meaning

Of its opposite. In truth, I have long been tired

Of these doings, these brain-wracking implications.

T only ask for a plain word, jewel-like, radiating

Luster. I ask a whole, positive beauty.

Not that I am so stubborn or stupid that I cannot imagine

The angelic face behind the fan when I see a fan.
So—

I'will wait for no matter how many incarnations—

Since a pledge has been made, also an unknown number of
Incarnations ago~I'll wait, without complaint, only quietly wait
For the arrival of a miracle. There must be such a day.

Let thunderbolts stnke me, volcano blast me, the entire hell

Turn over to crush me . . . Afraid? Have no fear for me, as

No gusty wind can extinguish the lamp of the soul To have this
Body tumned into ashes 15 nothing because that is precisely

My one moment of etermty—a divine fragrance, a most mystfying
Silence (the sun, the moon, and all the stars are halted in their
Revolutions, even time stands stll), a most perfect peace . . .
I hear the sound of a door latch, suddenly,
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And from afar comes the rustling of a skirt—that then is the
muracle—

In the half-opened golden gate, there you are, crowned with
a halo.

1930
The Selected Works of Wen I-io, 89-g2
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“What do you think of it, Moon,

As you go?
Is Life much, or no?”
“Oh, I think of 1t, often think of it

As a show.
“God ought surely to shut up soon,

As I go”

Thomas Hardy

“A little while and we die; shall life not thrive
as 1t may?
For no man under the sky lives twice, outlving

his day.”
A. C. Swinbume

“O love, my love! If I no more should see
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,
Nor image of thine eyes in any spring—
How then should sound upon Lafe’s darkening slope
"The ground-whurl of the perished leaves of Hope,
The wind of Death’s imperishable wing?”
D. G. Rossetti

Tuese vives find clear echoes in the poems of Hsii Chih-mo, the
lcader of the Crescent school, who 15 generally recognized as the
greatest Chinese poet of hus generation. He read them, translated
them into Chinese, and molded his own thought around them. In
the barely ten years of his productive (and prolific) hfe, he
championed a total liberation of man’s soul, a complete realiza-
tion of man’s pursuit of beauty, and an unreserved surrender of
oneself to love. His burning anxiety to seek life’s utmost fulfill-
ment in defiance of any restnction was prompted largely by Swin-
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burne’s impressionism, his exaltation of love is close to Rossettr’s
erotic mysticism; but in his prasse of love and life seen in their most
beautrful moments, Hsit Chih-mo time and again betrays his feel-
ing of futihty about both—and with a sigh sinks back to find
comfort 1n Hardy’s stoic pessimism.

The talented and ebullient son of a Hsia-sluh banker (in
Chekiang Province), Hst acquired his faith in love, frecdom and
beauty 1 a pecuhar way. He had had adequate training in the
Chinese classics before he was exposed to the curriculum of a
Western-style college 1 Shanghai, had acquired a facile command
of classical Chinese, and had become one of the favorite students
of Liang Ch'r-ch’ao, (1873~1929), the great patnarch of Chinese
scholars at the turn of the century and a man credited with usher-
ing Chinese thought mto the modem era. Family background and
influence conditioned Hsu's early ambition to become a Chinese
Hamlton. The vision of a Rockefeller or Carnegie who built up
an empire charmed him, and he set out to study social science at
Clark Umversity in Massachusetts in 1918. Later he transferred to
Columbia University. Whale en route to the new world, Hst wrote
a long message on board the ship, expressing in a very elegant
classical language his determunation to serve his country! He
addressed tus pledge to do so to his parents and friends at home.
There 1s no doubt that he meant everything he said in that
message because the attitude he expressed 15 the cornerstone of
his basic philosophy of life—“The central meaning of hife,” as he
sad 1 his credo later, “lies in subjecting one's soul to endless
adventures "2

It 15 not surprising that life in the United States did not satisfy
his restless soul, Having observed the ugly reality in his native
country, he now felt that he could not learn or “experience”
cnough in Amenca He believed in the spiritual superiority of
man’s soul and the existence of certain perpetual truths which he
wanted to find. As he declared in his “Fallen Leaf,” “We cannot

1 Liang Shih e, About Hsti Chih-mo, 1922

ZIn “Marching Forward,” wntt A
Hod Chitmer 2%, ntten m Apnl, 1926. Selected Works of
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let utihtariamsm crush the soul of man . . . or the superstition of
the time (erther religion or science) choke to death the unchang-
ing value in the universe.” This romantic longng for something
to satisfy his inner anxiety could have driven him to the mountains
of India, had it not been for his other equally strong belief in
living an intense life He went instead to England.

The poet, Mu Mu-t'ien, said of Hsu that his poetry is “but a
reflection of the adventures of his soul.””® This 15 true, but Hsu
did not find his voice until the atmosphere of aristocratic 1dealism
at Cambridge helped him to cultivate his poetic sensitivity. Hsii
confessed 1n his “The Cambndge I Know”: “My eyes were opened
by Cambndge, my appetite for knowledge was stimulated by Cam-
bndge, my concept of ‘self’ was nursed by Cambridge. . . . From
Thomas Carlyle he accepted the motto of “Everlasting yea,” which
strengthened his determination to “declare war against one’s
desting” The kind of starry-eyed idealism he embraced was
expressed in his almost childlike faith mn the validity of absolute
mdividualism- to assert oneself, to realize oneself, to find oneself,
and to express oneself. He continued to search for the sublime
and the ecstatic; something above the ordinary yet not of the
other world. He was too committed to the Western this-world
outlook on life He said in his “Notes Wrtten on the T’ien-mu
Mountam,” “We who acknowledge the baptism of the Westemn
view of life are prone to take hife very positively, to seek vigorously
our involvement in this world and be unwilling to retreat. We
thrust our burning hot bodies mto the grindstone of hfe, and
we do not want to save even one diop of blood unspent” It
was in this spimt that he viewed the heroes of the East and the
YVeSt. He prased the Christian martyrs and the Russian revolu-
tionanes m the same breath, because he himself sought to “free”
his own soul and imagination from all restnictive forces.

From Swinburne Hsu acquured a taste for the alliterative cadence
of verse, and from the Bloomsbury group suggestions on the use
of vanous new images. He met Katherine Mansfield and her
associates They and the peaceful beauty of Cambridge decided

him on. a hiterary career. What he owed to Cambridge he acknowl-
edged in a farewell poem:

8 Selected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 2.
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1 stall take pride in having mamtained the punty

Of my soul 1n a culture of skyscrapers and fast cars,
and today

Facing this historic land, with its shadows of bridges
and thick waterweeds

I still can present my true sclf to say farewell,

We met late, but in the past year

The tides of revolution 1n my heart have all

Surged along your charming banks. . . .
(from The Complete Works of Hsit Chih mo, 37)

“The tides of revolution” involved more than his decision to
follow a iterary career; they also reflected a severe inner struggle
in relation to his family ife He had marmned at the age of twenty
in China, his wife was from a very prominent Chang family. She
was intelligent and well-educated, but her temperament was not
suited to his As he came to accept the free pursuit of happiness
as the supreme 1deal, he began to wonder about his loveless
marriage. In March 1922, shortly before his return to China, he
wrote his wife that they must be divorced. He was aware of the
severe criticism Chinese society would direct against a divorce case,
but he felt his action would brng “unprecedented glory” to the
lives of both parties. He asked his wife to “greet the light of life for
both of us” with the following plea:

« . . True Iife must be sought by one’s own effort and
struggle, true happiness also must be sought by one’s own
effort and struggle, true love also must be sought through
one’s own effort and struggle. . . . We both have the will
to reform society and create happiness for mankind We must

set examples ourselves, be brave, and respect each other’s
integnty. . . *

When he returned from Europe, the marriage was dissolved,
but he never heard the end of cnticisms against lum Even his
celebrated teacher, Liang Ch’r-ch’ao, wrote him a long letter on
January 2, 1923, urging him not “to build one’s happiness upon
others’ suffering,” and not “to pursue the perfect state of blss mn
a dream.”® Hsu’s reply explained his action as an effort to “case

& The Complete Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 3.
5Hu Shib’s preface, The Completed Works of Hsu Cluh-mo, 4-s.
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my conscience, maintain my integrity, and save my own soul.”
He mamtained correspondence with and was more considerate
than ever toward his former wife. This was very like him, but
disconcerting to those who did not know him well.

He jomned the faculty of the Unwersity of Peking and edited the
literary page of the Peking Morning News, which soon became
an open forum for the budding vernacular literature. His urbane
polish and contagious enthusiasm about everything attracted a
sizable group of admirers from both the literary circle and the
social elite of Peking. All who met him say that he was the life
of every party and the spint of every organization he joined, and
that he had a gift for making people work as a team.

Among his admirers, the fair sex was well represented, and a
writer named Lin Huiyin became his close fiend. When Tagore
visited China in April, 1924, Hsi and Lin were his constant
traveling compamions, and Hsii acted as his interpreter. His extem-
poraneous rendition of Tagore’s words into Chinese was praised as
a work of art.

Hsti Chih-mo was then at the height of his success—his essays
and poems were distingmshed for their origmal style, elegant
language, and intense feehing, and he was regarded as a rapidly
rising star in modern literature. His farmly was financially secure;
the tumultuous social unrest and political upheaval had not yet
affected him personally. In the mmdst of the ideological contro-
versies raging on the hterary front, Hstt and Wen I-to launched a
Poetry Journal in Apnl 1926 to “encourage the devclopment of a
suitable form” for the poetic creativity of modern Chinese people,
“We recognize that within and outside us there are numerous
thoughts that seek embodiment,” Hsti wrote in the inaugural issue.
“Our duty then 1s to bwld suitable bodies for them. ... We
beheve that perfect form 1s the only manifestation of perfect
essence.”®

Clearly the identification of Hsir’s ideal with any concrete course
of action was difficult. Hsu was never ready to leave his smoke-
filled studio and his friends for either the battlefield or the pulpit.
When he had to name one thing as the sum-total of al} that he
held precious, he could conceive.of only love in perfection, which
would also be beauty n, according to his romantic

8 Compendium, II, 332~
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view of life Erotic mysticism, which he had found in Rossctti,
now began to emerge as hus central theme. In love, he found the
punification and elevation he had been secking:

Come with me,
My lovel
The world of man has fallen behind us—
Look, isn’t this an immensc occan, with its
unhmited gleaming whitce?
An immense ocean with its unlimited gleaming white,
An immensc ocean with its unhmited gleaming white,
Let’s be in love and forever {recl
(from Selected Works of st Chilimo, 100)

The embodiment of these ideals appeared in his hife m the
person of Lu Hsiao-man, a talented and vivacious young woman
alrcady married With her husband, a high-ranking officer in the
army, Lu had nothing in common; her marriage had been arranged
by her parents. When she met Hsit Chih-mo in the summer of
1924, she rcalized that she had been cheating herself all her hfe
and dccided that she “must be truc” to hersclf henceforth?
A stormy romance cnsued. Her parents were scandalized. They
prevented her from sceing or receiving messages from Hsi. Crit-
icism and opposition made him all the more determined. To win
her was a matter of casing his conscicnce and saving his own soul,
as he had said on divorcing Ins first wife, and he was ready to
sacrifice everything o it. Then social pressure mounted, and he
found 1t necessary to leave the country for a while. He sailed for
Lurope on March 10, 1925, traveled in France and Italy and
revisited England where he met Thomas Hardy. Separation further
aggravated the suffering lovers, as he admitted when stopping on
a mountain ncar Florence:

You cannot forget me, my love, only in your heart can I

Find my hfe, yes, I'll listen to you, and 'l wait,

Even of it is for the iron tree to bloom, still I'll wait.
(from Selected Works of IIsu Chih-mo, 58)

In Peking, Lu Hsiao-man threatened suicide scveral times and
ﬁna.lly succceded in divorcing her husband. Upon Hsd's return to
China in 1926, they were married. Their wedding has been re-

7 Lu's diary n The Complete Works of 1lsit Chilimo, 11, 44.
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corded as probably the only one of its kind in history because
their witness, the celebrated Liang Ch'i-ch’ao, delivered a blister-
ing speech chastising Hsin Chih-mo in front of all the guests, ad-
momishing him to start all over again with a clean slate as he had
been too “shiftless in his love, which resulted in the failure of his
first marnage.”’®

In 1927 the Kuomintang troops under Chiang Kai-shek began
their campaign agamst the warlords in the north. Nanking was
occupied and Peking threatened. Hsii and most of hus friends
went to Shanghai where they started the Crescent Publishing
House. The first publication was the Crescent Monthly, a journal
that has won an historic position in the development of modermn
Chinese hiterature as the place where most of the Crescent poets
made therr debuts under Hsu's leadership. He wrote n the first
issue identifying the new journal with “creative ideahsm” and
opposing all the prevailing schools of literature in favor of a
literature that protects “the health and digmity of man’s soul.” He
preferred, he wrote, “reflecting on the etermity of virtue to savoring
the delicious flavor of sin,” and to “view the grandeur of lfe
rather than carve a wine cup inlaid with gems,” thus denouncing
both the art-for-art’s-sake and the fin-de-siécle schools.

But even m this statement Hsii appears to have somewhat
modified his view of hife and literature. Although he always ad-
mtted that he was an incorrigible “wild horse,” the events since
1922 had a sobering effect on him,

He continued to write, somewhat less in quantity but with
greater mastery of his expressive power. His second marnage
brought hum, as he had hoped, more adventures of the soul, not
all of them happy The “Life” he had sought to hve intensely
turned out to be more and more disapponting. An increasing
gloom appeared in his lines. Reality was more stubbornly ugly
than he had anticipated. “Gold, only gold 1s man’s new darling,”
he said in “The Cricket,” “ruling his day, lording over his dreams.”
He detested the endless arguments about politics that monopolized

tlfe printed page; he hated all that was banal and chaotic, he felt
his own creative force ebbing:

8 Liang Shih-ch'iu, About Hsu Chih-mo, 17.
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All T have now is a halting, broken breath; like one
Of the mice trapped between a wall and a rafter,
I chase after darkness and nothingness.

(from The Complete Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 55)

Now and agan he freed himself from the engulfing gloom and
let hus imagination soar once more to a dazzhing height. These were
the moments when he conceived of his unrestramned “spint
travel,” as he described 1t 1 “Love’s Inspiration”:

Away from this world I soar
To somewhere unknown; there seems to be
A cloud shaped like a lotus flower carrying me
(On her face there 1s a lotushke smile)
To a place extremely distant from here. . .
Ay, I really have no desire to return
And that 1s perhaps what they call mirvana.
(from Selected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 28)

Nineteen twenty-mne and 1930 were his worst years. He was
almost totally demoralized, and his fnends kept suggesting that he
try a change of environment. Early in 1931, Hu Shih returned to
the Unwersity of Peking to serve as dean of the College of Arts
and Letters and invited Hsu to teach there. In making hus decision
to accept, Hsu had already started on his “journey in the cloud ”

He had always wanted to fly, as he had written earher in an
essay:

Everybody wants to fly. It is so tiresome to be crawl-
ing on earth all the time, not to mention anything
else. Let’s fly away from this circlel Fly away from
this circlel To the clouds! To the clouds! Who does
not dream of soaring up in the sky to watch the
earth roll like a ball i infinite space? . .. That
alone 15 the meaning of being man, the power of
bemng man, and the worthy account of beng man,
If this fleshy carcass of ours 1s too heavy to be
dragged along, throw 1t away. Wherever possible,
fly away from this ciucle, fly away from thus circle!
(from The Complete Works of Hsu Chih-mo, II, 98)
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Now his wish became a reality. He often commuted between
Shanghai and Peking by air. Air travel was still a dangerous and
expensive affair, but a good fnend in the aviation company had
presented him with a courtesy pass. On November 19, 1931 when
he was en route from Shanghai to Peking, the plane crashed in
fog near the famous Mount Tai in Shantung Province. Hsii died
at the age of thirty-six.

He left four collections of poems: The Poems of Chih-mo
(1925), A Night in Florence (1926), The Tiger (1930), and
Roaming in Clouds (1931); three volumes of essays, one novel,
one play, and a volume of his diary and letters.

SERVES YOU RIGHT, BEGGAR

“Kindhearted ladies, charitable sirs,”

The northwest wind slashes his face like a sharp knife.
“Give me a little bit of your leftovers, just a little bitl”

A patch of dark shadow curls up near the gate.

“Have pity, my wealthy lord, I'm dying of hunger.”
Inside the gate there are jade cups, warm fire and laughter.
“Have pity, my lord of good fortunes, I'm dying of cold.”
Outside the gate the northwest wind chuckles,
“Serves you right, beggar!”

Iam but a pile of black shadows, trembling,

Lying like a worm on the frontage road of humanity;
I wish only a bit of the warmth of sympathy

To shelter what's left of me, after repeated carving.

But this heavy gate stays tightly closed: Care who might?
In the street only the wind continues to ridicule,
“Beggar, serves you right!”
Before 1925 (?)
Sclected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 73~74
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THIS IS A COWARD’S WORLD

This 15 a coward’s world:
It tolerates no love, tolerates no lovel
Let your harr down, then,
And take off your shoes,
Follow me, my love,
To abandon this world
And die for our lovel
I'll hold your hand,
My love, follow me,
Let thoms pierce through our fect,
And hailstones split our heads, if they wish;
Come along with me
While I hold your hand
To flee this prison, to be free once again.

Come with me,
My lovel
The world of man has fallen behind us—
Look, 1sn’t this an 1mmense ocean with its unlimited
gleaming white?
An immense ocean with 1ts unhimited gleaming white,
An immense ocean with its unlimited gleaming white,
Let’s be m love and forever freel

Follow my finger and look
Over there, the blue of a tiny star on the horizon—
That’s an 1sland under a blanket of lush green,
Under an array of flowers, colorful animals and birds;
Hurry and board this swift bark
For that heaven of perfection—
To be m love, happy, and free—leaving this world of man,
forever.
1925 (?)
Selected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, gg-101
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A NIGHT IN FLORENCE

You are really going tomorrow? Then I, 1. . . well,

You don’t have to bother, sooner or later there will be such a day.

If you wish to remember me, then remember,

Or else forget, while there’s still time, that I ever

Existed in this world so you won’t be sad in vain when you do
recall.

Treat it as a dream, a fleeting hallucination;

Treat 1t as the withered blossoms we saw the day before yesterday

That trembled in the wind, shedding one petal,

Then another. On the ground they lay, trodden by someone into
dust . . .

Ai, trodden by someone into dust—into dust, that’d be at least
clean-cut,

It’s really torture to be neither living nor dead, to look

So shabby, unwanted, and to be the object of slighting glances—

Heavens! Why should you do 1t, why should you do1t. . . .

But I just cannot forget you. That day when you came,

It was like a ray of bright light in darkness.

You are my teacher, my love, and my savior.

You taught me what life is and what love 1s;

You brought me out of bewilderment back to my innocence;

Without you how could I ever know the sky is high and grass
green?

Feel my heart, see how fast it beats this moment; and

Feel my cheeks, see how hot they bum; fortunately in the dark
night

Nobody can see them. My love, I cannot even breathe now,

Kiss me no more, this hife aflame I cannot bear.

My soul at this moment 15 a chunk of hot iron on an anvil,

Being struck by the hammer of love, again and again,

Its sparks flying in all directions . . . I feel faint, please

hold me, ‘
My love, just let me .embrace with my eyes cloc
In this quiet garden— 1 would bel

The sound of the win above, rustling
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Rings out a dirge for me, the breeze having come

From an olve grove, bnngs over the scent of pomegranate
blossoms,

And takes away my soul. There are also the fireflics,

Sentimental fireflies who hight up the way for me

As I halt my steps on the threc-arched bridge to listen

To your grief-stricken calls you hold in your arms my body

That’s still warm, hugging it, kissing it, and tightly
enfolding it . . .

With a smile I follow the breeze on my way again,

Letting 1t lead me to heaven, or hell, or anywhere,

So long as I leave this loathed human life to rcalize death

In love Isn’t this death in the embrace of love better

Than five hundred reincarnations? . . . Sclfish? Ycs, I know,

But I cannot bother now . . . Are you gong to die with me?

What? If we are not together, the death cannot be “death in
love.”

To soar to heaven requires two pairs of wings beating in unison,

And even 1 heaven we need cach other’s care.

I cannot go without you, nor you without me, if it is to hell

That I descend, you would like 1t less for me to go alone.

You said that Hades 1s not more civilized than this world

(Though I don’t believe it): a fragile flower like me

Surely will face the ravage of winds and rains, and then

Much as I may call you, you cannot hear—

Wouldn't that be plunging into a mire instead of gaining salvation,

Letting the unfeeling ghosts together with heartless human beings

Rudicule my fate, ridicule your timid carclessness?

This, too, has reason Well, what shall I do then?

It’s so hard to live, and yet unfrec even mn death, not to say

I do not want you to sacrifice your future for my sake. . .

A1, you said 1t’s shl; better to hive and wait, wait for that day!

Is there gomg to be that day?—So long as you live, my faith
Temains,

But you have to go at daybreak, can you really bear

To leave me behind? I cannot detamn you, this 1s fate.

Only we know that when a flower 1s without sunshine or dew,

Its petals will turn yellow and dry so prtufully!

You cannot forget me, my love, only in your heart can I
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Find my life; yes, I'll listen to you, and I'll wait, ‘

Fven if 1t is for the iron tree to bloom, still T'll wait;

My love, you are a star above me shi}n'ng forever.

If perchance I die I will change myself into a firefly

Hovering low in this garden, near the grass,

From dusk till midnight, and from mudnight till dawn.

My only hope is that no cloud will come over the sky

So I may gaze at the sky, at that unchanging star—at you.

My only wish is that you shine more bnghtly for me through the
night

And across the sky to link the hearts of love together. . . .

June 11, 1925
Selected Works of Hsii Chih-mo, 54-59

BEFORE EXETER CHURCH

This is my own shadow tonight
Printed here in the courtyard before a church in a
faraway land.
An imposing shrine so cold and solemn,
And a shadow so slender and alone.

T ask the statue in front of the church:

“Who is responsible for the strange course of man’s life?”
The weathered statue stares at me, looking surprised,

He seems to wonder: Why this odd question.

I tumn to ask the chilly star
That rises from the back of the building,

But it only responds with a sarcastic blinking of its eyes,
Leaving me to face my puzzle under its pale light.

At this moment an old tree near me,

Shelters the guiltless who lie under a tablet recording
the war dead.

It heaves a long sigh that suggests
A spell of lonely rain in the lonely courtyard,
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It has witnessed the passage of over a hundred years,
And has seen every viaissitude in the world of man.
It has kept account of the indifference of life:
The exuberance of spring and summer, and the decline in
winter,

It recognizes the oldest of the elders here in the village,
Having watched their baptism when they were still fuzzy
mfants,
And watched their weddings, in the same church—
And finally their names being mscribed on the tombstones.

It has already grown weary of watching the tragicomic farce,
And 1t cares less for its own goitered remains.
It shares my feeling this moment, and with a long sigh—
Ah, a number of fallen leaves have joined my shadow
on the ground.

July 1925
Selected Works of Hsu Chili-mo, 44-46

LATE AT NIGHT

Late at night, around the strect comer,
A dreamlike bloom of lamphght.

Mist bewitches and shrouds the tree;
No wonder people lose their way.

“What have you done to me—you cruel thing!”
She weeps, he—no answer.

The morning breeze rocks the trectop gently,
Gone 15 the red blossom m early autumn.

London, September 1925
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. I, No. 11
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SECOND FAREWELL TO CAMBRIDGE

Quietly I am leaving

Just as quietly I came;
Quietly I wave a farewell
To the western sky aflame,

The golden willow on the riverbank,
A bride 1n the setting sun;

Her colorful reflection

Ripples through my heart.

The green plants on the river bed,
So lush and so gracefully swaying
In the gentle current of the Cam
I'd be happy to remain a waterweed.

The pool under an elm’s shade

Is not a creek, but a rainbow in the sky
Crushed among the floating green,
Settling into a colorful dream.

In search of a dream? You pole a tiny boat
Toward where the green 1s even more green
To collect a load of stars, as songs

Rise in the gleaming stellar light.

But tonight my voice fails me;
Silence is the best tune of farewell;
Even crickets are still for me,
And still is Cambridge tonight.

Silently T am going
As silently I came;
I shake my sleeves,
Not to bring away a patch of cloud.

On the China Sea, November 6, 1923
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. I, No. 10

79
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A SONG OF FALLEN LEAVES

A rustling sound whirled up the steps

(I was on the edge of dreamland,)

This time 1t must be her footsteps, I thought—
So late at might.

A rapping sound on my window

(1 pressed close to the world of slumber,)
This must be her joke—you see, I
Certainly would remain calm!

A breathing sound approached my bed;
Isaid (half in dream, half in daze;)

“You never can understand me, why then must you
Give me more heartachel”

A sigh fell on my pillow
(I was already only lingening in the drcam;)

“I did you wrong,” you said—and your hot tears
Burned my cheek!

The sounds disquiet my slcep
(In the courtyard, the fallen leaves dance, again and again;)
The dream 15 over, ah, the awakening, what torments me
Is but the song of autumn.
1925
Selected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 107-08

“NO. 7, STONE TIGER LANE”

Sometimes m our little garden there ripples infinite tendemness.

Gigghng vines bare their bosoms for the persimmon leaves to
caress.

Elms, a hundred feet tall, stoop m the breeze to embrace the
cherry-apple,
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Our yellow dog at the hedge watches over his little friend,
the sleeping Po-erh.

Little birds create their new mating tunes, singing without stop.
Sometimes in our little garden there ripples infinite tenderness.

Sometimes in our little garden there spreads a vague dream;

Misty shadows after rain and dark green weave into silent shade.

A little frog sits before withered orchids, histening to the
earthworms next door.

A patch of hngenng black cloud rolls and unrolls over the old
elms,

Skimming along the eaves, whirling in waltz—are they dragonflies
or bats?

Sometimes in our little garden there spreads a vague dream.

Sometimes our little garden sighs gently, Ai—

Aj, under a brutal storm, countless blossoms are pounded to
pulp by the rain.

Ai, in early autumn, leaves still green are already leaving the
tree with regret.

Ai, in the depth of the night, the moon has already returned
by a boat of cloud, way beyond the western wall.

Funeral music dnfts by in gusts of cold wind from a distant alley—

Sometimes our little garden sighs gently, Ai—

Sometimes our little garden is immersed in infinite joy.
At dusk after rain, only pleasant shade, cool breeze and
refreshing scent 1n the courtyard.
The heavy drinker, an old cnpple, holds a huge cup in his
hand, his bad foot pointing at the sky,
A pint, two pints, every cup is drained, his chest full of
elation and his face all flushed.
In the ceaseless peal of laughter floats a godhke old drunkard.
Sometimes our hittle garden is immersed in infinite joy.
102
SZleE:ted Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 77-78
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IN SEARCH OF A BRIGHT STAR

On the back of a limping blind horse I nde,
Heading toward the dark night;
Heading toward the dark might,

1 ride on the back of a imping blind horse.

I dart into the dark long night,

To search for a brlhant star—

And m order to search for a bmlhant star,
I dart into the wilderness wathout a light.

Wom out, worn out is the horse I nde,
Yet the star remains nowhere to be seen;
The star remains nowhere to be seen,
While the nder is already tired, dead tired.

Now as a crystallme bnlhance appears in the sky,
A horse has fallen 1n the wildemness,
And 1n the dark mght les a body cold—
Now as a crystallime bmlhiance appears mn the sky.
1925
Selected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 93-94

GO AWAY

Go away, world of man, go away!

I alone stand on top of the mountain;
Go away, woild of man, go away!

I face an mfimte sky.

Go away, youth, go away!

To be buried with fragrant herbs in an unvisited vale;
Go away, youth, go away!

Sortow has been entrusted to crows m the evening mist.
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Go away, dreamland, go away!
I dash to pieces the jade cup of illusions;
Go away, dreamland, go away! )
I accept with a smile the tribute from the wind and the

sea.

Go away, all and all, go away!

Ahead lies a towering peak that pierces the skyl
Go away, all and all, go away!

Ahead lies infinity of the infinite.

1925

Selected Works of Hsit Chih-mo, g7-98

I COME TO THE SHORE OF THE YANGTZE RIVER
TO BUY AHANDFUL OF LOTUS SEEDS

I come to the shore of the Yangtze River to buy a handful of
lotus seeds.
I peel the skins of the seeds, layer after layer,
While watching the gulls fly
With my tearful eyes—
I think of you and think of you, ah, my Hsiao Lung?®

I taste a lotus seed, the tenderness I have known once now
returns:
The ever-protective screens before the steps,
Guarding the joy of two hearts beating together,
. And once again your pledge rings in my ear,
I am yours forever, my body and my soul.”

I taste the heart of a seed, my heart is bitterer than the seed’s:1°

% Hsiao Lu?g (Lattle Dragon) 1s a pet name Cluh-mo gave to his sweet-
heart, Ln Hsiao-man, He wrote m his diary on August 9, 1924: “You are so
exqusite, so lively, You truly resemble a little dragon.” The “dragon” image
mlgnghsh 'is so unbefiting that I leave it untranslated—Ed.

. In thmese, ‘:my heart 15 bitter” means “I am suffering” and does not
onnote “vengeful” or “hateful.” The cotyledons of a lotus seed are bitter m
taste, hence the pun—Ed.
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All night long I toss in pain,
Trymng to kill the mghtmare in vain.
Who knows my sufferng?
It’s all because of you, my love—how can I go through a day
hike this?

Yet I can neither blame you as unfaithful nor bear to guess
you have changed.
There 1s only tenderness mside me:
You are mine, and I am as I used to be
Embracing you closely, so very closely—
Unless the sky falls down—but who believes that can ever
be arranged?
192
Selected Works of Hsii Chih-mo, 52-53

WHAT EXACTLY IS THIS THING CALLED LOVE?

What exactly 1s this thing called love?

‘When 1t came I had not yet been born.

The sun shone for me for over twenty years,

I was only a child, knowing no sorrow at all.

Suddenly came the day—1I loved and hated that day—

When in my heart something stirred, something was missing,
And that was the first time I felt this pam.

Some said 1t was a wound—now, you feel my chest—

When 1t came I had not yet been born,

What exactly 1s this thing called love?

From that time on I changed, a wild horse without a rein,

Galloping over the wildemess of humamty. I was

Like the Ch’u man of old who tried to offer his jade,

Who pointed at his heart and said, “There’s truth there,
there 1sl

Cut me open here, 1f you don’t believe me, and see

If 1t 1s0’t a jade, thus thing dripping blood.” 1t

11 Refers to the legend about 2 man named Ho, of the third century s c.,
who knew that a perfect piece of jade was in a huge rock He tned to offer
it to the king of the state of Ch'u, south of the Yangtze Rwer, but was

ndiculed and even penalized before the rock was finally cut open and he
was vindicated —Ed.,
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Blood! That merciless cutting, and my soul! ‘
Who 1s he that forces me to ask this final question?

What a question! This time I'm glad my dream is over.

God, I'm not ill, no longer shall I groan before you. .
No longer shall I long for the ethereal; I've no share in paradise;
I only want the earth, and to Iive plainly and honestly.

Never agam shall T ask what exactly 15 this thing called love;
Since when it came I had not yet been born.

1925
Selected Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 63-64

THE JOY OF THE SNOWFLAKE

If 1 were a snowflake,

Drifting freely in the sky,
I’d make sure of my direction—
To fly, and fly, and fly—

There is a direction for me on earth.

T won’t go to the lonely sequestered vale,

I won’t go to the foothill so quiet and cool,
Nor shall I loiter sadly in a deserted street—
I'll just fly, and fly, and fly—

You see, I have my direction.

Gracefully I shall dance in the sky
Until I've spotted that pleasant place,
Until she comes out to see the garden—
I'li fly, and fly, and fly—
Ah, there is a subtle scent of the plum blossom on her.

Then I'll count on my body being so light
Gently I'll cling to the lapel of her robe,
T'll ching close to the soft waves of her bosom—
To melt away, and melt away, and melt away—
Melt into the soft waves of her bosom.

1925
Selected Works of Hsit Chih-mo, 110-11
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A P'LPA TUNE IN AN ALLEY AT MIDNIGHT

Agan waking me up from a dream, a tune of pips m the <ull
of the night!
Whose sorrowful thought,
And whose fingers,
Like a gust of chilly wind, 4 spell of depreesing rain, and
a shower of falling petals,
So late at night,
In so drowsy a world,
Arc strumnung the taut chords to <end forth theee Giturbing notes
To blend into the mght s the deserted streed,
Winle a wamng moon hangs on top of 3 willow tree?
Ah, the shver of a moon, a shattered lm,;ﬂ and he, he oo
Woeanng a tattered cap,
With clanbing chatns on hus back,
Laughs and danccs on the path of time ble a mad enul,
That's all, he <ays, blow out vour lamp,
Sheis warting for vou beyond ber granse,
Waiting for you to ks hier, to kiss her agam, and amin,
1926

Selucted Weels of Hii Chitises, 331

THIS CRICKET

You, encket, what are you here foi? Mandind
No longer knows the old lesure.

Green grass, white dew, a Iittle silly nosw,

No use any more, these poct’s toys,

Gold, only gold 1s man's new d'nlmn.

Ruh’ng Ins day, lording lus dreams,

Love hike daylight—lingenng stars

Long ago rctired, vanished Jong ago.

Nor do the stars retum at dusk,

Forever the black clouds hang beneath the s ¥
Humility, too, has taken Jeave,
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Gone to the desert, there to make her home.
The blossoms may open, but no fruit forms,
Dogma cruelly ravishes thought.

Don’t complain that time is crawling:
There’s ill-luck behind you nght on your heels.
For a good half of this, blame the mahce of the soul,
Who hikes to get away, to attend to hus garden.
“Leave them,” says he, “let them wallow deeper,
Let them change to dogs, change to swine or frogs or maggots.
‘When the time comes, when the sun hides in shame,
‘When the moon has lost the wish to return from the wane,
When that day comes, when the spimnt of man is dead,
Then I shall stnke~—strike the signal for revolt!”
Autumn 1927

The Crescent Monthly, Vol I, No. 1
(Translated by Cynl Birch)

SPRING ENDING

Yesterday the peach-blossoms arranged here in my vase

Were smile after dimpled smile on the soft cheeks of a gisl,
Today their heads are lowered, their whole appearance altered,
Pink and whate the corpses dangle from each green stem.

Qutside the wild weather proclaims that spring is dying
And through the black of night, a clanging like a knell:
“The vase which 1s your life holds flowers, and these also
Are changed: and who shall dress them, gorgeous corpses, for
the grave?”
1928
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. I, No. 3
(Translated by Cynl Birch)
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THE REBIRTH OF SPRING

Last mght

As already the night before

Spring

Took possession of Winter's dead body.

Don'’t you feel the yielding underfoot?

Don't you feel the mld breath at your temples?
On the branches, a wash of green,

Ripples on the pond, endlessly weaving,

And for both of us, through our limbs,

In our breast, a new kind of beating;

On your cheeks already the peach-blossoms open,
And ever more keenly I gather to me
Your beauty, dnnk down
The bubbling of your laughter.
Don’t you feel these arms of mine
Ever more insistent, demanding to hold you?
My breath homing to strike aganst your body
As though a myriad of fireflies swarmed to the flame?
All these, and so many more beyond the telling
Jom with the eager wheeling of the birds
And hand in hand unite to hymn
The rebirth of Sprng.
February 28, 1929
The Crescent Monthly, Vol 1I, No. 10
(Translated by Cynl Birch)

NIGHT TRAIN

Pressing to its rails through the night the train speeds
Past hulls, past streams, past tombs of the ancient dead,

Over bridges, making concrete pillars groan and shake,
Past waste land, past temples with peeling crumbhing gates,
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Past pools of black water where the frogs beat their drums,
Past the unrelieved darkness of the lockjawed farms,

Past a chilly little station to which no travellers come,
The platform laying open 1ts nakedness, like sin.

By now the train’s screeching has woken a little group
Of stars, who find rifts m the clouds to dodge and peep.

‘What is this thing up to, the stars begin to wonder,
“That takes no rest at night, but shouts and snorts in anger?

“This snakelike creature, breathing fiery sparks,
Careless of danger, plunging through the murk,

‘All its trust in two narrow lines, some kind of rails,
Mindful of the mghtmarish burden it must haul?’

—Burden! These curious, good-hearted folk,
‘Who have set therr minds at ease, and sprawl now asleep,

Pass to the train’s keeping their high or humble fates
And care not whether now they climb hills or circle lakes,

Nor whether in the forest monstrous birds curse and scream,
Nor whether the shining planets are marching to their doom;

All they want is peace now, to snore with hanging jaw—
Tomorrow they’ll arrive, grab their bags and off once morel

‘And that’s the way to be! For sorrow is bottomless;
You and I spinning here, no chance to take our ease,

‘Our eyes open wide, seeing all things clear and bright,
Yet what hope have we of ordenng our fate?

‘Light, wisdom, beauty—how can we be so grand?
We like they are prisoners, bound by a single bond.
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‘Nlo doubt you and I enjoy a greater span of years—
Yet what a silly object, this plaything unversel’

The Complete Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 60~61
(Translated by Cyril Buch)

TWO MOONS

The moons I gaze on are two,

Like m kind, unhke in form:

One even now displays her cloak

Of feathers as she mounts the sky.

Not grudgingly are her favours given:

Her gold and silver cover the earth.

She remembers the roofs of the empty palace,
The Three Lakes share her hmpid light.

She leaps from the screening cloud, leaps to the treetop,
Hides now 1n the wistana’s fresh green,

So delicate, so lovely 1s she,

The depths must be filled with tipsy fish!

And yet, she has one httle falling,

Always she must dwindle to a shade;
Sometimes the sky 1s left to the stars,

Gone that round bewitching face.

Although, when the time comes, she will return,
The longing to see her can be hard to bear!

The other moon our eyes do not see

Though her beauty 1s beyond our prase.

She too has her dazzling smile,

She too her subtly wheeling path;

Nor, m her lavishness, must she yield to the other
—If only you could see the trees in my garden!
How precious, her boundless magic power,
The waves of my spirit drawn by 1ts pull,

I joy in the crashing of silver billows,

‘The tinkling of bells 1n the flying spray,

And Iike horse-tails white flecks of foam

With all the ghitter of clear-cut gems.
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Full moon of perfect beauty

Whose fullness knows no wanel

I have only to close these eyes of mine
To sec her, queen-like, mount the sky!

The Complete Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 67-68)
(Translated by Cynl Birch)

MOON-GAZING

Ah, the moon. Through the gauze window curtain in the dark
I watch her freeing herself from the craggy mountain peaks—
A disc of light, still half asleep, still unkempt.

Like a frightened maid guarding her chastity,

Struggling away from the claws and fangs of a brute,

She reminds me of you, my love, and how once
You were gntted between fate’s cruel jaws.
Yet now, also like the bright moon in the sky,
You have already nsen to the peaks of happiness
'To flood with your bnlhance the pitfalls of earth.
The Complete Works of Hsu Chih-mo, 24

from LOVE'S INSPIRATION

For a long time T have been gazing at death itself.
Since the day the bond of love was sealed 1 my heart
I have been gazing at death—

That realm of perpetual beauty; to death

I happily surrendered myself because

It is the birth of the bnlhant and the free.

From that moment on I scorned my body

And even less did I care

For the floating glory of this life;

I'longed to trust my breath to time

Even more infinite than it.

Then my eyes would turn into the glittering stars,
And my ghstening hair, the clouds that are draped

All over the sky. Buffeting winds would

91
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Whirl in front of my chest, before my eyes;

Waves would lap at my ankles, their sacred luster

Surging with each breaker!

My thoughts would be the lightning

That whips up a dance of dragons and snakes on the horizon;
My voice would thunder, suddenly awakening

The Spnng and awakening Iife Ah!

Beyond imagination, beyond compare

Is love’s mspiration, love’s power.

1930
The Complete Works of Hsit Chihi-mo, 82-92



Chu Hsiang (1904-33)

Very FEw modem Chinese writers have taken their own lives,
but Chu Hsiang was one of them.

At home 1 Anhwer Province between the ages of six and ten,
he had a private tutor who taught him classical Chinese hiterature;
later he went to a village tutor some distance from the Chu house.
He was not particularly bright, but he managed to get through the
regular curriculum and even to the pomnt of trying to compose
essays in the classical style. At the age of eleven, he enrolled in a
“modern” school.

His schooling, however, was quite irregular and repeatedly inter-
rupted. Between his elementary school study and a career of col-
lege teaching, he spent brief penods in a vocational school study-
ing engineening, and took English courses in a mght school. The
only interest that he mamtamed throughout was novelreading.
He started with the historical and picaresque, and was enchanted
with Scott, Stevenson, and Henryk Sienkiewicz, the Polish writer.
For a time he devoured all the detective stories he could get
hold of, but quickly moved on to stories of love and other greater
complexities of life. In sharp contrast to Ping Hsin, the woman
poet, Chu Hsiang considered The Dream of the Red Chamber
the greatest of all Chinese novels.

When he turned eightecn, he vowed that he would read nothing
but poetry. He abandoncd a number of his youthful projects to
write stories but concentrated on verse, some of which appeared
in literary magazines, “f1 ¥n, the famous T’ang Dynasty poet,
and Shakespears vitrt his models, He completed his schooling
at Tsing Huoa Univtrialy in Pebing and the University of Chicago.
Upon his retusn ¢ Chiner Wt taught Tinglish hterature at the
University of Anlen?s, Fivi 44 st at o Jong poem, “Wang Chiao,”
was well yecsived 50 bk of hig verse were published in
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lines and short stanzas He was a punst 1in handling the language,
and he cnticized his fellow poets including Wen Ito and Hsu
Chih-mo for being loose and sloppy Chu Hsiang himself expen-
mented with varous techniques for developing a new prosody for
the vernacular language, he beheved that his efforts were much
more vigorous than those of lus fellow Crescent poets—Wen and
Hsi. In his translation of Shelley’s poems, Chu tried to recreate
the onginal English metnical scheme, and s success, while not
complete, was sufficient to mmpress Professor Cyril Birch, who
called Chu Hsiang an “exquistte craftsman

He was never quite happy with himself and the world. As he
wrote shortly before his death, “I am really an odd man. I have
succeeded in bemng nerther a bookworm nor a person adjusted to
this world.”? Teaching at the Umversity of Anhwer satisfied him
only for a time. He left to roam around for about a year, and then
drowned himself in the Huang-p’'u River near Shanghai on De-
cember 4, 1933.

BURY ME

Bury me in a lotus pond

So that the eels may swish by my ears,

While on the lanterns—the green lotus leaves,
Fireflies flicker, now dim, now bright.

Bury me under the acacia flowers

So I may have sweet dreams forever;

Or bury me on top of Mount T"ai

‘Where the wind wails over a lone pme.

Or burn me to ashes and scatter me

In a nver where spring tides are surging high,

So I may dnft away with fallen petals

To a land that nobody knows.
February 2, 1925
Compendium, 295~96

1“Englsh and Chinese Metres 1n Hsu Chih-mo.” Asia M. New S
Vol VIII, Part 2, 1961, 25960 u Chih-mo, ajor, New Semes,

2 Chung shu chi, 168.
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REMINISCENCE

The pale yellow receding sunset
Disappears m a wink of the eye.
Stilled are all motions,

Hushed all sounds.

A crow, already asleep,

Utters a throaty gurgle in the wind;
The silent, serene evening tide
Has overrun the whole city.

Street lamps aglow—a light blush,

An eagle ghdes down from the rampart,
Beneath the white blanket of mast at dusk
Rests the purple Chung mountain.

Through deserted alleys and lanes

Shaded by walls of palatial houses,

T’ang, sings the bamboo tube

Of an old dumpling peddler.
May 13, 1925
Compendium, 298

THERE IS A GRAVE

There is a grave,

In front of it grow wild thickets,

There 15 a grave,

The grass under the wind crawls Iike a snake.

There is a dot of firefly,
Encircled by darkness,
There is a dot of firefly,
Blinking its bean-size glow.

95
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There is a strange bird

Hidden in the shade of a gigantic trce,

There is a strange bird

Mourning 1 a voice unhcard in this world,

There is a hook of pale moon,
Peeping from behind dark clouds,
There 15 a hook of pale moon,
Suddenly sinking beyond the hill.

Auvgust 17, 1925
Compendum, 297-98

HOMECOMING

The setting sun shines on the ficlds in late autumn,

A long shadow moves down the mddle of the road;
Leaves, withered and dry, sigh in the wind

And land on the old uniform of a homecoming soldicr.

‘With a caw a crow flies over the man’s head,

As 1ts fledglings call 1t from the tree above,

They are saying that the nest 1s warm, and food plenty,
‘Why does their father stay away, not coming home?

Golden sparks and white smoke rise from the clumncy,

Pots and pans ning from behind the walls,

The sweet scent of rice dnfts outside the gate,

‘The womenfolk at home are awaiting those who are to returmn.

From down the road comes a buffalo herder
Walking, leading his animal behind.

The boy sees him and stares at him

With eyes half curious and half afraid.

The old soldier recalls how in his youth

He proudly rode on horseback together with his young friends,
They joined the army, together they went beyond the Great Wall,
And all, except him, have become bleached bones on the frontier.
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A farmer passes by, with a smile on his face,

But his expression changes the moment he sees the soldier;
His eyebrows now knotted m a deep frown, he stares

And stares at the soldier with eyes of enmty.

He cannot blame the farmer, for twenty years before,

Wouldn't he, himself, have clenched lis teeth when
encountering a soldier?

Fortunately, by tomorrow evening he will have removed

Ths umform to pick up again his plowshare.

The sun sinks in the midst of distant blue hills,

Only a thread of afterglow still hangs on the tree;
Evening haze fills the valley and covers the fields,
The chirping of the insects tugs at the traveler’s heart.

Look, a birch tree is looming up in front of him,
And below that tree, there 1s a ring of adobe walls.
Although the gate is tightly closed to him,

Joy has already filled hus heart to the brim.
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He thinks of his mother who must be staring at a lonely lamp,
Gazing at the bumed wick while thinking of someone far away.

And father must be studying the stems of tea leaves,
Predicting the arnval of an important visitor today.3

The old soldier recalls how his wife cried

When he left—they had been marmed only a half month:
Possibly she is at this moment wondenng

Why her eyelids have been twitching all day.*

As he thinks of these things his heart skips a beat,
Joy and sorrow surge in his heart at the same time.

81t 15 a Chinese folk belief that the shape of the bumed wick m an ol
lamp reveals things about to come, and that the position of tea leaves m a

bowl also can serve the same purpose —Ed.

*The Chinese people say that the involuntary twitching of eyehids foretells

unusual events—Ed
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No longer can he sce the road before him clearly: .
Tears, restrained for twenty jears, now come streaming down.

Daylight outside the gate grows dim, yet

People inside do not hasten to open the door.

He taps and taps, no matter how loudly he pounds,
The sound of his knocking falls on a deep silence.

A dog responds from inside with its loud barking,
And louder barking follows more persistent pounding.
\When the man outside stops knocking on the door,
The dog inside also ceases making noise.

“Who is it?”” A feeble voice is heard calling from within
It moves out of the hall and halts on the steps.

“Who 15 1t? Is there someone looking for shelter overnight?
Or a good neighbor stopping in for a visit?”

“Mother, it’s me, not anybody looking for a room;

\Ve have been so poor, when did we ever have close neighbors?
(Ah, mother must be getting old, let me say it louder )

Mother, I'm your very own boy!”

“Son? You disappeared over twenty years ago,
How can you still be alive in this world?
Ah, I know, but your mother 1s so very poor,
How can I afford to bum more paper money for you?”®

“Son, after you became a soldier and died far away,
Your father and wife followed you to the other world.
Ah, son, how cruelly you three left me all alone,
Alone to cry my heart out among the living”

“Mother, 'm not dead, I’'m stll herel
You must have just heard the dog’s barking.
The more I pounded on the door the louder it barked,
If a ghost approached, 1t would only whimper slowly.”

& Traditionally burned for the benefit of the dead —Ed.
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“Son, I did not expect you to return alive;

What a pity your wife should have poisoned herself.
Ah, son, although I have waited till your return,

My eyes, ah, my eyes can see no more.

“Let me, then, touch you with my hands—
Why have your cheeks become so thin?
Son, you hear the night wind howl over the grass,
Why don’t you come in to rest your tired feet?”

The sky has turned dark and gloomy outside the gate,

The moon and the stars have disappeared from the sky.

In the blurred twilight one can only see

Two neglected graves covered by tall weeds.
April 11, 1926
Compendium, 304~7

WINTER

Bare branches curl up in the icy air,

A few lingering leaves sway on the twigs,

The singing birds fly south leaving their empty nests behind—
The tree is silent
As it dreams

Of midsummer tonight.

Only thick hoary frost spreads all over the world,
Only a disc of chilly moon hangs in the sky,
Where the fair lunar goddess sleeps alone m her sequestered
palace—
The moon becomes dim
As it dreams
Of the fragrant laurels.

July 1933
Laterature, Vol. I, No. 1, 178
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THE PAWNSHOP

Beauty runs a pawnshop,

Accepting only the hearts of men.

When the tume comes for them to redeem their belongings,
She has already closed the door.

Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 655

A RAINY SCENE

Many a rainy scene I love:

The tnckle in front of the window that taps on my dream in
Spring;

The spattening sound on banana leaves—that crisp ring;

The fine sprinkle that caresses my cheeks like fog;

And the cloudburst that pours down from the hghtning—

I love them all, but above all, the moments just before the rain
comes.

‘They are the moments, gray but pristine, translucent,

And pregnant with silent expectation,

While from the clouds, from somewhere unknown
Conies the clear call of a bird

Wen, Complete Works, Hsmn, 655
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A. E. Housman’s influence on the Crescent school is most clearly
seen in Jao MengK'an who gained acceptance among the Crescent
poets in the early 1gz0s by translating that poet’s simple, gemlike
short stanzas. Jao’s translation of Housman’s “Culprit™ 1s a tech-
nically perfect reproduction of the original in its clear rthythm and
ringing rthyme. The first stanza of this poem

The night my father got me
His mind was not on me;
He did not plague his fancy
To muse if I should be
The son you see.

was rendered by Jao as follows:

Na wan-shang fu-ch’in ch’u te-che wo,
T’a ch’ieh hing yu pieh-te hsin ch'ing;
Na shih-hou t'a chen mer-yu hsiang-tao
Tzu-chite erh-tzu tao ju chin
Hui che-yang pu-chang-chin.?

Even the lengths of the translated lines parallel the original, The
total effect of the poem comes through remarkably well and does
justice to Housman., It is a tour de force of translation and must
have been a painstaking piece of work, Such discipline prepared
Jao MengK'an to write his own poems with the same crystal

quality. It is a pity that this poet of Kiangsi Province turned away
from poetry too soon.

1 Last Poems, XIV.
2The Crescent Monthly, Vol. I, No. 5.
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MARCH 188
Ox THE Broop Suep AT THE IroN Lion LAnE

“Son, you come here.” “Yes, Mother.”
“Why do you walk with your robe rolled up?”
“] made it a bit dirty on the way home.

It 1sn’t much though, I'll just change 1t.”
“Where 1s your brother, why hasn’t he come home with you?”
“He, well, he probably wasn’t running as fast as I . ..
It’s nothing, Mother, nothing, he—he—

He knows his way home by himself, doesn’t he?”
“No, last mght I dreamed of your brother . . .

And when I woke up I heard the crows caw . . .”
“I'd say, Mother, you mustn’t be superstitious.

How could the crows affect the affairs of man?”
“Why are your eyes so swollen and all red?”
“Ah, the sand in them is hurting me badly.”
“Ot Is that blood on your robe, 1s 1t?”
“A moment ago, eh, I ran into someone butchering a lamb.”
“Somn, you, you are telling a lie, you arel

Tell me what happened to him, what exactly . . .”

1926
V?/'en, Complete Works, Hsin, 653-54

UNTITLED

Even if the world never knows our true identity,

We shall not pass a single day in vamn.

Ask those fleemg from the islands to the valleys,

Has any one of them escaped from this prison?
Why then do you still sigh with sorrow?

8 On March 18, 1926, Peking pohce clashed with students and other demon-
strators who protested agamst govemment policies yielding to the demands
of foreign powers Over forty died and about 200 were mjured —Ed.
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Since the world cannot tolerate our true identity,
We might as well go on with spirit and gusto.
You be a songstress, carrying a hitle drum,
And 1 dress myself hike a traveling musician—
At the sound of the strings you'll start to sing.
Aprl 9, 1926
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 653

THERE IS AN OLD HORSE

There is an old horse, there is an old horse;
It cannot count the battles it has won

This old horse, this old horse,

So pitifully—look—falls m the wind and snow

With nobody feeling sorry. Nobody feels sorry.

Only a “sympathetic” hungry buzzard curcles above.

Speak not of pity, speak not of pity,

For once, it too had flaunted 1its elegant harness in the
spring wind.

Like a falling star, like a falling star,

In the dark of the night it had stormed hundreds of miles of
enemy camps.

Like a falling star, and like a falling star

Its heroic soul has now lost its luster.

It issues a long neigh, with only a long neigh

It disappears forever at this precise moment.

It 1ssues a long neigh, and it’s this very long neigh
That has recalled its majesty on the battlefield of old:

Like collapsing pillars, like collapsing beams,
Look, those numerous warriors fall at the sound of its approach.
Like collapsing pillars, Jike collapsing beams,

And you see this time Fate ndes on its back, and together they
tumble.



104 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

There is an old horse, there is an old horse;
It cannot count the battles it has won
This old horse, this old horse,
So pitifully—look—dies m the wind and snow.
Aprl 10, 1928
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. I, No, 2

HELLO!

Once in the depth of a birch grove

I heard a “Hello” that sounded familiar.
The moon was shining on a stone statue,
And the statue was staring at me.

I waited to hear that “Hello” again, but in vain,
Startled, I searched all around.

There was only the statue staring at the moon,
And the moon gnnning coldly at me.

July 27, 1928
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. I, No 6

PILGRIMAGE

T've heard of the sacred mountain for a long time
Today I went there with a group of pilgrims:
Holding high the boxes of incense, we found

Our way up the mountain step by step.

‘The mountain wind blew and I shivered;
Strangely the incense smoke was undisturbed.
It rose quietly toward the sky as we walked
In single file one after another.

This prodded me to feel shll more pious,

To conquer another series of craggy hills.

Lo, a peal of temple bells started suddenly
_ From somewhere beyond this world.



Jao Meng-Kan (19017~ )

At a distance I made out clearly the top of the hill,
And I knew the ancient temple lay not far ahead.

I followed everyone entering the gate and did

As they all did—making a wish.

Nothing out of the ordinary happened to me,
I have offered incense to the gods in van;
Everyone came home in glee but I
Returned with infimte dejection.
1929
The Crescent Monthly, Vol II, No. 12

SUMMONING THE SOUL
In Memory oF My FriEnp YAne Tzu-HUI

Come, don’t hesitate,

While the roosters have not yet crowed.

Look at the lamphght 1n the distance

Flickering like a fisherman’s torch, now dim, now bright—
Under that light I'm waiting for you.

Come, then, don’t hesitate,

Come, why do you pace the ground over there?

I have made for you a pot of light tea.

Look at these storks, one by one

Winging their way over the surface of the pot—
Doesn’t all this look like the old days?

Come, why do you pace the ground over there?

Come, you don’t have to wonder any more;
While I'm lost in thought, unsuspecting,
You need only dnft over gently

Like a leaf falling beneath the steps outside
To give me an unexpected pleasant surprise.
Come, you don’t have to wonder any more.

Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 65253
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A ravoriTe student of Hsit Chih-mo and Wen I-to, Ch'en Meng-
clna completed his apprenticeship in poetry m the Crescent school.
He had started prepanng himself for a carcer m law but stopped
his law studies upon his graduation from the Central University
of Nanking m 1930. The mfluence of his father, a Protestant
clergyman m Shangyu (in Chekiang Province), led him toward
theology for a brief penod i Yenching University, but the ap-
proach of war brought lum to Shanghai in 1932. This began lis
most productive period 1 poetry.

His poems are clear and cnsp, and their simplicity reflects his
excellent craftsmanship. He takes hold of simple images and,
without any pretension to profundity, turns them into thought-
provoking hines that mvite repeated reading and are easily remem-
bered. He secems to have succeeded as well as that penetrating
essayist, Chou Tso-jen, in seeing the sigmificant in the insignifi-
cant, and he says it in mnfinitely better verse than Chou’s. Hu
Shih, upon reading Ch'en Meng-chia’s works in 1931, admitted
that modern Chinese poetry had gone much farther n the thirteen
years since he had first started to promote 1t than he had dared to
hope! Hu admured the elevated tone and onginality of the
younger wrter's poems.

If Chien had stayed with poetry, he undoubtedly would have
been among the foremost later Crescent poets. Instead, in the late
1930s he turned to historical research, through Wen I-to’s influ-
ence, and never again wrote poctry. In addition to a long poem
entitled “At the Beginning” (1934), he published two collections,
The Poems of Meng-chia (1931) and The Wind Chimes (1933).

N1 Hu SGhnh, *On the Poems of Meng chia,” The Crescent Monthly, Vol III,
0s. §—
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A WILD FLOWER

A wild flower blooms and falls in the wilderness,

Its life so tiny you cannot see it, yet it smiles to the sun.
The wisdom given it by God, it knows,

As1its joy and its poetry sway gently in the wind.

A wild flower blooms and falls in the wildemess,

It sees the blue sky but not its own humility.

It is accustomed to hearing the wind’s tendemess and the wind’s
angry Toar.

Even its own dreams, it is prone to forget.

January 1929
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 659

HESITATION

In darkness you held my hand,

You hesitated, nor did I move.

I said nothing, as words remained in my throat,
And a breeze made me shiver slightly.

A soft breath issued from your mouth; I felt
It pass through my body and my heart;
I yeamed to keep that moment forever,
But it fled without a pause.
1929
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. 11, No. ¢

ON A DEWY MORNING

Quietly I wound my way along that narrow path,
Not daring to knock down a single pearl of dew.
O, that? That was a soft breeze passing by,

Not I, not Il
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Secretly T hid the spell of a quickened heart-beat,
Not daring to Ict fly a bird of hope.
O, that? That was a soft breeze passing by,

Not 1, not Il

I shouldn’t have paced here all alonc; last night
Who put up those decorations on the flower vines?
They must have been arranged for someone clsc.

I went through the evergreen trees and left quictly,
Burying mysclf in the midst of the willow bwigs,
They must have been arranged for someone clse,
Apnl 1930
The Crescent Monthly, Vol, li, No. 12

THE WILD GELSE

I Tove the wild geese in autumn,
That know no weanness all night long,

(They seem to be reminding you, scem to be answering you)
As they call, as they fly afar,

Never do they ask on which patch of cloud
Their songs have been left behind.

They only sing along and fly along~—

Dak 1s the sky, and light their wings.

I'd rather be a wild goose

To forget all and all—

And whenever I mention 1t, whenever T think of it,
It 1s naither laughter nor tears.

October 1930
Wen, Complcte Works, Hsm, G59~6o
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I SEE YOU AGAIN

I see you again. A falling star of November
Disappeared; someone points to the sky and sighs.
The star itself only awaits the decree of its destiny,
Without thinking what next, without wondering about
The reason of that unpredictable delightful flash.
It lets hght rush through the sky proudly for the last moment
Without asking when it will end
In destruction never to reappear. It retains
Its faith to dream of that moment of indulgence in liberation.
Glory glitters only within its heart and it bothers not
About turning into a gray rock—this death
Reveals the beginning of change in life.
‘Who says that one flash is not etemnity?

I saw the falling star, and I look at you again:
Like a flashing light you dart across my heart and again I see
Those days of mine that will never return.
In those days since I first saw you, I repeated
Your name, morning and night, and a flow of warmth
Like spring spread over my heart. In those days
I saw you—I only gazed at you,
Watching you in front of me, without saying a word.
Many a night I spent pacing the street while
Gazing at the wall of your house and that light,
Thinking you must be there. My sighs
You did not hear; only the lamp before the door
Feebly awaited and expected the dawning
That would not occur. Sadder still
Was the call of a swan flying low
Through the darkened sky, as I stood
Below the bridge. In those days I also
Sauntered along the seashore, unable
To restrain my tears, as God would bear me witness.
Before me the sea flaunted its strength
Of which I had none, absolutely none: 1 only
Dared not see the sea again, or the sky again,
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As my shadow trailed me all the way home.
T've forgotten none of these, none

At all: T remember all clearly as if it were right before my eyes—
In those days I wished I were

A humble blade of grass with the dewdrops spelling out
My heaven. But you left only a blurred

And confusing track which I wanted to trace;

I have no grudge against heaven. I waited

And waited for you to return, just once more,

Even if it were only your tears and your hate.

Yet 1t was not untl antumn when I saw

A hight leap back on my barren branches.

You were gleaming white, unchanged was your purity.
I heard the fallen leaves and you together

Approach me, knocking on my door;

You asked to stay once more.

I had already decided to await the arrival of winter
To freeze me in my love to form a perpetual silence.
This time I could not think it over again

As T heard the tiny buds of blue sky

Push through the solid earth, groping their way,

And therr tiny voices softly calling
“I'm seeing you agamn, seeing you again.”

November 25, 1930
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. 111, No 4

AN ABANDONED ROAD TO THE CHI-MING TEMPLE

Ths is a road leading to heaven;
Flanking 1t, two rows of ancient trees shoring up the sky.
Crows flying high hke dark smoke;

The sound of meditative temple bells pursues
northern winds,

I want to go to the midst of the white clouds,
To the blue void, not solid ground.

Ah, ocean, I can gaze at your shore;
And mountam, I chmb to your top to shout . . .
The wind of karma levels cities thousands of years old,
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Where can one find again the sages and heroes?
I want to go to the midst of the white clouds,
To the blue void, not sohd ground.

January 1932
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 661

SHADOW

It is the shadow of a tree,
Step by step it shufts.
Perhaps there 15 something on its mind,
Perhaps it 15 unwilling to see
The moon move from east to west.

At first it lay on the dirt,
Then it seemed to be msing up,
And slowly 1t embraced the branches of the tree.
At last 1t fell under the tree agam
When the moon had already sunk in the west.

December 1932
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 662-63

THE WESTERN HILL

How many white pines are there, rustling in the wind?

How many strands of cloud, like gauze, hanging on the pine
branches?

How many mountain creeks whispering secretly to one another?

And how many camel bells passing beyond the hill, how many?

Who believes that the clouds accompany the sheep

Descending the hill, treading on pme needles, who believes it?
‘Tomght, do the distant camel bells ring out as many stars,

Under a moon of the seventeenth of the month?

1932 (?)
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 662
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SPRING COMES TO A LITTLE TEMPLE

1 want the sun to shine

On the few blades of grass over my roof,
And the ram and wind to come n scason
Throughout the year.

Let that flagpole

Fall asleep on the crumbling wall,

And the vy crawl] on its back

String upon stong . . .

I want to sun myself and catch lice

On my much mended robe;

A Buddha once I was but in this incarnation
I pass as a monk.

February 1935
Wen, Complete Worls, Hsin, 66364
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A memser of the Crescent school, Sun Yiit'ang did not stay long
with poetry but turned to hterary and histonical research and, as
an avocation, to drama. His verse has, however, a distingmshed
quality that captured what the Crescent poets set out to find—a
new prosodic scheme to accommodate new mages in a different
lingmstic medium. His long poem, “The Precious Horse,” pub-
lished in 1939, 15 a valiant effort to create an epic based on the
historical story of the quest for Bactrian horses by the Han Dynasty
emperors in the second century B C.

THE BAT

An ancient pagoda hidden in mountains.

Around it at dusk bats fly in circles,

Wharling back and forth, like filaments of a midnight dream
That finds no place to return.

Why do you whirl and whirl ceaselessly,

Can't this old pagoda be your home?

You bats, why don’t you stop wondering;

‘The sun has already set beyond the mountain.

The Precious Horse, 125

WHAT DID I LOSE?

I lost it—what did I lose

In this forest? At midnight I bring a lantern
To stroll in the woods to search;

I recognize the route paved with wild flowers,

«
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Every tree, and every blade of grass. Ah, how did I
Lose it in a place so familiarl

‘What I lost must be right here, for

Next to this I know no other world.

With a lantern in hand I trace my way step by step.
The dewdrops, glistening, are weeping on the bough.
The stars wink above the trees,

All so quiet, so very quiet, all around.

Really, I did lose it in this place,

With a lantem I have been searching here every night,

But I could not find what I have lost,

Only I know that time hastens me along the path of age.
The Precious Horse, 132~33

COMPLAINT

Yes, you loved me, just for that wink of an eye—

Like a swallow’s wing-tip touching the water,

A whiff of gentle breeze, leaving no shadow to be caught,
No light to be traced—like the flash of a falling star—

It was gone. You did not mind at all,

But unthinking, untied my anchor chain.

Thus on white sails, swollen with warm dreams,

I flew out of a nver, across the sea, and soared over the hills,

Through blue clouds I darted into the depth of night,
Losing myself, and missing my road;

All because I .90k that instant to be cternity,
Thinking that the silver stars were your eyes.

Then you laughed, and that awakened me,

Awakened me to my earher hasty belief.

But, ah, what do you want me to do now?

Now that you have slammed shut forever the door of my paradise.

The Precious Horse, 176-77
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PURGATORY

No life in this patch of sky, as dry as a sheet of blue-black steel,

I've long known that this land is wilderness paved with parched,
parched sand.

For seven days, seven full days, I walked on the bamen sand,
bags on my back.

Barren sand I crossed, yet still more barren sand—~it appears
to have bound my limbs.

I cannot find a trickle of water, not even any kind of puddle;

Glancing up at the sky, and down at earth, I dream of a
withered ghost

That dances in rainbow-colored sunlight, with round, popped-out
eyes and a shriveled tongue;

It points at earth, gestures toward the sky, and seems to ask who
1s the master, heaven or earth?

The sun burns savagely, like a sensuous woman in May,

Under my feet is hot bumning sand. Dunng these seven days,
these many hours.

During these many hours, these seven days, with
dry rations but no water,

I can feel the crculation throughout my body, that
is my crimson blood.

How I wish to hang my head on the sky, making it a star,

So that 1t may greet a thread of cloud, a drop of dew, or mimic
the sound of gurgling water,

Or learn a line or two of ram-making songs from the village lass,
so that the desire of my heart may be quieted.

Ah, the sky is an inverted bronze cauldron, choking me on the
barren sand!

These seven days, seven high noons, from seven early mornings
to seven evenings.

How I wish I could die, and through the baked sand locate a door
to hell;

How I yeam to smash the cauldron—yet my outstretched arms
cannot touch heaven;
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Look, all around me the sky passionately kisses the carth, and I
seem to feel the tips of the tongues of heaven and carth;
Perhaps heaven and carth are m love with me, passionately, too
intimately.
Have mercy on me, O God, I cannot bear any love.
The Precious Horse, 107~09

OLD HORSE

Carrying two baskets of 1ron, one sack of sand, I trudge on
the dust of the ancient road,
Cross a valley, and circle 2 mountain, with stars shining above.
The depth of the night, the silence of old pines, where dewdrops
mourn the fallen petals;
This long, long road—when will it lead me home?

As I circle a hill and again edge across a vale, the starlight
leads the road into the distance;

Like sorrow, like regret, the wings of the bats flutter before
my eyes.

Slowly, ever so slowly I walk; dusk rises from the ancient road
under my hoofs.

Heavy is my load, heavy my age, and my tired, tired heart.

Tired am I of the sun, of the moon, and of the stars revolving
in the sky;

This aged world, this aged evening, no longer deserve my hingering.

With tlears in my eyes, I long for home; this must be time to go
home,

With two baskets of iron and a sack of sand on my back, and a
bosom full of despair and grief.

I cross a valley and edge over a mountain, with the stars shining
on my lonely self.

The depth of this night, and the silence of old pines, where
sobbing dewdrops cling to the branches,
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This long, long road—when will it lead me home?
To a perpetual quiet, a perpetual rest, a mound of earth beyond
the horizon.
The Precious Horse, 6g-70

DEAD SEA

Let me be a dead sea with barren mountains all around;
They may not be pretty, but I hope they will be tall
Enough to block the winds from all directions.

Let the barren mountains be tall enough to shield the sun,
And let darkness forever shroud the sea’s face.

Here I need no starhight, nor moonbeam,

Nor any sharks, nor sea swallows to build their nests.

And all T ask is an etemnal peace.

Let the passing clouds take away all lingering affection.
No waves to roll out laughter of silvery light;

No sea gulls to herald any approaching spring.

Decidedly I prefer to be a dead sea;
With nothing to cause me any somow.
Nor do I beg happiness of anyone;
Sympathy, comfort—I reject them all.

This way I may find my joy

In my perpetual youth and perpetual old age.
Peace is a volume of infinite pages,

Helping my soul to pray to heaven and earth,

When the call finally summons me to the last judgment,
The world then will no longer be a world

God may nod his head and smile: Only this

Pitful, dead sea has no sin to 1ts name.

The Precious Horse, 72-74



Shoa Hstin-mei (19032- )

Lixe Hsu Crme-mo, Shao Hsun-mer was born of a wealthy family
i Chekiang Province and educated 1n England. Also Iike Hsu
Chih-mo, he sought to nd lis work of the moralistic bondage of
traditional Chinese poetry and to treat what is sensuously beauti-
ful. He admired Swinbume and openly imitated lus style, even
its thythm and alhteration.

Yet Shao’s praise of the sensuous is not without vestiges of mor-
ahishc awareness, as his change of title for his collection of poems
indicates. It first appeared 1 1927 as Heaven and May and was
reissued the next year as The Flowerlike Sin. In s poems he
seems to be on the one hand asserting that outside of the reahty
of senses nothing exists, and on the other admitting, with a wry
smile, that flesh 1s temptation and motion, sm.!

For a few years (1928-32) he operated the small publishing
house 1 Shanghai that pnnted the famous literary journal, The

Crescent Monthly. Later he tumed to wnting short and witty
essays.

SPRING

‘When Spring extracts new buds from barren branches,
And fresh flowers, the color of a virgin’s lips, bloom all
over the wilderness;
She whose tears have melted white snow stays in the midst
Of a long night, a long might, a long mght.

Ah, look, how the oriole hidden behind the willow screen
Alone with trembling wings pours out the colorful sunsef;
Boredom, envy, pain, and hope accompany her

Through a long mght, a long night, a long mght.

1 The atttude of the Taosst toward motion 1s such that, if speaking of “sin”
15 relevant to Taowsm at all, he would regard motion as smful —Ed.
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Ah, because of spring barren branches burst out in new buds,
And fresh flowers bloom all over the wilderness, because of
spring;
But why, ah, why must she linger
In a long night, a long might, a long night?
The Flowerlike Sin, 29-30

A DREAM

The lovely, the terrible, and the proud

The tip of a virgin's tongue, the tip of a lizard’s tail
I cannot understand; can you tell me,

Is there true happiness among four hips?

Ah, the rose-colored, the ivory-colored, a bed full,
This sweet dream keeps my soul on errand:
I am a loyal disciple of sin,
I want to see a worldly nun disrobe.
The Flowerlike Sin, 37

MAY

Ah, lusty May is again burming,

A sin 15 born of a virgin’s kiss;

Sweet tears tempt me, always tempt me
To feel between her breasts with my lips.

Here life is as eternal as death,

As the trembling happiness on a wedding night;
If she is not a rose, a rose all white,

Then she must be redder than the red of blood.

Ah, this firelike, and fleshlike
Darkness of light and tears of laughter
Are the soul of my love’s soul

And the enemy to the enemy of my hate.
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Heaven has just opened two large gates,

O God, I am not one to enter.

I have already found comfort in hell,

Already have I dreamed of an awakening in the short night.
The Flowerlike Sin, 6-7

PREFACE

I, too, have learned: There is an end to everything in the universe;

And m the end, even the yawning of the leaves breaks the solitude
of the woods.

Formerly asleep with death, but isn’t this instantancous awakening

Due to the temptation of flesh, the prompting of sounds, and
the sin of motions?

These half-spent lives, soiled and degraded souls,

Strewn on earth at random hke abandoned corpses;

Let them sink 1n the ocean for the fish and verrmin to nibble,

Ah, better for them to be charcoal to kindle hfe, dreary and cold.
The Flowerlike Sin, 1

THE SOUL OF SHANGHAI

I stand on top of a seven-storied building,
Above, there 1s the inaccessible sky;

Below, the cars, telephone wires, and the horse race track.

The front door of a theater, the back view of a prostitute;
Ah, these are the soul of a metropolis:
Ab, these are the soul of Shanghai.

Here one need not fear the rain or the sun:
Or the autumn and winter of death, or the spring of life:
How can any fiery summer be warmer than the lips!

Here there are true illusions, false senhments;
Here there are unsleeping evenings, smiling lights;
Come, then, here is your bumal ground.

The Flowerlike Sin, 47-48
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TO SWINBURNE

You are Sappho’s brother, so am I

Our parents are the gods who made Venus—

The sunset, the rainbow, the tail of the peacock and the feather
of the phoeniy,

The birth of all beauties are their—our parents’—genius.

You like her, so do I, and I like you too;

We all yeam for love, for love’s secret;

We like the pure union of blood and flesh;

And we hke the poison of sacred nectar, and the bittersweet.

Ah, we are like three wild flowers blooming on a deserted
mountain,

We let nobody plant us in a pot or put us in a ewer;

We've come from dust, and to dust we shall return,

Our hope 15 to remamn m dust forever.

The Flowerlike Sin, 23~24



Chu Ta-nan

ONE oF THE early contnbutors to the Poetry Journdl founded in
Peking 1n 1926, Chu Ta-nan of Szechwan Province, did not hve to
become a puncipal member of the Crescent group. His poems,
however, helped Wen Ito and Hsu Chih-mo to test their theomnes
about the new poetry. He took meticulous care to balance meters
and umify the end rhymes.

A cunious blending of the old and the new is found in Chu’s
work. His “Fueling” presents a fantasy that occurs after man is
freed from his inhibitions by wine. In places this fantasy parallels
T’ao Ch’ien’s (365-427) “Dnnking Songs” which describe in simi-
lar terms of ecstasy a hiberation of man’s soul and imagination.
Compare Chu'’s:

I'm thinking for your sake, poor fellows:

How many ounces can your dry bones weigh?
When you empty your pockets for a dnnk,
‘What matters 1f your bones become still hghter?

with T"ao Ch’ien’s:

We treasure these bodies of ours

Isn’t 1t because we have a hfe:

Yet how jong does hfe last,

Since it ftees hke frightening lightning?

When T’ao had a cup in his hand, he could be “happy day
and mght.” Chu too would “be happy mn that 1magmary paradise”
after dunking Ius wine. The contrast with T’ao becomes sharp
only YVhen Chu uses the 1mage of a rushing locomotive to depict
man 1n total freedom. T"ao prefers the chrysanthemum blooming

serenely near the eastern hedge and a bud retumning to its nest
after a tiring day.
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FUELING

When you drink with gusto, emptying the pot,
Black coal 1s added 1 the locomotive

To bring hfe to the stagnant, and

To let feeling take your thought on a wild flight.

I'm thinking for your sake, poor fellows:

How many ounces can your dry bones weigh?
When you empty your pockets for a drnk,
‘What matters if your bones become still highter?

‘While there is no stinking money in your pocket,
‘While your minds harbor no seed of hesitation,
Just Iike that hghtweight locomotive

You can speed ahead, full-throttle.

Linger not in the graveyard of reminiscence

"To bemoan and mourn the piles of rotten bodies;
Enter not the empty hollow of hope

To dream of a substance supposed to be there.

Dnve, then, to the land of imagination,
Soaring beyond the sorry world of reality.

By order of your own will, complete and total,
You begin to build a pavilion of ivory.

At the wink of an eye cobwebs turn into jeweled pendants,
Hung all over the glittering walls of a gold room.

Jade latticework replaces broken windowpanes,

And gilt pillars stand where dank walls used to be.

The green clay cup looks inlaid with gems;
The bean-size light seems to shine like a pearl.

The shadows sway to the rhythm of a dancing goddess,
The cnckets are playing music divine.
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Let prosperity cover desolation,

And let sorrow melt away 1n infinite joy.

You may, 1f you choose, indulge and flaunt,
And be happy 1n that imaginary paradise.

You'll fear no violent force that robs others,

No weak ones to eye others with jealousy.

Immerse yourself in pleasure 1n the fairyland of fantasy,

Without the shghtest suspicion.

You'll laugh at the goddess who prepares a stonc to mend heaven
As sillier than the bird trying to fill the ocean with pebbles.?

Look, we only pour down cups of cold wine,
And 1t evens out the unequal destinies.

Let the stagnant come to Iife, and

Let feehing take your thought on a wild flight;
When you dnnk with gusto, emptyng the pot,
Black coal 15 added 1n the locomotive.

Qctober 1923 (?)
Compendium, 339-41

DREAM IN A STORM

Cold, dreary rain sobs at the corner of the house;

‘The random footsteps of the wind on windowpanes grect my eyes:
The rusthng papers echo the flipping pages in my heart:
Word by word the storm reads aloud all my inner secrets.

In dream I see immense ocean waves,
But my heart 1s only a dned sea, or 1ts forgotten remains.
The dned sea sinks to the bottom of an unending mght,

Where there 1s no surging wave, nor buffeting storm.
In dream I see a stretch of deserted sands,

*The stones about the Goddess Nu Kua mending the sky and the black

bud &
legendq—q—ng dfo fill the ocean with pebbles both belong to ancient Chnese
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The gray shadows of camels, and green buds of wild grass.
But my heart is only a clod of frozen earth—home of 1ce and frost,
Where there is no trace of budding green, no sighing bells.

Lonehness weighs on my heart, so heavy, like lead;
I groan in a nightmare, though the sun 1s shining brightly above.
Who says the sound of a storm can wake a man from his empty
dream?
The dream in the sound of a storm is the emptiest of all.
1928
Compendium, 341~42

WAKING UP FROM A DREAM

A strange crystalline light filled a clear quiet dream;

Beyond the veranda shaded with green, someone’s robe fluttered.
Quuckly I seized the comner of that robe to talk to you:

In the deep courtyard fallen petals scattered like scented snow.

Suddenly I woke up to face the pale white empty walls;

There seemed to be someone gently biting my eyelds, in jest.

Ah, that’s not you, not your face that has lost its pink.

I saw you leap through the window, walking farther away,

Only to pause, lost in thought, showing a bit of your gleaming
tecth.

Compendium, 342

SMILE

A flame of a smile dances behind a gauze curtain red as evening
clouds.

So soft is the flame of a red candle.
Some smiles can comfort you through quiet and lonely long nights.

A blossom of a smile sways in the lake, green as the kingfisher's
feathers.
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So clean and lean is that fresh bud of white lotus.
Some smules can wake you up from a dizzy early morning.

A blade of a smile prances in a brass sheath.
So flashing white is the sword.
Some smules can end the carefree rambling of your thought.

Compendum, 338

TIME SPEAKS

Of old, people said Iife was a roadside inn,

And death, your home where you ulumately returned.
Blame me not for hasteming you along,
Do pity me for nowhere yet do I belong,

Ah, this ceaseless mad rush for thousands of yearsl

Whom did I fai] to accompany to the door of his grave,

As I never accompamed another before the first had settled?
Now all of you are resting quietly m the graveyard,
Only I, over the growing weeds, keep my lonely watch,

Ah, the good earth I have no hope to reach!

Compendium, 339

EVICTION

Since you moved in to live in my heart,
Disquietude is the rent you have been paying me.
I long for the day when there will be seremty:
Without your song and dance, my heart will be free.

When did I ever put up a “For Rent” notice?
All my hfe I have loved only voird and quuet.
Get out, unwelcome ntrudes,

You sing and dance without stop, day and night.

My heart cannot bear this disturbance,

Your dance’s rumble and your nosy shout.
Get away, don’t pretend to be silly;

One day I will serve notice and chase you out.

Compendium, 341



Fang Wei-teh ¢ -1935)

Fanc WEer-Tes's great-grandfather was Fang Pao (1668-1749), the
staunch standard bearer of the T'ung-ch’eng school which made
one of the last efforts to uphold the classical Chinese literary
tradition and to defend an orthodoxy of literary style. Wei-teh's
aunt, Fang Lingju, was also well regarded in Chinese literary
circles around the beginning of the century.

In 1927 Wei-teh studied at the Fourth Chung-shan University
(predecessor of the Natwonal Central University) where he met
Wen Ito. But Fang did not attract Wen’s attention as a young
poet until 1930 when in collaboration with Ch’en Meng-chia he
wrote a long poem, entitled “Regret and Return,” and it was
submitted to Wen I-to for comment. Wen praised the poem as
“the most memorable event of the year.”* The poem was a bold
attempt at a new style (blank verse without punctuation), making
use of a new poetic vocabulary against the prevailing literary taboo.
It 1mpressed Wen I-to so much that he mmmediately sought out
Fang’s aunt to ask for a photograph of the young poet to grace
his desk.

Fang’s short lyrics prove him a worthy disciple of Hsu Chih-mo
and Wen I-to. Some people have found a resemblance to Maseficld
in his style, but a closer scrutiny might reveal a larger debt to the
techmques of Emily Dickmson and Sara Teasdale. Dyng early,
he left only one book of poems.

I HAVE

I have a thought

As I walk past you;

Like a mountain stream,

It’s neither love nor attachment.

Nl Wen6 I-to, “On ‘Regret and Return,’” The Crescent Monthly, Vol. 111,
os 5-6.
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I have a thought
As I walk home;
Like a touch of afterglow
It's neither sorrow nor dejection.
1931
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. 111, No. 7

THE QUIET ONE

Every night when I lie 1n bed,
A heavenly nver flows through my dream.
In the nver there are boats, and hights on the boats,
I call aloud to the boatmen,
“Hurry to bring over The Quict One.”

The day breaks and I open my eyes,
The sun has already nisen above the tree.
OId T pushes the door open to get me up,
I Jaugh at myself,
“It’s just as well The Quiet One didn’t come.”
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 667

THE VOICE ON THE SEA

The other day I walked with her along the scashore,
She gave me a look and a set of keys.
She said “Open the door in your heart;
Let me deposit a heart there; and
Please keep 1t,
Please keep 1t.”

Today she asked me to open that door again;
But I long ago lost the keys on the seashore.
All day long I have been searching here,
And a voice from the cloud cnes,
“Give me back my heart,
Give me back my heart!”

Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 666
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SOFT VOICE

I count the stars in the sky,

And I ask: “Which one is it,

That now shines over her home?”
The stars are silent,

Tomght

Dewdrops fall on my cheeks.

I cross a mver,
And I ask: “What time was it
When you passed by her home?”
The water gives me no answer,
Tomight
Silence falls on my heart.
Wen, Complete Works, Hsm, 667-68

STORM

A storm surges over the sky;
Laghtming flashes through the wood:
This 15 not the sound of the wind, but someone calling.
A face presses agamnst my ear,
(A burning passion, a flaming torch.)
“My love, don’t be afraid, 1t’s I1”

A storm surges in my heart.

In the darkness 1 cannot tell the earth from the sky.
Yet clearly this 1s in broad daylight,

Without thunder, or a whisper of wind.

A shadow darts ahead,
“Ah, good heavens, who is that?”

Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 667
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A BUDDHIST HYMN

One early morning I arose,

The sun was at my window asking about my dream:
“I stull display yesterday’s light

Without any change, what I love is the ordinary.”

That night I went to bed,

The moon greeted me at the window:
“The sun shines duning the day, but at night

I nexther show off nor do I hide.”

1931
The Crescent Monthly, Vol. 111, No 2



Feng Chib (1905- )

TrE APPEARANCE of the professor teaching courses on Goethe and
Rulke at the National Southwest Associate Umiversity in Kunming
in the early 1940s was not one to impress his students. His rather
rotund figure, round and ruddy face, and his ever-present loose
gown of faded blue, seemed to belong more to the proprietor of a
small grocery store than to a poet. Even his silver-rimmed glasses
could not add a poetic or scholarly touch. Yet this was a seasoned
poet whose works had won quite a following since the 1920s.

Feng Chih studied literature in Germany. He began writing for
the hiterary magazines early and edited one himself in Peking in
1925, which he called The Sunken Bell, after Hauptmann's play.
His journal had a fitful existence, a fate common to most Chinese
literary journals in those days; finally it ceased publication in 1932.
During those years he completed two volumes of poems and
essays, The Songs of Yesterday (1927), and Northern Travels and
Others (1929), both of which were very well received.

Feng Chih earned a name as the only true story poet of his time
in the early stages of his career. He developed and retold some of
the old legends 1n his verse. His “The Silk Cocoon,” for example,
is taken from an ancient legend ‘about a young maiden who was
transformed into a silkworm. He also wrote short lyrical poems,
and those published in 1923 and 1924 already demonstrated a
poetic mastery of the vernacular that few of his contemporaries
had achieved. His clear and cffortless sense of thythm has stayed
with him. Thirty years separate his “Windy Night” (1924) from
his “I Sing of the Anshan Steel” (1954), yet both have the same
ring. And his narrative skill in poetry has survived the years. His
“Han Po Chops Wood” of 1952 has the same gripping power as
“The Silk Cocoon” of 1923,

The sustained quality of his poetry is surprising in view of the
frequent interruptions in his creative activity. Between 1931 and
1939 he wrote hardly anything. His continued study of Rilke, how-
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ever, encouraged him to tum to the metaphysical. One winter
afternoon he contemplated the umverse as he walked in the coun-
tryside near Kunming., The appearance of several silver-colored
airplanes in the bright blue sky carned his thought back to the
legend about somebody dreaming of the gigantic bird called the
“roc.”” The lines that took shape in his mind during that sohtary
stroll became a vanation of the sonnet form. As he put 1t, “The
beginning was accidental, and yet I felt within me a sense of grow-
ing responsibility: There are experiences of our minds that return
to our consciousness again and agam, never stopping.” And to
everything that offered something to his expenence he wished to
record his grahitude in verse. This wish resulted 1n his twenty-seven
sonnets wntten in 1941. He pondered on man’s position in the
umverse, and wondered about the relation between life and the
impressions one gathers in the course of one’s life:

So many faces, so many voices

All so vivid and intimate 1n our dreams.

Be they close to us or totally strange,

They are all sphnters spht from my own life.
(from Sonnct XX)

Feng Chih himself explained that he had not intended to trans-
plant the sonnet form to China, but he agreed with L1 Kuang-t'ien
who considered the form perfectly suited to Feng’s materials Li had
commented on the structure of Feng's twenty-seven sonnets, say-
ing that they show layer upon layer of ascent and descent, “they
gather together the divergent strands and then let them loose
agamn ” In rthythm, L1 said, the sonnets show variety i uniformty,
allowing a rapid and free movement within Feng Clih did not
beheve that the rather ngid structure m any way interfered with
h(;s thought, on the contrary he found it helpful in organizing his
1deas.

The carefully worked out prosodic scheme in these sonmets
certamly demonstrates the possibiity of applying a metmical scale
to vemacular Chinese, somethng the Crescent poets advocated
in 'the 1920s. Feng Chih, however, did not choose to go farther in
this direction. The year 1941 had been a relatively peaceful one in
his Iife. His years of trudging about in China, always living with
a grave uncertainty about the next day, had just been brought to
a temporary halt as he resumed teaching at the National South-



Feng Chil (1905~ ) 133
west Associate University, During this brief respite he could look
back and screen his impressions, But soon after 2941 the Japancese
began to bomb Kunming, Feng abandonced his scarch for perfect
texture and structure for his poctry and It his words follow his
fecling with less restiaint,

He did not become mvolved in the political upheaval shoally
before and after the 1949 change of government, but his post-1949
writings make it clear that he no longer valucs his 1941 sonncls.
As he looked back in 1955, he considered the things he wrote
prior to 1939 rather trivial, and his pocms wrillen in 1942 too
affected and difficult to understand, Ye preferred to re-cxamine
his world view and avoid crealing poctry that conld cventually
become meaningless. He wanted to learn more, work haider, and
do things morc bencficial 1o people.

His readers outside of mainland China asc likely to disagree
with the Feng Chih of 1955 and to consider his 1941 sonncls
a high point in his poctic carcer.

RAINY NIGHT

In the woods arc gathered
Many many shadowy spirits,
They sing and dance

To the tune of the storm.

Crickets sing in the weeds,
‘They never, never stop:

Is there a traveler who has
Lost his way in the woods?

Lightning flashes through the trecs
To light a trail for him,

The cicada suddenly calls on a branch
And birds respond in the valley,

Thunder . trees;
The shado 1tter,
Toward sucstered

To sing oncly:
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The withered tendrils of the acacia flower
And the dwarf fig trees weeping all over the hills,
All nde on the cold rain and cllly wind
To enter the pretty dreams of man.
192
Selected Works of Feng Chih, 67

WINDY NIGHT

“It was a windy night hke thus,
And m a simlar autumn.
I brewed fine wine with my life,
And offered 1t to your lips,
One cup, two cups, three cups . . .7

I counted on my fingers silently,

It has been exactly one year.

I have been lost 1n this murky, dusty city,
Like the boards of a ship wrecked in the sea,
One piece, two pieces, three preces . . .

Tonight I rest quietly under autumn stars,
The boards of the ship have dnfted to a bay.
No longer can they stand the waves in the ocean,
And T fear to look at the starry sparks in the wind,
One bhink, two blinks, three blinks. .
1924
Compendium, 162

A DRAPE
A Forx Lrcenp

Who has ever gazed at that lush mountam side,

At that section of red wall half hidden behind the green,
Without seeing the ethereal beauty of quietude

And Jetting hus thought carry hum away?
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Those who live there, man or woman

Have all severed their many ties and concerns.

Yet in their hearts, those deep pools and ancient wells,
Lingers still the feehng of medieval romance.

It is the western end of the T ai-hang range

Where two unnamed peaks stand facing one another.

One a monastery, and the other a convent—two temples
Nestle in the bosom of these two hils.

Two hundred years ago, a youthful nun in the convent

Embroidered a rare, precious drape.

At every spring festival when the willagers come to offer incense,

The drape is displayed, strangely, mn the monastery on the other
side.

The rather puzzling and mysterious reason for this custom
Was explained in the stmple words of the villagers:
They said that when the young nun was seventeen,
She knelt before the shrine and shaved off her hair.

Her parents belonged to a rich, ancient famuly,
And she acted so not because of hunger or cold.
Though she had been frequently ill, she never had
Pledged herself in front of the Buddha.

One moonht night when plums were barely blooming

She quietly stole out of her house.

Quuetly she hid her suffering and unused talents,

As she heard an oriole singing 1ts sorrows in behalf of man.

No one knows how many times she lost her way,

She walked until the full moon sank in the west.

The song of the larks led her to the door of the convent,
Where a pool of water gleamed under gentle ripples.

It seemed that she could not be happy in the world of man,
As she recogmzed her own pretty face on the water.

Resolutely she walked into the convent, ready

To exchange the bloom of her youth for bare branches.
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The old nun said to her, with a smile,

“Since you've made up your mind, I cannot stop you.
From now on you must nd yourself of all untamed thoughts,
This 1s not an ordmary game for children!”

“You feel that the sea of your suffering 15 without shores,
But exactly who was he who woke you up, my child?
Even 1f you are unwilling to let me know,
You must explan 1t when you confess before the Buddhal”

“Teacher, nobody really enhghtened me,
Only that I heard, by accident, someone say
The one with whom I was to spend my whole life,
Was a man with neither good looks, nor a good mind.

“Yet the marriage contract had long been signed by my parents,
And the wedding banquet was being arranged by relatives.

As they cheerfully chatted, forgetting about me,

The only thing I could do was to flee to this mountain,

“Teacher, what I've said is all very true,
And I trust you as much as I trust the Buddha,
I'm willing to banish all my tender sentiments
To stifle the cnes of my soul, to freeze my heart.”

Tears followed her clear voice, word by word,

And drop after drop, drenching her clothes.

The old nun said, “You've cut off your ‘attachment to sorrow,’
Now you must also let your tears go with 1t ”

Soon after the spring breeze had spread green on the mountain,
Chully autumn rams bent the fragile willows under the eaves.
Much trouble had ansen 1 the world of man,

Yet the convent remaimed untouched, its quietude unbroken.

Evening drums, morning bells, and the chanting of sutras and
the Buddha’s name continued:

Who c01111d tell if they were awakening man or lulling him to
sleep?
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Her heart declined together with her flesh and blood,
And her tearless eyes lost their luster day by day.

To her, a day passed as slowly as a year;

It would soon be a full year, yet it scemed only a day

As she looked back. Ice already formed on the water,

And loneliness and desolation came from the distant hills.

The sunshine at noon, warm as in early spring:

Playful white pigeons soared in the sky.

Therr fluttering wings brought in two youths, a brother and his
sister

Who came to worship the Buddha, by their mother’s decree.

She saw that behind the eyebrows of that handsome young man
There was hidden an 1nexpressible sorrow.

His vivacious sister whispered in her ear,

And what she said pricked her heart, each word a needle.

“Beautiful sister, let me tell youl
Now, you are intelligent, won’t you say he’s really foolish?
Just because a fiancée has left him,
My brother pledged that he would never marry.”

She felt dizzy, sitting alone at the gate.

The setting sun secemed spiritless, and the northern wind chilly.

She stared at them, the brother and sister going down the moun-
tain,

Until they disappeared, without leaving a single trace.

‘The shivering crows cawed, perching on barren branches,
Only the evening twilight remained, blurry with mist.

Her hot tears melted the ice on the frozen pool.

She seemed to hear nothing of the repeated strokes of the bell.

Though the old nun had long smothered her soft sentiments,
Still she could not help pitying her, being so young,

So young indeed, yet she had

Such a strange, unfortunate destiny.
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She pitied her, a lovely girl from a good family,

And told her to rest quictly in a small chamber in the back.

She was 111, nobody knew exactly how long,

Till once again cuckoos were heard mn the forest so freshly green.

Snow on mountain tops was melting in the warm winds,
And golden mantled beetles fiew about 1n the spring hght.
Her head was always bent, a girl long given up

For lost, with no hope to reach paradise or Buddhahood.

She only looked forward to her own withcring, day by day,
And to her bural under a grave mound three fect tall.

Ah, nothing at all m this world, nothing at all

Could yield, for her, the least bit of joy.

A whiff of smoke from the incense bumner lulled man to sleep;
The herald of spring entered the window, riding on the wind.
A shepherd, playing a flute clear and loud,

Herding his sheep, passed by beneath her window.

The farther went the notes of the flute, the more melodious they
became,

"Two blossoms of red cloud rose to her pale cheeks.

She took out a length of silk, crimson in color,

Stared at it for a long time, and then laid it aside.

The sunshine of the second day and the same music of the flute,
Mixed 1n her heart a song more overpowering than wine.

From her heart bloomed a white water hly,

And she embroidered 1t m the center of the drape.

From that time on every day in the sound of the flute

There was always a tune, refreshingly swect.

She followed her heart’s direction, and with her colored silk
threads

She embroidered inseparable pairs of fish in water, and birds in
the sky,
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Every moment every day she was seen at her needlework,
Creating a happy paradise on the drape with her embroidery,
Where the leaves interwove, and the creeks seemed to chatter,
Only the left comer was left totally blank.

She had thought that she would fill that corner
With her sorrow sewn stitch by stitch.
But time passed, and the dewdrops had again turned to
hoar frost,
And agam there returned the lone swan calling at midnight.

The leaves of the wu-t'ung tree fell off sadly,

And maple leaves turned red in tears of blood.

The wind whistled and the rain battered, as she opened her
window

To await the shepherd who played a flute.

“This is a drape which I embroidered in the past half year.
I thank you for the music of your flute which inspired me.
I am a nun of eighteen and in my hfe
There have been only endless tears.

“And yet we are forever separated
In two different worlds . . .”
She dropped the drape wrapped in a bundle,
And in a hurry she closed her window.

Next day the sky was covered with black clouds,

The universe was half ill and half in grief:

A shepherd was imtiated in the monastery on the other side,
And in the convent the young nun was consumed on a funeral

Pyre,

Now, over two hundred years have passed,

The drape is still carefully locked up in the monastery.
Only the comer of 1ts left side,

Remains blank to this day, and nobody can fill it.

Eatly autumn 1924
Compendium, 167~72
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SONNET II

Whatever can be shed from our bodics,
We'll Iet it be reduced to dust;

We amange oursclves m this epoch
Like autumn trees, onc by onc

Handing over to autumn winds their Jeaves
And belated flowers, so they may stretch ther limbs
Into the severe winter, we arrange oursclves
In nature, ke acadas emerging from carth

To abandon their shells in the dirt;
We arrange oursclves for the death
That hes ahead, hike a song and

As the sounds fall from the body of the music,
There remains only the music’s cssence
Transformed into a chain of silent blue hills.

The Souncts, §-6

SONNET 111

You, a tree rustling in autumn winds
Are a movement of music that builds
A solemn temple ncar my ears

To let me enter with carg

You are also a tower picrcing the sunny sky,
Rising majestically in front of me,
The body of a saint

Sublimating the noises of the whole aity.

You never cease shedding your physical shell,
And in your withering onc sces only your growth;
On the fields ensscrossed by narrow paths
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I regard you as my guide.
Wishing you a life eternal: I'd like, little by little,
To change myself mto the soil beneath your roots.

1041
The Sonnets, 7-8

SONNET IV

Often as I ponder on the life of man,
I feel compelled to pray to you.

You, a cluster of pale-white weeds,
Never failed to deserve a name;

And yet you elude all possible names

To lead a life, insigmficant and humble,
Never failing in your punty and nobility, but
Completing your life cycle n silence.

Of all the forms and all the sounds,
Some fade away, as they approach you,
And some become part of your quietude:

This is your great glory, though
Accomphshed only mn your self-denial.
I pray to you, for the hfe of man.

1941
The Sonnets, g~10

SONNET XI
To Lu Hsunt!

One evening many years ago
You felt “an awakening” because of several young men.?

1Lu Hsun, who died in 1936, 15 probably the best remembered modern
Chinese essayist and hterary cnibc —Ed

2 Author’s note. There 15 one section entitled “An Awalening” m Lu Hsun's
Wild Grass,
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No one knows how many times you were disilusioned,
But that “awakening” remains forever.

Forever I retain this feehng of gratitude
To gaze at you, for the sake of our time:

It has been ruined by stupid people,

Yet 1ts guardian has been, through his Iife,

Exiled from this world—
Several times your searching eyes discovered a ray of light,
Only to be hidden by datk clouds, as you turned your head.

You have completed your difficult journey, and
Amdst the hardships only the hittle roadside grass
Has ever drawn from you a smile of hope.

1941
The Sonnets, 23~24

SONNET XIII
To GOETHE

You were bom in an ordinary bourgeois family:
You've shed tears for many humble maidens;

Before the powerful ruler of the time you also bowed.
The eighty years of your life were peaceful—

Like the universe quietly revolving, it

Never stops for even a minute or a second,
Evolving new seeds of life any time anywhere,
Despite the weather, stormy or clear.

From severe illness you derived new health;
From lost love you denved fresh sustenance;
You knew why the moth plunged toward the flame,

And why the snake grew only when it shed its old skin,
Myriads of things are profiting from your famous words,
That reveal all the meaning of hife: “Death and Change.”

1941
The Sonnets, 27-28
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SONNET XV

Look at those pack horses, one train after another,
Bringing 1n loads of goods from afar.

Water could also carry over some dirt and sand
From faraway places with unknown names.

From thousands of miles away the wind would

Sweep over the sighs of a distant country:

We have traveled over numerous rivers and hills,

Staying with them for a moment, but leaving them all the time,

We are like birds that soar in the sky,
And control the space any time and all the time,
And yet all the time feel totally dispossessed.

What is this thing called our reality?
Nothing can be brought over from afar, and
Nothing can be taken away from here, either.

1941
The Sonnets, 3132

SONNET XVI

We stand together on top of a towering mountain
Transformimg ourselves into the immense sweep of view,
Into the unlimited plamn in front of us,

And into the footpaths crisscrossing the plain.

Which road, which river is unconnected, and
Which wind, which cloud is without its response?
‘The waters and hills we've traversed

Have all been merged in our hwes.

Our births, our growth, and our sorrows
Are the lone pine standing on a mountain,
Are the dense fog blanketing a city.
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We follow the blowing wind and the flowmng water
To become the crisscrossing paths on the plain,
To become the lives of the travelers on the paths,

1941
The Sonnets, 33-34

SONNET XVIII

We often pass an intimate night

In a strange room How 1t looks during

The day, we have no way of knowing,

Not to speak of its past or future, The plain

Stretches from beyond our window to as far as we can sce,
We can only vaguely remember the road whence we came
In the evenming, and that’s all we know of the plain,
And after our departure tomorrow, we'll not return,

Close your eyes! Let those intimate nights
And strange places be woven in our hearts:
Our life resembles the plan beyond the window.

On the dusk-shrouded plain we discern
A tree and the ghmmer of a lake. The nfinite wilderness
Hides a forgotten past, and a dim future.

1941
The Sonnets, 37-38

SONNET XXII

In the depth of the night, and in the depth of the mountans,
Listening to the weary ram.

The village ten miles away, and
The town twenty miles away,

Are they still there?

The mountains and rivers of ten years ago
And the dreams twenty years old
Are all drowned 1 the rain.
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It's so narrow all around that it feels
As though one has returned to the womb.
God, I pray m the depth of the mght

As an ancient man once did:
“Please give my limited heart
An unhmited world!”s

1941
The Sonnets, 45-46

SONNET XXVI

We travel on a familiar road every day
To return to the place we hve,

But in this forest, there are hidden

Many narrow paths, secluded and strange.

When we walk on one of these strange paths we panic,
Afraid of getting farther and farther, getting lost;

Yet, without knowing, through a clearing in the woods
Suddenly we see the place where we live,

Displayed on the horizon, like a new island.
So many things around us demand that we
Make new discoveres.

Think not that everything is already familiar,
‘When you lie dymg and touch your own hair and skin,
You will wonder: Whose body 1s this?

1941
The Sonnets, 53-54

SONNET XXVII

From a pool of freely flowing, formless water,

The water carrier brings back a bottleful, ellipsoid in shape,
Thus this much water has acquired a definite form.

Look, the wind vane fluttering in the autumn breeze

8 Author’s note. I recall such a saying somewhere in the Koran.
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Takes hold of certain things that cannot be held.

Let distant lights and distant nights,

And the growth and decay of plants in distant placcs,
And a thought that darts towards infinity,

All leave something on this banner.
In van we have hstened to the sound of the wind all night long,

In vam we watched the whole day the grass turning yellow and the
leaves red.

Where shall we scttle our thoughts, where?
Let's hope that these verses will, hike a wind cong,
Embody certam things that cannot be held.

1941
The Sonnels, 55-56

HAN PO CHOPS WOOD
A Duvrocur serwreN A Moincr anp Hrr Son

‘The nincteenth of the first lunar month,

It had been raining several days and nights,
Suddenly 1t stopped after midnight,
Leaving a waning moon in the sky.

Moonlight filled the whole room

The old woman was startled from her dream,
She woke up her son and said

“There 15 2 man’s shadow outside.”

The son wvid, “So laie at night,
How could there be anybody?”

113
“Ym} young people don £ know,” said she,
This 15 the spinit of Han Po.

“Han Po wag a woodcutter

Al day Jong he chopped wood in the mountain,
He owed his landlord more usurious debt

Than he could expect ever to pay back.
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“He chopped wood all his life
So that his landlord might cook and eat;
He chopped wood all his life
So that s landlord could keep warm with a fire.

“But he himself never
Ate or wore enough;
No matter how bad the weather was,
He never ceased chopping for a day.

“As it is now, it was that year,

The rain had lasted several days and nights,
By the nineteenth of the first lunar month,
The rain had turned into heavy snow.

“He was frozen to death

For many days afterwards nobody bothered,
Later even the tatters on his body

Were rotten in the storm.

“But his spirit after death
Still had to continue working;
Since he was stark naked he could
Come out only late at might.

“Every year on the day of his death

There was always moonlight after midnight,
To shine on the deep valleys,

Turning them as bright as day.

“Our spring rain here

Falls one whole month in a stretch;
Only on this special occasion

It would stop for half a night.”

She told this story, sending

Chills down others’ spines;

Outside, in the moonlight, there
Seemed really to be a man’s shadow.
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Her son said, “Mother,

Han Po’s death was really sad,

But this was a story of the old days,
It is not our present tume.

“In the past in our village
Everyone was a Han Po

But now among all of us

There 15 not a single onc like him.

“So many Han Po’s in the past

Died 1n cold and hunger;

And we evpressed our sympathy

Ouly through a half night’s moonlight.

“In the moonlight now perhaps

There 15 still the spint of Han Po;

But he 15 commg out not to chop wood
Rather, to avenge his old grievance.

“Tomorrow we'll struggle against the landlords,
He will also clear his account with them;
No longer will he be timid,
He will appear mn broad daylight.”
1952
Sclected Poems of 1953.9-1955.12, 24043

I SING OF ANSHAN STEEL

1 smg of Anshan steel.
Because of many wishes, I sing of Anshan stecl.
When the tram reaches the nverside, we wish for a bridge;

When the survey team arrives m wild mountains, 1t seeks deeper
ore deposits;

For all these wishes, I sing of Anshan steel.

For much happiness, I sing of Anshan steel;
The farmers can have the proper tools they need,
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And better looms weave more clothes;
For much happiness, I sing of Anshan steel.

For one famous saying, I sing of Anshan steel.
“What we don’t understand we must learn.”
The insight of this suggestion is proven here.
For one famous saying, I sing of Anshan steel.

For the many exemplars of man, I sing of Anshan steel.
Man tempers steel, and steel tempers man:
Heroes of a new order emerge without stop.
For the many exemplars of man I sing of Anshan steel.

For the many marvelous sights, I sing of Anshan steel.

Molten iron flows from the furnaces, thick smoke surges towards
the sky,

All day long ceaselessly, and every night the sky is red.

For the many marvelous sights, I sing of Anshan steel.

For a lasting peace, I sing of Anshan steel.
As the harvest of steel increases, so grows the strength of peace;
Let the brave white dove soar ever higher and farther.
For a lasting peace, I sing of Anshan steel.
Between 1953 and 1955
Selected Poems of 1953 9~1950 12, 93-94
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In 1949, THE poet Tsou Ti-fan observed in a long apostrophe to
Peking, and especially to its blue sky:

“Yours 15 not the blue sky of which Picn Chih-lin has sung.”
(from All-out Attack, 1)

There is indeed a Peking that belongs to Pien Chih-lin, or rather,
to his poetry. He has created an image, all his own, of that
monument of Chinese culture. The image is composed of the
sounds and smells and colors of Pcking agamst a crystal blue sky.
When Pien Cluh-hin gazes at this image, the image of himsclf is
also strangely reflected on that infinite stretch of blue sky.

He loves the ancient city. He meditates on the shadows of the
trees Iining a deserted street, on the old man strolling down an
alley, on the street peddler’s calls, and on the pigeons that forever
carcle above the city wall. His heart throbs in unison with “The
Heart of An Ancient City,” and he dreams together with “The
Dream of An Ancient City.”

Yet his verses are not choked in dust. Some passages are obscure
ponts in his lines, but most of his poems breathe a clear, pure air.
They represent life through a senes of impressions, often quiet
but never as tnvial as they may seem to be at first reading.

Or should we cast the above remarks in the past tense, since
Pien Chih-lm seems to have undergone a dramatic change during
World War II?

The contrast between his home country in coastal China not
far from Shanghay, and the northland around Peking must have
inspired him to contemplation 1 1929 when he enrolled in the
University of Peking, He started publishing lus verses in literary
magazines almost immediately but he did not collect them into his
first book, Leaves of Three Autumns, until shortly before his
graduation in 1933. By dibgently translating from the French he
acquired msights into the art of such writers as Mallarmé, Verlaine,
Valéry, Eluard, and Fort. He gained enough from these csperi-
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ences to enable lum to teach a course in the art of translation very
successfully at the National Southwest Associate Umversity in
Kunming during the first years of World War I1. Speaking with a
heavy eastern Chinese accent and with no flair for eloquence, he
made hus Jectures as difficult at times, as some of his most chewy
poems. His extra-thick eyeglasses and frequently unshaven thin
cheeks accentuated his reticence.

Soon after the Japanese, in 1937, spoiled Pien Chih-lin’s quiet
and peaceful Peking he left his academic life to travel in north-
western China and work with the youth groups then agitating for
action against the national enemy. It was a number of months
before he returned to his teaching, and when he did his interest
shifted toward Yeats, Auden, and Eliot, 1n verses that were more
simple and unadorned.

One of the most promising modem Chinese poets, Pien Chih-lin
has been writing very hittle since the end of the war.

AHI
A Diavocue At Dusk

“I saw you blindly turn many an empty millstone,
And even saw you once on a Bodhisattva statue on a dust-clad
pedestal,
You had a bed to support half of your body
For a long time already; now what do you want to do?”
“Yes, what do I want to do?”

“Perhaps you know, at first I was on the roadside,
Somehow I returned to a courtyard even more desolate,
And then into a room, then close to the corner of a wall.
Think for me, will you? Where should I go?”

“Yes, where should you go?”
1930
The Han Garden, 118-19
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A MONK

Stnking his bell day after day

A monk remams m his pale-gray deep dream.

The traces and shadows of so many past years

Appear m memory hke a patch of incense smoke

That spreads everywhere m the old temple.

The remams of sorrow stay mn the censer

Together with the gnef of devout men and women.

Boredom meanders perpetually round and round m the sutras.

Sleepy words trickle from his mouth, a man talking in his dream,
His head nods along with hus knocking of the wooden fish,!

Both so empty yet so heavy.

Stroke after stroke, the ills and rivers are lulled to sleep.
The hills and nvers sleep lazily 1n the afterglow,

As he fimshes tolling the funeral bell of another day.

1931
The Han Garden, 124-25

LONG JOURNEY

If riding on camels in a hne of swells
We surge on a huge slumbering desert,
And 1f, as a peal of faint bells

Pierces the sohitude of the twilight,

We set up our tents wherever we happen to be.
Let us brew fatigue 1nto’a sound sleep,

Sour and sweet, a huge um-ful of strong liqud
To soak us i thoroughly.

1 Wooden fish, the hollowed wooden box which a monk strikes with a
stick while chanting sutras, owes 1ts name to an old legend about some pre-
cous, ongmal Buddhist sutras being swallowed by a manne monster on their

way to China Striking the wooden fish, therefore, becomes a gesture demand-
mg the monster to disgorge the Word —Ed
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Let us not bother about whether we could dream of an oasis,
We have, anyway, already become dead drunk.
Should a stormy wind carry sands and stones quietly
To bury us, that also would be quite all right.
1931
The Han Garden, 120-21

WESTERN CH'ANG-AN STREET

Long are the shadows of bare trees, slanted

And fant, and of the old man walking under the trees

And of the cane on which he leans—

All on the wall, on the wall painted red by sunset.

The red wall 1s also long, and the blue sky beyond the wall,

The blue sky of the north is also long, very long.

Ah, old man, you must feel that the road

Is long, and so is tlus winter day?

Yes, I believe so.

Look, I am coming closer; no harm

To chat a bit as we walk along, fust a little bit?

Yes, we say nothing, not even making a sound,

Only following our own shadows,

Walkng . . .

For how many years have they been walking,

These shadows, these long shadows?

Forward again and again, still farther,

Into the deserted open country, are they marching beyond the
Great Wall?

‘There seems to be a cavalry bugle, it must be a large troop

Of mounted soldiers marching forward, facing the huge disc of a
Tising sun.

The rising sun is the red face of everyone, and the hoofs of the
horses

Kick up the golden dust, ten feet, twenty feet high—

‘There 15 nothing around, I am stll on the sidewalk,

The old man of the old days nowhere in sight. Two or three

Yellow-garbed soldiers stand in front of a gate.

(Is this a headquarters? Formerly a mansion?)

They stand erect, two or three tombstones,
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Saying nothing, making no noise, perhaps still thinking of their
homeland,

Of their homeland under the northeastern sky? Certainlyl

But it’s so futile to think of it now,

Even if they thought of the enemy’s battle horses this moment

Gong to dnunk water at the wells

In the old homestead,

Or of the hens this moment

Wandenng over to the comnfields, or also

Of temporary homes—where could they be? Pdi, pail

What? Gunshots, from where?

They are from locally made guns, belonging to our own people,
Don't be scared, don't!

But the sound of the crickets has already invaded

The green curtains of the corn, and the curtains have faded!

Are you still thinking? But 1t’s utterly useless now.

Think about 1t tomorrow, at this moment you'd better

Make no sounds, say nothing, just bend your heads.

Watch the car rolling over the tar pavement 1n the long road,

So “modern” and so comfortable! However stylish 1t may be,

How could 1t compare with the huge banner of the bygone days,

And those smiles spreading over the faces under a red sun?

If you don’t believe me, just ask the three cnmson gates

Ahead that sadly stare

At the autumn sun now.
Ah, under the setting sun there is

A good fniend of mne in a aty

Still older. How is he at this moment?

Perhaps he is passing through a deserted street there,

Accompanying a long shadow, slanted and faint.

Please tell me your first impression of Ch'ang-an

(There seems i0 be your shadow at my side)

Ay, let’s not be like the old man,

Let’s talk a httle. . . .

September 11, 1932
The Han Garden, 162-67
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SEVERAL INDIVIDUALS

The hawker calls, “Candied apples!”2

He seems not to mind at all swallowing a mouthful of dust.

The man with a bird cage in hand gazes at the white pigeons in
the sky,

And strolls casually over the sandy creek.

As a young man meditates in the deserted street:

A carrot peddler idly toys with his httle knife, whetted gleaming
sharp.

A load of carrots smile their silly smiles in the setting sun.

As a young man meditates in the deserted street:

Some hold a bowl of rice in hand and sigh,

Some listen to other people talking in a dream at midnight,

Some pin a red flower in their white hair,

Like a setting sun supported on the horizon of a snowy land . . .

October 10, 1932
The Han Garden, 170-71

THE TRAIN®

Pulling a cartload of the gold of the setting sun,

The mule wobbles along in its unsteady steps

As 1t moves through a desolate forest, sparsely wooded
but immense,

Silently sturing up a huge cloud of dust.

Let those sitting idly in faraway places dream
Of the heroes in ancient fairy tales
Who rode on clouds to soar to unknown distances.
A long sigh of the wind emerges from the old trees.
October 19, 1932
The Han Garden, 174-75
2 Crabapples, usually—Ed.

8 Possibly a misprint m the origmal. A slight change would make the title
“Mule Cart.”—Ed, ¢ ’ ;
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GRASS ON THE WALL

A patch of dying sun at five o’clock,

Half a nng of lamplight at six.

Just think, there are people who spend all their days
Dreaming a hittle and watching the wall a httle,
While the grass on the wall grows tall and then yellow.

October 19, 1932
The Han Garden, 176

REED-LEAF BOAT

Cool breeze from an ancient land
Blows a palm fan from a man’s hand,
He who soaks himself in the sea
Should get out now

To remove his bathing suit,

Leaving one or two rows of footsteps
On the beach

For shells to occupy.

He has already said there is no conch shell,
But the naughty child still dreams

Of listening to the roar of the surf

In the pocket that has returned from the sea.

You ought to be ashamed!

Now you should only look at the yellow leaves
Floating on water;

Think no more

About the reed-leaf boat

—~Where did it go?

Is the traveler from beyond the sea
Also tired of watching the distant sails?

August 17, 1933
The Han Garden, 186-88
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THE HEART OF THE ANCIENT CITY

You can hear your own footsteps
In the market, at 7:30 p.M.
(This is still said to be the heart of the ancient city.)

No wonder the shopkeeper is sleepy,
Look, even the electric lights are drowsy.

The shopwormn merchandise on the shelves,
Some having come from Tokyo, some from Shanghai,
Must be mourning their own degradation—

So thinks a traveler passing by, perhaps.

Teleteletele . . . there is a musician’s drum.
The drum echoes the feeble tremor of the market.

Pao-ting, October 27, 1933
The Han Garden, 192—93

AUTUMN WINDOW

Like a middle-aged man

Looking back at his footprints—

Every step a desert—

Awakening from confused dreams

He listens to the half sky full of evening crows.

Seeing the setting sun on a gray wall,
He thinks of a tubercular vichim, still at an early stage,
Who dreams of the pink of his youth
In front of an ancient mirror covered with evening haze.

October 26, 1933
The Han Garden, 194-95
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THE AQUEOUS ROCK*

The man near the water wishes to carve a few words on the rocks:

The big lad finds the little child lovely,
Thus he asks his mother, “Was I like this before?”

The mother recalls her yellowed photographs
Piled in the drawer of a dust-clad old desk;

She recalls a trellis full of rosy color
Hidden in dned beanstalks before the window,

And sighs, “These seeds of sorrow!”

“Ah, water, water!” the meditating man suddenly sighs:
The feelings of ancient people, ke flowing water,
Have accumulated sorrows layer upon layer.

1934
The Han Garden, 204~5

4Pien Chih-in’s own translabon of this poem appears in Contemporary
Chinese Poetry, ed Robert Payne (London Routledge, 1947), pp 85-86,
but his seems to be more of a rewnting of the onginal mto English. It follows:

Pondermng on leaving some inscnption
on the rock beside the stream, the traveller
pours lis feehng mmto a quet flow of words:

The boy who admures the charms of the baby
asks his own mother “Was I like this too?”

The mother, reminded of her own photographs
which have turned yellow 1 a dust-sealed drawer,

and of the profusion of splendours outside the window
gamered m a frameful of shnvelled pods,

exclaimss “What a seed of sorrow!”

“O water, O waterl” sighs the traveller,
startled at the sudden reahsation

that wave over wave of ancient emotion
has flowed Iike the running stream,
leaving behind layer after layer of sorrow.

Ed.
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CONTRAST

Assuming myself a philosopher, I

Find comfort 1n a rotten apple on the wayside;

Only after the earth has rotted, mankind emerges as parasites,

Leamn then from the distant pagoda; you stand alone on the
mountaimn gazing at the sunset.

Today I tasted newly ripened grapes.

Sour? Bitter? I question myself.

The flavor of early autumn plus a reminiscence of three years.
You have slept a spell in the creek.

1934
The Han Garden, 202-3

A PIECE OF BROKEN SHIP

The tide came in, the surf offered her
A piece of broken ship.

Wordless,
She again sat, motionless, on the rock,
And let the setting sun sketch her hair
On the piece of broken ship.

After a long pause she
Again gazed at the homzon beyond the sea
Where the white sail had disappeared.
The tide receded; she could only retum
‘That piece of broken ship

To be washed away by the sea.

The Han Garden, 168-6g

TO THE YOUNG PIONEERS OF THE NORTHWEST

You have arranged a rendezvous with the rising sun:
Let’s meet on the hilltop three miles from here.
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A troop of hoes cuts through the lingering mght,
Racing to be the first to greet the dawn.

Squeezing fat out of a deserted and barren land,
You demand that the yellow earth produce grains.
With their winter clothes of blackened grass torn open
One thousand mountains all change their color.

You arrange the mndividual colors and lines of each crop
Into the over-all design of the fields.

You observe nature’s ways to ennch nature

With the fullest force man can muster.

To let you taste a bit of sweetness in the midst of hardships
The earth yields flavorful grassroots, splendidl

All hands, once so tender, have grown callous,

When they shake hands with a girl, she might scream

No need to worry that the hoe is too primitive,
Step by step 1t will open up a tomorrow.

You face the real and the present, and
“Hope” thus acquires many smiling faces.

November 27, 1939
Selected Modern Chinese Poems, 111-12



Li Chin-fa (19002 )

L1 Camv-ra came from the southern Chinese province of Kwang-
tung His travel in Europe and study of the French poets led him
to spearhead a symbolst movement mm modem Chinese poetry.
Although his own works drew much unfavorable criticism for being
difficult and odd, he must be given credit for indicating a new
direction to the new poets in China in the 1920s. Unhke most of
Ins bohemian fellow writers, Li was not prone to reveal his experi-
ence in autobiographical accounts and httle is known of his hfe.
Three volumes established his position in modern Chinese poetry:
Light Rain (1925), I Sing for Happiness (1926), and The Long-
Term Visitor and Hard Times (1927). Later he was associated
with Lin Yutang m publishing ventures. After the 1920s Li wrote
more essays than poems.

A THOUGHT

Like fallen leaves
Splashing blood
On our feet,

Life is but
A smile on the lips
Of death.

Under a half-dead moon,

You drink and sing,

The sound splitting your throat
Disappears in the northem wind.
Ah!

Go and caress your beloved.
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Open your doors and windows,
Make her timid, and

Let the dust of the road cover
Her lovely eyes.

Is this the timudity

And anger

Of hfe?

Like fallen leaves

Splashing blood

On our feet,

Life is but
A smile on the lips
Of death.

Compendum, 213-14

EXPRESSION OF TIME
1

Wind and rain on the ocean,

Dead deer in my heart.

Look, autumn dream has left on spread wings
Only this dejected soul remains,

2

I pursue abandoned desires,

I moum discolored lips.

Ah, on the shadowy grassland
The moon gathers our silence.

3

In the ancient palace of love,

Our honeymoon took 11l and fell;
Take a half-burned candle, hurry,
Dusk is spreading over fields and hills.
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4
What do I want at this moment?
I seem to fear being scorched to death in the sun.
Go away, the garden gate is open,
And bees have entered on filmy slippers.

5
I await the wakening from a dream,
I await the sleep of a wakeful day:
With your tears in my eyes,
I cannot look back into the past.

6
You lean on a snowbank, thinking of spring,
I listen to the cicadas in withenng grass;
Our lives are barren and laid waste,
Like a nice field in the wake of a stampede.

7
I sing folk tunes unrhymed.
With my heart keeping the beat,
Trust your sorrow, then, to my bosom
Where 1t will find 1ts cure.

8
A lotus in the shade,

Cannot understand the brilliance of the sun and the moon,
Row your boat into the secluded pond,
To let the blossom learn a bit of the love of man.

9

Our memories
Are searching for their way home from the wilderness.
Compendium, 211-12
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NEVER 10 RETURN

Go with me, chnld,

To an old aty bt in the Midle Aver -

It has Tam asleep throuph the nights o £ the centuries;
Thete the crecds cemtly siney mas of mnnions —
Sighs of the pocts from the oot

The cavernow, heats of the aty

Arc filled with hehens,

Sull farther

Stands a dilymdated vall alt olane,

Keepmeg viml over a puden abadoned Ianz am
Apanst a silence of bl and dal blue

These thines befoend sovcre vanter

Aud have no Fnowledre of the prime of zunueee,
In the thin Laer of vand vou my

Find chips of a woodun frane,

{But hardlh an approprde oft for anwone).
Snmls are chuckling i 2 shady peat,

f

There the birds are tired

And bues bnger an thesr dreams,
And departing yellow fenes

Fly in the sky,

Nodding to the old pints,

To the flowing water.

You can only smell

The epilogue of the searnn—the exdnr of the rotting thess.
Pale shades of the trues

Somctimes Jull you to sleep

With a little light from o\v + the horizon

You may better discern theie forms,

But their hearts are bleeding, rucful and cold.

If you want to hear our laughter,

Bring your lute

To play a “Never to Return.”

Compendenn, 2c¥-a
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TENDERNESS

My fingers rude and crude

Touch the warmth of your skin;

The little fawn lost 1ts way in the forest,
There 15 only the sound of dead leaves.

Your low whisper

Resounds in my barren heart.

A conqueror of all, I

Have broken my spear and shield.

Your eyes cast a glance,

Cast a butcher’s warmning;

Your lips? No need to mention them,
I'd rather trust your arms.

I believe in the fantasy of fairy tales,

But not in a woman’s sentiment.

(Ab, making comparisons 15 not my habit.)

But you really resemble the shepherdess n a story.

I played all the tunes,

But nothing pleased your ear;

All colors have been exhausted,

Yet nothing can descnbe your beauty.

Berln, 1922
Compendium, 206

A NOCTURNAL SONG

We stroll on dead grass,
Sorrow and anger entangle our legs.

Pink memories
Rotten ammals on the roadside, emitting stench

165



166 Twentieth Century Chinese Poectry

And spreading it all over the little city
To disturb the sound sleep of many.

The wheel of my heart, already broken,
Turns and chums forever in the mud.

Tracks and ruts invisible
Crisscrossed by the slender shadows of the tender and affectionate.

Ah, the moonlight still fresh as thousands of years ago,
Will finally understand my dream.

No matter where I may be, you
Always print my shadow on ordinary sands and rocks.

But the unchanging reflection, accentuates the intense black
behind the house,
—A bit too stff and too funny.

O Great God, weigh your anchor,
I'm tired of smelhing the sweat of all forms of life.

Quickened footsteps
Interrupt the rhythm of my heart.

Mysterious years,
I shall end them by swallowing the sweet herbs in the garden.

He has lost his heart,
It 15 mixed in the bag of a traveling salesman going far away.

We all wrong each other,
Leaving behind only silent hatred.

I-Iowev.er we may pledge faithfulness etemal,
By whispering on the bridge over a murmuring creek,

You always cover the frightful cavern
With your soul,
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Or we may die of old age together,
Like defeated heroes, in a roadside ditch.

Yet our bodies have
Already been covered with gunpowder.

Can one find a place of test

In the dned old pond?
Dijon, 1922
Compendum, 2024

WOMAN ABANDONED

Long hair hang down before my eyes,

Cutting off all glances of contempt and shame

And th]? rapid flow of fresh blood, the sound sleep of bleached
ones.

Insects and the dark night arrive hand in hand,

Over the comer of this low wall

To howl behind my ears that never have been soiled.

Th‘ey howl bike winds in the wilderness,

Frightening many shepherds and their charges.

By way of a blade of grass I communciate with God
in the deserted vale.
Only the memory of the roaming bees has recorded my sorrow.

Or I may pour my somow along with the cascades tumbling over
the chff,

And dnft away among the red leaves.

At each of her motions she feels the weight of her sorrow
, . mmcreasing;
No fire of a setting sun can burn the ennui of time

Into ashes to float away through the chimneys and attach
themselves

To the wings of itinerant crows,

r?nc’i with them perch on the rocks of a Toaring sea,
0 bisten to the boatmen’s songs.
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Sighs of her timewom skirts,

As she saunters n a graveyard.
Never will she again drop a hot tear
On the lawn

To adom this world.

Compendium, 200



Tai Wang-shu (1905-502)

Waen THE symbolist poet Li Chin-fa shocked the reader of mod-
ern Chmese poetry 1 the 1920s and 1930s with his baffling verse,
Ta1 Wang-shy, also a symbolist, won a good following with his
simpler and more lyrical Imes.

His home was 1n the beautiful eastern city, Hangchow. Like Li
Chin-fa, Ta1 received his early tramning in France where he ab-
sorbed the works of the French symbolists. One of his very early
poems, “The Alley in the Ram,” fully represents the lyrical quality
of hus poetry and has won him the nickname of “the poet of the
1ainy alley.”

The finesse of his thought and sentiment was such that even a
pnson expenence could not harden 1t mto something sharp and
biting. His tone remamed subdued and his gnef quiet when he
was writing, of all places, on a pnison wall after bemng jailed by the
Japanese (in Shanghai?) m 194z. As Wen I-to aptly put it, it was
no longer an age for the refined notes of chamber music. Tar was
fated to be silent, as the war became intense and most Chinese
wnters turned to the battlefield. He wrote very hittle during the
war years.

He 15 at his best when he contemplates life and its mystery in
the gleaming reflection of a white butterfly’s wing, or 1n the hnger-
ing music of a tiny finch. And he is parbcularly moving as he

mourns the loss of those elements that made poetry what it was
for hum:

Such lazy shadows under the sun
Such warm quietude,

‘The aroma of lunch being prepared—
So familar, so famihar.
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This terrace, this window

And happiness peeping from behind,
And those shelves of books, those two beds,
And that vase of flowers . . . a paradise

I haven't forgotten, this is home,
March 10, 1944
(from The Troubled Years, 64-65)
He once confessed to his wife-

I'd rather spend my life quietly

Shrouded in the hght you radiate.

If some day someone must talk about me,

Let lim say I was the happiest onc that ever lived.

(from The Troubled Years, 82-83)
Immediately after the war, he went to Hong Kong where he

stayed until 1949. Then he returned to the maimland, where he
died shortly afterwards.

THE ALLEY IN THE RAIN

Carrying an oilpaper umbrella, 1 alone
Paced the long, long

Lonely alley in the rain,
Hoping to encounter

The lady who carned her melancholy
Like a clove flower.

She had

The color of clove blossoms

And the fragrance of clove blossoms
And the melancholy of clove blossoms
She carned her sorrow in the rain,
And m the ran she sauntered.
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She seemed to be, in this rainy alley,
Canying an oilpaper umbrella

Like me,

And like me she silently

Paced, her steps moving slowly

In lonehness and quiet sorrow.

Silently she came close;

She walked close to me and cast
A glance, hike a sigh,

She drifted away—

A dream,

Such a soft and blurred dream.

Like a spray of clove flowers
Dnfting by in a dream,

The lady passed by me,

Receding into the distance,

To the toppled hedges and walls,
To the end of the alley under rain,

Her colors

And her fragrance

Vanished m the sorrowful tune of the rain,
And vanished also

Her sighing glance,

And her cloveike melancholy.

Carrying an oilpaper umbrella, I alone
Paced the long, long
Lonely alley in the rain,
Hoping to see drifting by
A lady who carned her melancholy
Like a clove flower.

1925 (?)

Compendwm, 220-21
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Night quietly returns from the end of the world;
1, alone, continue my lingering steps.

From my heart of solitude have vanished

All sorrows and all joys I have ever known.

1927 (7)
Compendum, 217

A LITTLE TUNE

The bird, weary of singing, hides its beak in colorful feathers;
Where is 1t hovening—the hittle soul of music?

Withered blossoms retire to dust, petal by petal;

What does it cling to—~the httle soul of fragrance?

They cannot be in hell, they cannot;
Such beautiful, beautiful hittle souls!
Are they then, in heaven, in paradise?
But St. Peter shakes his head.

Nobody knows where they are, nobody;
The poet only smiles in silence.

There is something which blends the clouds
In the unchanging universe of his heart.

May 14, 1936
The Troubled Years, 20~21

I THINK

I think, therefore T am a butterfly-—2

The little flowers” gentle call, after endless years,
Comes to vibrate my multicolored wings
Through the cloud of dreamless perpetual sleep.
March 14, 1937
The Troubled Years, 37

1 The reference is to the famous Taoist legend attnbuted to Chuang Chou

(fourth century B.c?) who supposedly dreamed of hus own transformation
mto a butterfly.—Ed.
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WHITE BUTTERFLY

What wisdom do you offer me,
Lattle white butterfly?

You open your wordless pages, and
Close agamn your wordless pages.

In your opened pages:
Solitude;

In your closed pages:
Solitude.

May 3, 1940
The Troubled Years, 41

WRITTEN ON A PRISON WALL

If T die here,

My friends, don’t be sad.
I shall live forever

In your hearts.

Dead is only one of you

In a prison under Japanese occupation.
He nursed a deep, deep hatred,

That you must always remember.

When you return and dig up
From the earth his mutlated body,
Please let your victory cheers

Bear his soul to soar in the sky,

And please place his bleached bones,
On a mountain top to bathe in the sun and wind:
This, my friends, was the only dream he had
In that dark and dank dungeon.
April 27, 1942
The Troubled Years, 46-48
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WITH MY MAIMED HAND

With my maimed hand I touch

This immense land:

This corner has been reduced to charred debris,

And over there, only blood-soaked mud remains:

This lake must be my home country

(Where spring brings a belt of brocade to the dike,

And that rare scent, from a broken willow twig.)

I feel the weeds and the refreshing cool of the water,

And the biting cold of the snow-capped Ch’ang-pai Mountain.

The silt-rich water of the Yellow River seeps from between my
fingers:

Rice paddies of the south, your young rice sprouts

Used to be so soft, so downy . . . but now only weeds;

The lichee blossoms south of the Five Ranges wilt in loneliness.

Over there 1 dip my finger in the bitter waves of the South Sea—

No fishing boats in sight.

My shapeless hand ghdes over the boundless land,

My fingers are covered with blood and cinders, and my palm
with dark shadow.

Only that distant comner remains intact, unspoiled,

Still warm, bright, sturdy, and growing strong.

There I touch with my maimed hand, gently, lovingly,

As I would the hair of my sweetheart, or an infant his
mother’s breast,

I place all my strength in my hand, together with

All my love and all my hope, to press on that comer.

Only there I find the sun and the spring

That dispel darkness and bring an awakening;

O.nly there we live not like beasts, nor die

Like ants . . . there we find, forever Chinal

July 3, 1942
The Troubled Years, 49~52



Mu Mu-t'ien 1900- )

Mvu Mu-T'iEN was among those who advocated the development
of “pure poetry.” He regarded poetry as “a rhythmic movement
through time and space, umfied and continuing,” and he at-
tempted to integrate the sounds and cadence of the language with
the 1mages it carries.

He wanted poetry to be suggestive rather than informative—
preferring light sketches to bold lines—and found the I'rench
symbolists very much to his liking. Together with Wang Tu-ch’ing,
he made a serious effort to adopt the French techniques.

A native of It'ung (in Kinn, Manchuria), he studied at the
Impenal University in Tokyo and followed a career of college
teaching. A member of the Creation Socicty, he was one of the
most active poets during the 1920s. The Traveler's Heart, his one
book of verse, was published in 1927.

VILLAGE AT DUSK

Misty haze

Gently

Surrounds a floating village

Straw-thatched huts

Whitewashed adobe walls

And waving columns of smoke above the houses
Small clusters of birch trees sway lightly

On the path before

Behind

And on the side of the village

Spreads an unnamed dreamy and soothing scent
That supports the wings shuttling through the air
And overflows the winding path—a line drawn in space
Gates woven with willow twigs
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Protect resting cattle and sheep

A shepherd boy sits on a rick singing low

A dog lhes against the door

An old woman with a child-like expression puffs on her pipe

She smules at the children while

Listening to the pecking sound of the chickens feeding in the yard

The ripples in the air stirred up by a swooping bat

And the waves of chirping that rise hittle by httle as the
insects begin to sing

At a distance

On the border of a field

The willagers are leaning

To gaze at the undulating line of mountains on the horizon

And ponder on the white sails gliding slowly over the thin
whate line afar

From the beach behind the village

Often comes the sound of rowing

On the trail m the thick willow grove

Those coming home are singing

The quet whisper of the water in a ditch

Circles round between the sky and the plain

My peaceful home village

Under immense gauzy clouds

July 24, 1925
Compendium, 236

THE PALE TEMPLE BELL

Pale  bell sounds  decadent  and blurred
Diffuse  in the exquisite  but desolate  misty  vale
~—Dned weeds  thousands  of layers—

Listen  the perpetually  fantastic  ancient bell sounds
Listen  the thousands  of strokes.

Ancient bell sounds  drift away  on gleaming waves
Ancient bell sounds  dnft away  to the gray and green
birch treetops
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Ancient bell sounds  dnft away  in the rustling winds
—The moon’s reflecion  floatng  floating—
Ancient bell sounds  drift away  on sailing clouds

A tangy scent  whiff after whiff
Withered grass  in the marsh  near  the deserted road
—An old gnef  a perpetual  vison  a new wine cup—
Listen  that desolaion  stroke after stroke
From the ancient bells  drifting out  drifting out

to an unknown  blurred land
Ancient bell sounds  vanish  in the wafting  floating haze

Ancient bell sounds  sink quietly  in the murmuring

gentle waves  of a sleepy stream
Ancient bell sounds  sink quietly  in the  faint

distant  cloud-clad hills
Ancient bell sounds  flow  into  the universe  immense
—Halfforgotten ~ bygones  etemnal joy  and sorrow

Soft  ancient bell sounds  soar along  the moonbeam
Soft  ancient bell sounds  continue  to enter
the long Milky Way
—Ah  distant  ancient bell sounds  echo  the songs of
an ancient land—
Fitful  ancient bell sounds  reflect  the songs of my
fatherland

Listen  broken  ancient bell sounds  in the vale
yellow and gray
They enter  the unlimited space  with their free  and
refined tone
Withered leaves  dead grass  follow  the severe
northern wind
Listen  the thousands  of strokes—misty and blurred—
The fantasic ~ unlimmted  decaymg  yet perpetual
bell sounds  of my fatherland
Listen to them  1n a deserted vale  at dusk

January 2, 1926
Compendium, 236-37

st



Wang Ti-ch'ing (1898-1940)

“I usep TO write poetry with Byron and Hugo in mind; now 1
want to apply myself to the art of poetry by developing the color
and music in my language,” wrote Wang Tu-ch’'ing to a fellow
poet, Mu Mu-t'1en, on February 4, 1926, after his return to China
from Europe. He had become an ardent admirer of Lamartine for
his feeling, of Verlaine for his music, of Rimbaud for his color,
and of Laforgue for his force.

The Byronic quality of Wang’s poems had much to do with his
early background and training. He was bom in the ancient Chi-
nese capital of Changan in Shensi Province. The historic pag-
eantry and scent of antiquity of that city nurtured his early yearn-
ing for the grand drama of humanity. When he visited Rome in
1925, it was a realization of his dream, and he inevitably compared
it with his native city, Changan. He reread the ancient Chinese
anthology, The Songs of the South, reviewed Goethe’s lines on
Rome, and wrote a long poem himself.

Springtime, but a sky full of dreary rain,
I come to visit the Changan on the Mediterranean Sea.
(from Selected Works of Wang, o)

He had come a long way before reaching this point. At the
age of thirteen he was already trying to write and even receiving
some pay for the essays on current topics he wrote for a newspaper
in his hometown. A small measure of success was assured him
when he took over the editorship of the same daily paper at the
age of sixteen. His radical expressions quickly acquired barbs, the
paper was suspended by the government, and he, at least partly
because of pressure, left China for Japan.

Like many of his fellow students who had the good fortune to
go abroad in those days, he chose to study science and applied
himself to biology. But his interest in hterature drew him away
from his studies. For a while he wanted to do research in classical
Chinese literature and actually worked on the T’ang dynasty poet,
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L1 Shang-yin (813-58). The May Fourth incident in 1919 brought
him back to Shanghai where he again worked in the editorial
office of a newspaper while taking part in the labor union move-
ment. Leading a busy life, he had litle time then for creative
thinking and wnting.

When he went to Europe to study, he found in Paris all that a
young man full of wild dreams could desire. There were muscums,
cafés, and nude models for lus youthful senses; the brilliant talks
of Anatole France on Montmartre, the heated dcbates between
Henn Barbusse and Romain Rolland in magazines, and the book-
stalls on the Seine for his mind. Wang took in all of them, but first
started a wild romance with a young Chinese girl.

The complications that followed the birth of a child to the girl
tossed him mto an abyss of self-pity and disillusion. For many
months he led a life of dissipation, during which time he wrote
most of the poems of his that are drenched in melancholy and
decadence.

His familiarity with the political and intellectual tides in China
and his association with the active Chinese student groups in
Europe kept him in touch with developments at home. Time and
again, his earlier political ambitions returned to plague him. By
publishing his poems in Shanghai magazines, he established an
acquaintance with Kuo Mo-jo, then in Japan, This soon grew into
a friendship that was to lead Wang into the small circle that
founded the Creation Society in 1922.

Wang admitted that he began his literary career seriously in
France when he traded his biology books for Kant, Nictzsche, and
Spioza on the banks of the Seine. He locked himself in a tiny
room m the Latin Quarter, reading philosophy for months, and
later through an unknown Marxist café frequenter named Robert
Bollier, met Pierre Loti and Anatole France.

The tumultuous events in China were casually reported in
French papers with distortions which upset Wang badly. He de-
cided to return to where he believed he was wanted. Although the
China he found upon his return in 1925 was a bitter disappoint-
ment, he plunged into the literary controversies and pledged him-
self to support a revolutionary literature. He wrote a number of
short stories and plays, none of them too successful. As his friend,
Mu Mu-t'ien, observed, Wang Tu-ch’ing reflected the atmosphere
of a China with her revolutionary energy all spent.
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Wang’s poems are collected in five volumes: Before the Image
of the Holy Lady (1926), Venice (1927), Discipline (19277),
Before Death (1927), and Miscellaneous Poems.

A FADED ROSE

Under a pale green lamp I gaze at her,

I gaze at her light golden hair,

Her rougeless cheeks, her eyes blue and clear,
Ah, under a lamp of pale green color,

She gathered in her hands a pile of rose petals,
Bending her head, she kissed them again and again,
She offered them to me and told me

To hold them close to my lips as did she.

Ah, roses—I thanked them secretly:

You brought so close to me the scent of her hair,

You mingled our breaths in your own sweet remains
And your sweet remains sealed a kiss of ours.

Because in you our breaths are forever entombed,
Ah, roses, I wish to hold your sweet remains forever.
—I wish to keep this pale green lamp always,
And always sit this way, always next to her.

Selected Works of Wang, 70-71

I CAME OUT OF A CAFE

I came out of a café,
Cartying a load of fatigue
Aggravated

By wine,

I don’t know

Where shall I go to find
My temporary lodging . . .
Ah, deserted streets,

At dusk, under rain.
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I come out of a café,
Carying in me a load of wine,
Silently
Walking alone,
Feeling inside
The sorrow of a homeless man
About to lose his country . . .
Ah, the quiet and chilly strcets
At dusk, under rain.
Selected Works of Wang, 68-69

from THE LAST SUNDAY

Ah, I seem to see “death” slowly go by,

1 really seem to see “death” slowly go by . . .

This weather, the sudden wind and sudden rain!

The wind comes to ravage the trees, wantonly,

And keeps throwing down the withered branches that are leaving
the trees . . .

Ah, the rain with its somber and heavy malicious ¢lan

Comes to drench the buildings in the market, the factory

chimneys, and park benches, all and all.
Ah, wind; ah, rain.

The year is again about over, again about over.
My homesickness, my melancholy, and my ennui,
The exotic festwities, bright and gay, have all fled,
Even the last Sunday is spoiled by the sky full of black clouds.
I'm startled by the colors, scents, and tunes, all faded without
a trace.
The sad looking woods on the river, flowers in the fields, and
the birds on the wing.
Ah, pity me—despar has wrought in me a fatigue never to be
cured,
I fear the last Sunday of the year is also my own last day.
Well, T wish this Jast Sunday were my own last day

So that my useless remains could fade away like the colors,
scents, and tunes.
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Ah, this last Sunday of the year, the year is about over, about
over. . . . .
Selected Works of Wang, 62~63

from VENICE

1
Who is that singing there gently and low,
That strikes the chord of my heart, already ill?
Wordless, I walk past this bridge, as though
Half frail, half fainting, from unlimited sorrow . . .
The water under the bridge moves in a calm flow,
Ah, that bewitching voice, who is that singing there gently
and low?

Who is that playing a violin, sending off a refrain,

On a day like this displaying neither sunshine nor rain?

The air seems to vibrate with that soft strain,

And time, pale and wan, appears almost to remain

Still as I, wordless, lean on the bridge’s railing;

Ah, those depressing notes, who is that playmg a violin, sending
off a refrain?

10
T will let the evening breeze
Blow, as it wishes, on my cheeks red with wine.
My heart beats
And a disquieting shiver rocks this body of mine.
Ah, T wish Ijcould lie down nght here, and instantly die,
Let the soft moonhght cover the corpse that was L.

I turned my wine-warmed temples
To greet the night breeze so fresh and clean;
My body stll trembles
And my heart still throbs in pain . . .
Ah, T wish I could he down right here, and instantly die
Let the soft moonlight cover the corpse that was I
1926
Sglected Works of Wang, 6-18
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from ABOUT TO SAIL FOR HOME

I am a Chinesel

From a land where an ancicnt civilization grew with pride,

Where heroes and great men shed blood and gave their hves,

Where there have been pocts and men of stature who sang and
sighed . . .

Ah, T am a Chinese, I mustn’t scck any happmess, any peace:
I should rcturn nght away
To give what I can give, my tears and my sacrifice,

The strong aroma of alcohol in the bars

Can help people forget all their troubles.

Every time when gricf gripped me,

Near that aroma I wanted to be . . .

Ah, 1t did cure the paiming heart

And hastened sorrows to depart

~But, thank you so much, thank you,

No more shall I enter these bars, from now on, no more.
Whatever peace and quict to my soul you may restore,
Here I shall forever remain a man from an alien shore.

Irarewell, Latin Quarter, chestnut trees, bookstalls on the
Seine , . .

Ah, chestnut trecs,

On warm spring days,

Often I came under your broad fohage to stay,

I loved your broad leaves

That spread their mntense green against a soft blue sky.

Ah, chestnut trees,
When the scason turned autumnal and cool,

I often stood listening to your falling lcaves, all alone,
I Joved the sound of your falling lcaves,
That sad and tired tune,
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Enough, enough, nothing here is mine. No matter how I pine and
Linger, no meaning can come out of it. I must leave stoically!
It'’s better to leave stoicallyl

I know time has come, the end to my decadence must now begin,
I know besides loving my fatherland, I cannot atone for my sin,

Yes, my fatherland, there a great nation is falling apart, dying,
I must hurry home, hurry, this is not a place for me to remain.
Here a man is tempted to seek pleasure, but for pleasure I have no
more inclination,
Here 1t is the center of modermity, but I have grown sick of
this civilization.
I say good-by to my sins, to my youthful ecstasies that shall
never retumn,
From now on only for my fatherland my blood shall swell and boil
and bumn!
Ah, all my fatigue, dissipation, and decadence that has been and
15 to be,
You all stay right here by yourselves, and don’t come along
with me.

December 1923
Selected Works of Wang 29~39

from THE SORROW OF SHANGHAI

1
Do you believe it?
A starthing miracle is about to occur here?
On this side the stream of cars are sounding their ceaseless horns,
And the towenng buildings, all lighted, make you dizzy when you
look up at them.
Over there, there is only a row of shacks—look carefully—only
one-story structures,
Sketched out under almost lightless oil lamps,
Men's shadows huddle on the ground in front of the doors
—Ah, men? Are they human beings? It’s but a cluster—
Squirming a little, and faintly groaning a little . . .
Ah, miracle, miracle, do you believe it?
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On this side lie Paris and London,

But on the other side shiver Egypt and Jerusalem!

The metropolis of Shanghai exists only for thus miracle.
Selected Works of Wang, 23-28

from TVE RETURNED TO MY FATHERLAND

Ai, a pallor blankets the whole of Shanghai, all of Shanghai
—Except the red turbans of Indian gendarmes who club the
factory hands.

Al, ai, they say this 15 the fatherland for which I longed over
ten years.
They say this 1s the Shanghai which I've always wanted to seel
But now I have only painful silence, very painful silence,
I regret that I did not die a homeless exile beyond the sea.
I kiss this land, the land of sad pallor,
My heart bums in a fire that leaps up in the air.
What does a fatherland like this mean to me
When it sends me nothing but unlimited sorrow and despair?
I pray for the factory workers clubbed by the Indian gendarmes,
I pray for the coolies who 1n clouds of dust continue to suffer,
I pray for them, pray for them with piety and fervor,
Pray for them to shed this pallor for a new color!
Ah, arise, anse, and anse in a gale
To destroy this fatherland, sad and pale.
June, 1925
Selected Works of Wang, 46-47



Li Kuang-tien (1907- )

His raTHER recited the poetry of the fourth century idyllic poet
T’ao Ch'ien (372-427) when he had a cup of wine mm hand—and
he almost always had a cup in hand. His uncle on his mother’s
side tilled the land, diligently and honestly, always working hard
but never becoming rich. His father had infinite stones and anec-
dotes to tell; his uncle’s mouth seemed to have been made only
for terse comments on practical daily matters. His uncle stubbornly
clung to his farmer’s tradition and old ideas, and 1t was his uncle
who reared Li Kuang-t'ien, although the poet-essayist never ceased
to admire his poetry-reciting father.

This explains much about the “pastoral” (or should it be the
agncultural or rice-paddy?) element in Li Kuangthen’s poems.
He likes the plain, humble peasants in his native village in Shan-
tung Province; he likes the plain, pleasant life of the farmers when
they can have it, and when they cannot have it, he suffers with
them. He likes the plants, the birds, and the insects that sur-
rounded his childhood. And, grown up, he stll hikes Gilbert
White (The Natural History and Antiquities of Selborne) and
W. H. Hudson (Green Mansions). It was in this frame of mind
that he wrote his poetry up to 1936.

He felt, however that he was by temperament more suited to
prose and turned to the essay. Two collections of essays, published
in 1936, established him as a prose styhst in the tradition of Chou
Tso-jen, Lu Hsun’s brother, from whom Li Kuan-t'ien learned
much about Chinese hiterature.

Like almost all of his frends, in 1937 he had to flee Peking,
where he had completed his study of Western literature at the
University. He walked from Hankow in Central China (Hupeh
Province) to northwestern China (Shensi Province), then south-
ward to Chengtu (Szechwan Province). The poverty and igno-
rance he saw in what he called the “outside the circle” places
pained him. As he noted in 1941, - -»v.mmq\easants did not know
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that Shantung was in China, or that Li Kuang-t'ien and his travel-
ing compamions were Chinese, in spite of their common language.

He told himself, “Please don’t blame the mirror, if your face 1s
really ugly,” and proceeded to note his observations in a collection
of essays called The Trp to the West (1942). Always an admirer
of the Stoic school of philosophy, he was stoic about his expen-
ences But he also admitted that, being “outside the circle” 1t
would no longer be possible for him to find meaning in such hines
as this one of Ch'm Shao-yu (1049-1100):

A dreamless sleep is awakened in the sun
or this one of Wang Wer (699-759):
Cold sunhght on the cool pine branches

because hife would no longer permit him to expenence that kind
of world. He had to live in the present, not i the past. With this
as hus bebef, he stopped writing poetry.

THE SCENT OF AUTUMN

Who has smelled the scent of autumn

While looking at a garden from a window with tattered curtains?
From distant lakes

The scent of rotten leaves fallen on the maishes,
And from the depth of a forest

The smell of ripe berries on withered branches
Are brought here by a cool breeze—

The scent of autumn?

The scent

Wakes me up from an old dream,

So fant

Like the autumn clouds this moment

Being blown along by the western wind,

And agam blown away,

As 1 gaze at them from the window.

September 1931
The Han Garden, 7071
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A JOURNEY

Whose house is it behind this high wall,

White, reflecting an autumn sun already low in the westemn sky?
On the wall are hung melons red and green,

And swaying yellow leaves, the size of fans.

Like good news brought from good friends far away,
But why only these two or three words?

The voices and the faces are still familiar,

Yet the people, yes, where are they?

The two black lacquered doors are ajar.

Quietly I peep inside, and again

I'm on my way, dragging heavy steps.

The sun is down, the insects are flying, and the crows are
also in flight.

October 20, 1933
The Han Garden, 58-59

THE WINDOW

Is that your face of nine years ago

Cast, by accident, on my window this moment?
The green curtain has faded into pale white,
But nine years ago remains nine years ago.

Is that your autumnal sadness of nine years ago

Returning together with the breeze and the chirping of
fallen leaves?

Ancient sadness buried deep in earth
Seeded today’s grass of grief, so very green.

You were a migrant bird on its journey,

And only by acuident you visited my autumn woods,
(Now, I myself have changed into an autumn forest,)
And you went on, far away, without lingering a moment.
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Far, far away, to the edge of a sky unknowable,

You went to search—for a forest of spring?

Here I sit alone before my pale window curtain, in silence,
Gazing beyond, at that patch of white cloud on the blue.

1933
The Han Garden, 58~59

SYMPHONY

Wind, wind everywhere toward noon;

Riding on the wind, a pigeon’s whistle.

On a stove m the tiny room

Mutters an old man’s voice—a pot of boiling water.%
Syu, syu, syu . . .

He snores with eyes closed,

Dreaming a ripe, old

Eighty-year-old drunken dream.

The symphony at a wedding banquet,
The symphony at a funeral banquet,
Marches on in cadence

With life’s forced march.

Sya ...

A frmt falls into perpetual silence.
Time is Iike an 1mmense ocean
With its symphony never still.

1933
The Han Garden, 62-63

A FALLING STAR

A falling star, falling,
And falling with 1t
Are tears,
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Thinking of a summer night with croaking frogs
In an ancient village,
While the falling stars are flying, who would

Tie a knot for you with the black silk from her hair,

And say she wishes to string the pearls that light up a
ship’s channel

As a gift of perpetual friendship?

Thinking of certain distant dates,
Certain distant footsteps on the sand . . .

Tears fall in the night,
Like dying stars that drop
To the bottom of an ancient pool in the woods.

January 19, 1934
The Han Garden, 64~65

GOING TO THE HEAVENLY BRIDGE?

“Going to the Heavenly Bridge?” The child thought.
“Going to the Heavenly Bridge?” The father said.
Well, then, let’s go to the Heavenly Bridge, let's go—
Let the trolley, that swimming dragon
In the sea of humanity
In the sea whipped by the southwest wind,
Ting-tang, ting-tang . . .
Dragging a body full of ants,

Move toward the Heavenly Bridge—the Heavenly Bridge is
over therel

March,
The time for flying kites,
Aren’t the swallows from the south

Surprised at these companions m the sky?
So blue is the sky.

1The Heavenly Bridge (T"ien-ch’ao) in Pckmg' is a historic playground

xl\:'lc;crc temples, bazaars, and vaudewlle are available to poor and rich alile —
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Looking at it who would not indulge in daydreams.

But what does one dream about, and how would he tell it?
“Where are you going, where do you want to go?”

Ah, blue sky, blue sky, are you calling people

To go beyond the heavens?

The child knows what heaven is,

And what a bridge looks like,

Only he has never seen a Heavenly Bridge.
“The colorful arc on a ramny day 1s a road to heaven,”

(So he has heard people say).

Isn’t the Heavenly Bnidge a rainbow on a sunny day?

Let’s go to the Heavenly Bndge, let’s go

Don’t laugh at the child, you, blue sky outside the car window.
The child is smiling at you now.

Pigeons draw circles in the blue sky,

A butterfly sweeps across the window.

A yellow blossom 1n the wind.

The roadside yellow blossoms are in full bloom.
“A butterfly wants to fly into the sky . . .”

Ai, the butterfly has brought home a story:
A butterfly wants to fly mto the sky

To ask the rainbow,

Whose colors are prettier?

Ram falls and then stops,

A rambow hangs in the sky,

A butterfly wants to fly into the sky,

Up to the sky and falls, down and down.
Its wings wet mn the ran,

The butterfly falls crying in 2 muddy puddle.

Not a drop of ram,

Ting-tang, ting-tang,

Let’s go to the Heavenly Bridge—it’s over there!
The pushing and the crowding.

Why does daddy keep on smoking?

The talking and the chatting,

Why does daddy keep on smoking?
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“The weather is too good, too good.

There really must be some rain, some rain.”
“Ird be nice to have some rain, to stay home

To watch the rain patter on apricot blossoms.”

(Yes, 1t'd be mice to have even a spell of heavy rain,
Let a sky full of dark cloud cover the blue,

Let an oilpaper umbrella cover the gazing eyes,

Let a row of rain water dripping from the eaves serve as a peartl

screen

To cut off the courtyard full of spring.

No one would have to say,
“Such good weather, such good weather,

Where are we going, where shall we go?”)

Ting-tang, ting-tang,

Red walls, green trees, and again green trees, red walls.
Good-by, good-by,

Big stores, small shops, and again small shops, big stores . . .
“We are about there.”

The heart of the child throbs, throbs,

Isn’t this a dream?

Wedged in the crowd,

Daddy says, “Look, son,

This is the Heavenly Bridge.”

Yes, this is the Heavenly Bridge.

Here everyone carries a smule.

(A forced smile? Who knows?)

Somewhere someone pretends to laugh, then pretends to cry,

Begging for a meal from the old and the young.

He yells, his voice hoarse, and his waist bent like a bow.

Lying on the ground? Who cares about the black dirt on the

ground.

A pair of feet presses upon another pair,

The child 15 losing his torn shoes.

Yellgw faces, dirty faces, bubbles on a dead sea,

Surging and surging, even a strong wind cannot blow them out of
’ the Heavenly Bridge.

Let's go to the Heavenly Bridge, but where is it?

The child wants to ask, but look,
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Daddy is again gazing at the blue sky, lost in thought.
Let’s go to the Heavenly Budge, let’s go.

Where is 1t?

Where? Where is the Heavenly Bndge?

There isn’t any, there 1sn’t any heavenly bridge.
Here there is no kite flying,

No pigeon’s whistle to be heard.

Only an eagle circles round and round in the sky,
Circling wvp, cirching up

Higher and higher,

The eagle 1s almost beyond the sky.

“Isn’t the Heavenly Bridge in heaven?
Isn't it there?”

Such a blue sky, why

Are you making ramn m the child’s eyes?

1
The Han Garden, 103-12

A DEAD TURK

Was he Englsh, or French?

Some said he was a Turk.

Anyway, he was a foreigner

Ending his journey

In this willage.

Here

No one hears any chanting from a church,
Or any prayer;

Only several calls of a rooster at noon,
Those several sad reports,

Announced the departure of this man.
Was 1t cholera, or scarlet fever?

‘Who knows?

Some said his was homesickness.

But people here don’t understand
What homesickness is.

They proceed from homes to the fields,
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And from fields

To therr homes,

Walking back and forth

For ten generations, a hundred generations,

While the roadside weeds tum yellow and green again.

Migrant birds come and go.

They are familiar with all these

And they know

Whose dog it is that barks like a wail,

Or the old man of which famuly

Has lost several teeth . . .

They never paid attention

To why there are people leaving their hometown
To travel here and there

Like tumbleweeds m autumn wind

Like homeless souls,

Like this Turk,

Now, the Turk

Is lymg down on an earthen kang in a small inn,
His face covered

By perpetual peace.

In peace perhaps

He 15 listening to people talk—

They don’t know how

To dispose of this strange person:

“Throw him into a mountain creek?”
Someone asked.

Another wanted to drop him in the river,
Letting him follow the water away

And leave nothing behind, not even a trace.
Yet a third one said, “He too is a man,

He too has a soul,

Only when the dead are in peace

Can the living live on undisturbed.”

They are, then, to bury the Turk in earth,
In a pauper’s graveyard where

There are graves of orphans and widows,
That have been reduced to handfuls of dirt,

Where the bleached bones of beggars and night prowlers

195
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Are gleaming under the weeds dark green,

Where thosc having sold all they had

And having been drunkards and gamblers over half of their hves

Also go to stay.

To this home for all homeless souls

They now are sending that Turk,

He,

A lonely traveler

From the shores of the Black Sca,

Had once drcamed of strange lands

And their beautiful sights,

He also had heard fairy tales of the Orient,

About someone summonmg the wind and the rain,

About an old fox cxplaining sutras and parables at midnight.

There were also in the Onent women with bound feet,

Their shoes resembling tiny bridges,

And people said of them, cach step a water hly.

There were the blue sky and yellow sca of the Ieavenly
Kingdom,

Limitless huge plains,

And golden dust . . .

But did he cver drcam

Of occupymg a plot of the Oriental carth,

Together with these lost Onental souls,

Lymng down,

And of letting the warm East wind blow

And cold ramns drench

The mound of weedy dirt that covers pleasant dreams?

Perhaps

Perhaps he still thinks of Istanbul,

Of the Turkish praide,

And of the cattle and sheep over there.

Now only the hard-working farmers here

Will walk from their homes to the ficlds

And again from the ficlds

Back to their homes.

Smoking their long prpes

And cloaked in the morning sun and the afterglow,

They'll pass by
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Time and time again. .

Perhaps by chance they’ll mention: .

On a certain day 1n a certain month of a certain year,
There was such and such a human bemng. . . .

1934
The Han Garden, 94-102

THAT CITY

That city—

Do you still remember that city?

I'm afraid you will only say, “No.”

Like a mght breeze

Gently blowing a tormn window curtain,
Perhaps you have really forgotten 1it,

Like forgetting an old acquantance who is far away,
Or things bygone.

But I'm a historian

Always fond of turning

The old leaves of thick volumes

To search

And to point out some old traces.

So agam I found,

When the trees are bare and the leaves

Are dnfting in the wind,

I found again

That cty:

Several patches of smoke hover over the city
Like clouds in a dream.

About the stone walls tinted with lichen,
Someone has said,
“A ram on Ts'ang-chou turns all green.”

The city is old,

Old and small,

The watchtower on the city wall, out of repair, fallen,
Yields to the owls

To make their nests,

And lughlights the late autumn setting sun.

. The streets are crooked and broken,

—r
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With few pedestrians

Very little noise,

And almost no carts or horses.

On a street, so desolate,

O, no, it was somewhere in this old aty,
We met, by accident,

And we became acquainted.

Without any design,

We parted.

It was long, long ago,

And far, far away.

Where did you go?

In which aty did you land?

You said “I'm going to sail the high seas.”
I too have sailed the high seas.

There, for directions,

I had to rely on the waves.

Yes, you also said,
“I wish you'd go to the end of the world,”

But where is the end of the world?

Even riding on the gusty wind of late autumn
It would still be, I'm afraid,

Difficult to find a trace of you.

Yet, my thoughts always retumn

To that city

And the sunny sky

And rainy sky over that city,

And the oilpaper umbrella

We shared

Over the muddy road in the rain.

There were also the pine forest beyond the city wall,
The chatter and laughter under the foliage,
The creck and the grass near 1it,

And the startled chirping insects in the grass . . .
In autumn

On a cloudy day

Or in the evening

Suddenly I would think of all these.

Yes, every thing is an accident,

What 15 not accidental?
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You watch a frozen cicada

Fall to the ground,

Or a yellow leaf

Leave the branch,

Or a stranger happening to be on the same road,
Walk away and disappear

In an unknown strange land.

A small plot of land, and over it a patch of grass
Make a secluded abode for someone.

All these must be accidental.

Thus, quite without any design

Everything ends

And falls into silence.

Only I am shll thinking:

When shall T again return to that city?

When shall T again return to that city?

1934
The Han Garden, 86—93



Ho Ch'i-fang (1ou1- )

A VERY THOROUGH traditional training prepared Ho Ch’ifang in
the Chinese classics, volume after volume of which he could
recite By the age of fifteen he had completed that stage of his
education and enrolled 1n one of the modern schools in Chengtu,
Szechwan Province. Durning the next five years he witnessed the
dramatic disintegration of the old Chinese family under the impact
of foreign ideas that generated an upsurge of disrupting social
forces The students read in the budding new publications about
Darwin, Kropotkin, Amencan democracy, and Marx. They re-
sponded to the call to action issued by their fellow students in
Peking and Shanghai. Chengtu saw some of the dark days when
local warlords resorted to drastic measures to get nd of the leftists.
A wave of suppression, including murder, forced many young men
to flee. Ho Ch’r-fang was not among the threatened, but he saw
enough to plant in him a seed of rebellion and a skepticism
about the value of the old hentage, including the literary hentage
of which he had had an ample feast.

In 1931 he left Chengtu to study philosophy at the University
of Peking. By that time he had already started wnting poetry. His
excellent hiterary discipline gave him a superb control of the lan-
guage. But it was his youthful longing for lasting love and beauty
that permeated his verses. They are exquisite, if a bit thin, as he
himself later admitted. “Prophecy,” one of his earliest poems, gives
full evidence of a thorough blending of his sensitive appreciation
of nature and his baptism 1n nineteenth century Western romanti-
cism. He became a close friend of Pien Chih-in and Li Kuang-
t1en with whom he published a joint anthology 1n 1936 entitled
The Han Garden—the name of the street where the University of
Peking was located. At the time the three of them had much
common in their styles of wnting. In the same year Ho also
p1‘1bhshed Sketches of Dreams, a collection of prose which won
him a hterary prize. Poetic prose was then 1n fashion.
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Shortly afterwards the war drove him back to Szechwan, but
soon he left again to go to Yenan, then used by the Communists
as their headquarters. There he taught hiterature m the Lu Hsun
Institute of Arts and became part of the inner cicle of the leftist
hiterary movement. He studied Marxist theories about society anfl
literature and decided that he must cease wnting about his
personal dreams and fancies that he felt were of no value to
anyone. He admitted n 1937:

I loved those clouds, those feeting clouds . . .

I considered myself the stranger from a faraway
place

Who, in Baudelaire’s prose poem,

Cocks his head and sadly gazes at the sky.

But as he traveled and saw the endless tragedy that engulfed the
cties as well as the countryside, he made up his mind:

From now on I shall talk noisily.

I'd rather have only a straw-thatched roof.
No longer shall I Jove the clouds, the moon,
Or the innumerable stars.

He resolutely parted with poetry and went to the battlefield to
expenence life. He hoped to report on the drama of life and
blood. He expected to view resounding victories and the shining
smile of the war victim who opened his arms to greet the hiberating
army of his own country. But he was disillusioned. The might
marches were endless, for weeks at a stretch; yet, he never actually
saw the enemy. He heard the enemy, certainly, as whisthng bullets
drove him to take cover. His untrained body soon gave out. In
nine months he managed to write only one report. The poet was
heading toward a painful awakening to the ugly realities of life,
and he confessed: “It is not easy to write reportonal pieces. It
requires the writer to penetrate deeply the life of his objects. This
[experience of mine] also proves that it is not easy to penetrate
the collective life of the workers, peasants, and soldiers, on the
front hine and in the countryside.”

He went back to teaching in Szechwan. In the evenings after
work, he would jot down the impressions he had gathered 1n his
northern trip and war experience. He returned to poetry, writing
more freely than before. He tried to let the characters he had
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encountered on the front line and in the villages do their own
talking and tell their own stones. He justified Ius retun to poetry
by the thought that s own conflict between a lingering fecling
for the old and a realization that new things and ideas must be
grasped, was worth recording. His Nocturndl Songs (first published
in 1945) was completed 1n these years.

Yet even before he presented Nocturnal Songs to the reader he
had begun to feel a sense of gwlt. And he himself criticized the
collection “At a tme like this, in a country like this, how
httle mdeed of the things that have happened, the suffenng,
awakening, and struggling of the people and the heroic deeds they
accomphshed, has been preserved 1 my poetry. This is a world of
tumultuous action, yet in it my songs appear so feeble, so out of
tune.” He felt gulty because in his Nocturnal Songs he had
written at least once:

Life 15 so banal
And so full of cruelty.

In 1942 he had once again left poetry and tried to be an integral
part of the events and characters he wished to portray. He had also
begun to reappraise his style and language, which he now believed
were too “Europeanized” and remote from the reading masses.
He went north to study and to collect folk songs. One collection
of Northem Shensi folk songs that he edited appeared n 1951.

But when he returned to poetry again in the mid-1gsos, Ho
Ch'i-fang still retained s refined literary language. His study of
the folk songs left no marked effect on his style.

PROPHECY

It has finally arrived—that heart-throbbing day.

The sound of your footsteps, like the sighs of the night,

I can hear clearly. They are not leaves whispenng n the winds
Nor the fawns darting across a lichened pass.

Tell me, tell me in your singing voice of a silver bell,

Are you not the youthful god I heard about in a prophecy?
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You must have come from the warm and exuberant south,

Tell me about the sun there, and the moonlight,

Tell me how the spung air blows open the hundreds of flowers,
And how the swallow lovingly clings to the willow twigs.

I shall close my eyes to sleep in your dreamy songs—

Such comfort I seem to remember, and yet seem to have forgotten.

Stop please, pause in the middle of your long journey
To come in. Here is a tiger-skin rug for you to sit on.
Let me hight up every leaf I have gathered 1 autumn,
Listen to me singing my own song.

Like the flame, my song will dip and rise in turn, again
Like the flame, will tell the story of the fallen leaves.

Don’t go forward, the forest ahead is boundless,

The trunks of old trees show stripes and spots of the animals.
The serpentine vines mtertwine, half dead and half hiving,
Not a single star can fall through the dense foliage above.
You won't dare to put your foot down a second time, when you
Have heard the empty and lonely echo of your first step.

Must you go? Then, let me go with you.

My feet know every safe trail there is.

I shall sing my songs without stop,

And offer you the comfort of my hand,

When the thick darkness of the night separates us,
You may fix your eyes on mine.

You pay no heed to my excited songs,

Your footsteps halt not for a moment at my trembling sclf.
Like a breeze, soft and serene, passing through the dusk . . .
It vanishes, and vanished are your proud footsteps.

Ah, have you really silently come, as in the prophecy,

And silently gone, my youthful god?

Autumn 1931
The Han Garden, 47
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THINKING OF A FRIEND AT YEAR'S END

When a dried pine cone falls,

And the wings of low-flying birds rustle by
You pause in your solitary stroll in the woods;
‘When fish go hiding and the water is chilly
And your lonely fishing line floats m the pond,
When winter's white frost seals your window,
Hiding yourself m a long spell of illness

Do you still think of your house in the north?

In the old rattan chair in the comer,

In the shadow of the wall,

Stayed much of my unhappiness;

Often I had much unhappmess, but

Often yours was a congenial silence.

Often in the folds of the old cold cotton window curtain
There were lizards jerking their gray legs.

In the courtyard outside

The sound of a woodpecker, hollow and tremulous
Dupped from among the fine leaves of the elm tree.
You asked me 1f I hiked that sound.

If then were now, I would surely say I like it.

In the west wind a train of camels in their new coats
Laft their heavy hoofs

And let them down again, gently.
There is already a thin layer of ice in the street.

December 7, 1931
The Han Garden, 29-31

AUTUMN

Shaking down the pearls of dew that cloak an early morning,
The sound of a woodsman’s ax drifts from a sequestered vale.
As sicKles, saturated with the scent of new rice, are laid aside,
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And bamboo baskets marched off to carry home fat pumpkins from
the vine,
Autumn rests on the farm.

Casting a round net in the chilly fog over the river,

To bring in the shadows of black leaves like blue flonndars,

Wiule the mat canopy of the boat bears a layer of hoaifiost,
The boatman gently paddles his small oar, homewaird-bound.
Autumn plays on a fishing vessel.

The grassy wilderness gets more desolate and broader with the
crickets’ chirping.

The water in the creck becomes more crystalline as it stoops {o
bare the rocks.

Where did they go, the notes of a flute that nsed to ride on a
buffalo’s back,

And the flute’s holes whenee the fragrance and warmth of a
summer mght used to flow?

Autumn dozes in the eyes of a shepherdess.

Pehing, between 1931 and 1933
The Prophecy, 19-zo0

A WREATH
Lam oN A Lirrre Grave

Most fragrant is the blossom that blooms and fades in an
unvisited valley.

Most ghttering arc the moming dewdrops that no one remembers.

I say, you are fortunale, my little Ling-ling,

Because clearest 1s the tiny creek that has never reflected
anyone’s shadow.

You have dreamed of green vines crawling in your window,

As small golden flowers fcIl on your hair.

You have been touched by the tales told by the rain on the caves,
And you loved solitude, and the solitary light of the stars.
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Yours were a young gul’s tears, those shining pearls,

Which often let flow an unnamed sorrow.

You had your days so beautiful that they made you sad, .
Yours was an untimely departure that is even more beautiful.

Pcking, between 1931 and 1933
The Prophecy, 21-22

UNDER THE MOON

Tonight there will surely be a silvery dream,
Like a white dove spreading its bathed wings,
Like a white lotus petal fallen from its watery shadow,
Like the sound of autumn flowing from glassy wu-t'ung leaves
To frost-coated tiles on the roof.
But, Mei-mei, are there also silvery npples of moonlight
over your place?
Even if there are, perhaps they have jelled into a transparent
cold.
Can a dream, 2 boat with winds astemn,
Sail into a frozen night?

Peking, between 1931 and 1933
The Prophecy, 28

WRITTEN IN SICKNESS

The water in the lake this moment
Must be churning black waves,

As the wind sweeps over the gray

And yellow tiles on ro0fs,

And the sand and dust whitl in the street
Like wheels. Faraway in the country

A mule cart halts en route

No houses 1 sight . . .

The four walls make me feel lonely.
Today the walls are even thicker

In the waves of wind, and the waves of sand.
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Tonight the northern wind roaring hike ocean surf
Shakes my little

Boatlike hut. My companion in solitude,

Are you tired of this long, long journey?

We are going to the tropics

Where we shall all turn into plants.

You'll be a vine, evergreen,

And T’ll stand, a huge linden tree.

At dusk T gently turn on
My light, open my book,
And open that jeweled box, my memory.

Peking, between 1933 and 1935
The Prophecy, 53-55

THE NIGHT SCENE (I)

The town roar subsides,

Like the tide retreating from a sandy shore.
Under every gray roof

There are souls peacefully asleep.

The last old horse cart passes by.

Beyond the palace gate, some laborers

Sleep with their heads pillowed on cool stone slabs.

One wakes at midmight to kick his companion,

Saying that he heard someone cry

Fitfully, now far, now near,

In the abandoned palace behind many locked doors,

And on the sentry box above the city wall where crows are
perching.

The companion’s reply is even more weird:

One evening ‘

Someone saw tears in the eyes of the stone lion . . .

Receding afar with soft sighs
The night breeze sways the withered weeds on the city wall.

Peking, between 1933 and 1935
! The Prophecy, 56-57
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GET DRUNK
To Traose Wano Smve Evir So GENTLY

Get drunk, get drunk,
Those truly drunk are lucky
For paradise belongs to them.

If alcohol, books,

And lips that dop honey . . .

If none of these can cover up man’s suffering,

If you proceed from bemng dead drunk to half sober
To fully awake finally,

Wouldn't you keep your hat cocked and

Your eyes half closed,

To act shghtly intoxicated throughout your hife?

The flies shivering 1n the cold wind

Flutter their wings before the paper window pane,
Dreaming of dead bodies,

Of watermelon nnds 1n high summer,

And of a dreamless void.

In the epilogue of my ridicule
I hear my own shame:

“You too are only buzzing and buzzing
Like a fly.”

If T were a fly,
I'd await the sound of a fly swatter
Smashing on my head.

Laryang, Shantung Province, 1936-37
The Prophecy, 85-87
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NOCTURNAL SONG (IV)

I must get up, to go among the children,

I must live with them.

I'll teach them to read

And tell them simple but touching stories.

I'll also tell them how important 1t 1s to be clean
And frequently wash their hands for them.

I must play with them, together,
“Are you ready?”
“Ready.”

Because of my loud reply

They will easily find me behind the door
Or behind the curtain.

And since I'm squatting

They can easily, laughing,

Throw their arms around my neck.

I'll talk to them about this and that,
Letting them dig to the bottom

Of everything,

I'll tell them all I know.

If T can’t answer,

I'll say honestly, “I don’t know either.”

I must succeed in not getting angry with them,
When they are too naughty,

When they get into a little mischief,

Or take advantage of weaker little friends,

Or kill a small bixd,

I must kindly and patiently explain to them what's right.

I must get up to go among the workers;
I must Tive with them.

I'll want them to tell me the stories of their lives.
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If he is a child laborer

He will tell me that he went to work in a factory when very little.
Because he worked too long every day

He often dozed off near the machines.

He once saw a child, smaller than he was,

Dragged away by a belt on the machine during his sleep,

And the machimne, madly turning,

Swallowed him all of a sudden;

Even his bones were chewed to bits.

If she is a woman laborer,

She will tell me that the first day of her work in a factory

The long hours of standing made her legs sore, her back ache,
and the soles of her feet swollen.

She could steal only a short rest in the washroom.

And m that small, bad-smelling room with only one tiny window

Already were crowded many women workers like her, sitting or
asleep.

Someone would say, “Let’s hurry back,

The foreman is coming to check on us in a moment.”

She will tell me:

One pregnant woman

One night suddenly stopped in the midst of her work

And slumping on the floor she cried.

They arranged a leave to let her go home,

On the way she could not walk any farther and she lay down.

The night was quiet, only the frogs were croaking,
She sat up and her child was bom,

Other workers will tell me other stories.

I'll say, “Comrades, I've never taken part in any struggle,
I'm ashamed.”

I must go down to the river alone,
I'll sit on a rock

To lsten to the waterfowl sing so happily,
And to reflect on myself.
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I'm already a man,

I have many duties.

And yet I'm still ke a boy of nineteen
So in need of affection.

I give so little
And I receive even less.

I know that when I put 1t this way
And calculate this way,

IP's shameful,

But I eventually said it aloud to myself.
It helps.

I must get up,
But I'm not gomg anywhere.

I must get up to hght my lamp,
To sit before the table

To read the papers of my comrades
And reply to their letters,

And read,

Or plan tomorrow’s work.

In all,

I must do all I should do.

June 20, 1940
Nocturnal Songs, 50~58

I SEEM TO HEAR THE ROAR OF THE WAVES
To e Froop FicurER OF HANKOW

I seem to hear the roar of the waves,

Hear their heads, long and disheveled hair streaming,
Smash against the dike, again and again,

Letting out angry howls of unhappy wild brutes.

I seem to hear violent storms

Thundering above, but your running,

Your hearty singing while battling the flood,

Rings louder and more sonorous than thunder claps.
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I seem to be standing in the river with you,
Completely forgetting cold and danger,

I hook my arm with yours

Bracing the dike with our bodies.

The flood beyond the dike intends to destroy all.
Behind the dike the mice plants grow so green.
They nse and nse, so full of confidence,

Smiling a smile that forecasts a bumper crop.

The flood water beyond the dike measures above the roof,
Behind the dike wild roses bloom on the roadside.

Blue smoke dnfts from the chimneys of the factories
That have exceeded the planned produchion quota.

The flood beyond the dike mses higher every day.

But “The Ox-herd and the Weaving Maid” goes on n the theater.
In the hospital babies are born, joyfully

Greeting the bnght sunshine with their lusty cries.

Every day we spread out the newspaper

To breathe m excitement together with you,
And then to sweat with you, side by side,
To cheer in unison our daily victory.

What miracle is there that we cannot create?
Which enemy is there whom we cannot defeat?
Ah, flood, don’t dream of msing

Higher and faster than the dike we build.

Now that the flood bows before us,

Like some of those stubborn people who,
Having received a heavy blow from us,

Just begin to rub their eyes with their hands.

Look, what a great change
Has already occurred on our Chinese soil;
Look, how we six hundred million people
So closely share our hardships and our fortunel
September 3, 1954
Selected Poems of 1953 g~1955 12, 309-11
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BespEcTACLED AND with her hair in two long pigtails, Cheng Min
quetly walked about the campus of the National Southwest
Associate University in Kunming in 1942. It was a time and place
for the leading poets to gather and keep alwe the spark of literary
creativity under wartime pressures Feng Chih, Pien Chih-lin, Wen
Ito, and Li Kuangt'ien all were there; they sponsored gatherings
and discussions and were the inspiration and sustaining force of
many young writers. But Cheng Min seldom took part n these
activities. She had a beautiful voice. She liked to sing, but she
liked even more to read books in her field—philosophy.

She wrote quietly and published very little in those days, but
every poem that appeared in print brought a breath of fresh air to
the reader. In her verses the reader can see the sensitive and often
troubled heart that lies beneath her calm and gentle exterior.

Her style 1s elegant and polished. It combines something of
Feng Chih and something of Pien Chihlin, parhcularly their
poems of the late 1930s.

She has not published much since her 1949 volume which
collected about sixty of her poems written between 1942 and 1947.
In the early 19505 she studied English literature at Brown Univer-
sity in Providence, Rhode Island, and returned to mamland China

n 195g.

LONELINESS

Is this small palm tree

Standing, all year round,

Here, in front of my door?

It seems that I have just returned from a noisy party
As the twilight at dusk

Reveals the tree standing alone
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In the green of the moss.

Suddenly I fall back into the world

Into the innermost heart of the tree.
Here I feel it

Quietly encirchng me, all round,

Like a pond sinking down, down . . .
My eyes, 1t seems,

Are opened 1 a youthful night

To see all things

In their most secret conditions.

My ears

Are awakened

To all m the closing of the day,

All saying their say.

I, alone, face the world,

All alone.

When darkness is about to swallow the day,
I sit at the door.

In the sky outside

Hovers

That vanishing laughter.

At a distance

There 15 someone strolling on the riverside
And T see

The swallow pecking at the bosom of the water,
And the trees 1n early spring

Spreading their canopy over the river.

Think of the two rocks m the sea,

Some say, they are not lonely;

They bask together n the sun,

Together they splash the white sprays,

And together they stand vigil over the silence of the sea.
To me they are only

Two mmmaobie trees

Planted m the garden.

Their arms seize one another,

And their hair intertwines,

But they are no more than two panes
In a window
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Forever keeping their separate posts.

Ah, with what thirst do men

Yeamn for life in perfect union.

If only within this body there is the body of another,
And within this soul there is another soul.

Where in this world is there a dream

That someone shares with us?

We climb together the snow-capped mountains,
We walk together by the slow-flowing river.

But can man embody in himself,

Others, his fnends, even his sweetheart,

Even the one whom a pledge has bound to him,
To remain with him

To listen to the words that life speaks to him, alone,
To see the picture that life shows to him, alone,
To feel the fear, the pain, the hope, and the joy
That his own heart feels, alone?

Many are the starlights, and shadows

In my heart;

No one can see them.

When I take a walk with my love,

I see many demons and angels,

I smell the smell of the first breath of spring,

I see a flying patch of rainy cloud.

Now I hear the delight of the oriole

And now the cuckoo reporting weather.

But, because man always

Separately lives his own life,

They always remind me

Of the rocks one by one

And of the trees, one by one,

And of the dream that can never be shared.

Why do I often long

To cling to a huge tree trunk, like a vine?
Why do I often feel

I am being pushed into a crowd of strangers?
And often I pray:

Come, stay together with me,
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Not just to play,

Nor just to work,

But didn’t you say you have also seen

That storm rapidly gathering in my heart?
‘When loneliness edges close to me

And the world so rudely, coldly,

Walks straight mnto my bosom,

I can only watch that full cypress tree, in silence,
Wondenng 1if 1t would open up 1ts round body,
Open up that perfect world,

And let me hide myself there?

One day, just as I feel

Loneliness gnawmg my heart like a snake
Suddenly 1 realize:

I am together

With a most loyal companion

When the entire world tums 1its face away

And the whole of mankind heeds not my greeting,
It perpetually chings to my heart

To let me watch every part of the world

From under a ray of quet hght.

It lets me have a pair of eyes in the air

To see myself sitting 1 the room:

To see his (my) feelings, and his (my) thoughts.
When I was a clild playing with toys,

When I was young and 1 love,

I was perpetually lonely.

We have walked many mules together

Until finally we see
“Death” n eveming twihght

Draped m 1ts long, long, robe.

Ah, please remove your strange, longing gaze
From the trees and the rocks

They are all deaf, mute, and senseless.

I think of people seeking a “pious” last rest
From the ordeal of fire,

From the gnawing of lonehness.

I, too, shall seek the most solemn meaning of life
For it men struggle, ceaselessly,
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Whether 1 the violence of a winter storm
Or on angry waves, they struggle.

Come, my tears

And my pamned heart,

I like to know that my loneliness is here
Tearing and pressing my heart.

Into 1its infinity I throw

All feelings—petty, laughable, and ignoble—
Of mankind,

And then I see

Lafe 15 but a nver rolling on and on.

Kunming, 1944
The Poems, 44~55%

THE RICKSHA PULLER

In motion, perpetually in motion, are his legs

Running m this world of suffening, like the everflowing water.

He strikes a stance beyond suffering, hus sense of pamn has long
fallen asleep.

Despite the passage of time, he still can hold himself erect

As a perfect embodiment of the patience of this ancient land.

Who is racing with um?

Death, death wants to embrace

‘This Marathon runner racing with life.

If he loses, death will seize him;

If he wins, no triumphal march will be heard.

A breeze stirs on the sea, saymng

This is a shameful strange sight;

It must be erased by the ingenuity of man.

Thus, the strength of man’s body, an ancient glory,
Has been turned into a modern disgrace.

The storms mn the sky, the rugged roads on earth,

The direction of departure 1n the morning, the route of return
at mght

All lie beyond his prediction, his design.
His answer 1s only an unbreakable silence.
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The wishes of the people on the road drive him,
His own wishes are tossed on the roadside.
An ammless man lives to fulfill the wishes of others.

Every time he stops,

Still panting, he stretches out his dirty hands.

(Please reflect, reflect, I beg of you:

Beneath this dirty skin flows clean blood

While mn those clean fingers flows dirty blood.

Which 1s our shame:

The duirty blood, or the dirty hands?)

With his worn feet he opens up for you

The roads leading to innumerable different destinations.

(After having your innumerable purposes fulfilled, would you also
Think of a way out for his purpose that has lain long smothered?)

It’s not that there is no way, there 15 a way,

And it has become the prayer of all men;

It 15 waiting 1n the dim distance

For all our hands, all our feet

Both the hungry and the well-fed, to remove

The spreading weeds, and to tread out a smooth road.
In motion, forever mn motion are his legs

Running along a road that begins and ends with life.

In the wind of winter, the rain of hunger, and the thunder
and lightning of death,
Moving, forever moving are hus legs.

The Poems, 142—46

THE HORSE

What a magmficent form, standing still
In the wilderness of wind and tall grass.
It packs the force of a running charge

That defies the height and distance of the firmament above.

Once it was determined like an arrow,

Its mane trailing, 1ts front hoofs thrown skyward,
It darted forward like water from a broken dike.
But in this rugged world
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Heroes are still only shining dreams,

Heroes are still ideals, too glanng to behold.

Now the road, endless, stretches out from under its feet.
During the day it treads the mountarn trails, feeding on desolation,
And at mght 1t is driven into the narrowness of the ity streets.

Perhaps it knows that the man holding a whip behind
Is beaning even more merciless whippings m his life.
So 1t stiffens its neck muscles, without a groan,
Moving ahead 1n silence, bearing 1ts heavy load.

The form gradually loses its former magnificence.

Its elegance is worn away day by day.

Perhaps one morning it will collapse on the roadside
Abandoning its burden and its pathetic compamon.

In that remaining frame

Never again will be found a trace of the heroic.

The hero of the past has already turned imto a saint

Upon the completion of its journey over the rugged roads
of the world.

The Poems, 149~51

A GLANCE
Remsranot’s “Young Gmi ar aN Open Harr Door”

Exquisite are the shoulders receding into the shadow,
And the bosom, locked np, nch as a fruit-laden orchard.
The shining face, like the flush of dream,

Echoes the hands resting on the half door, so slender.

The river of time carries away another leaf from the tree of
calendar,

Her half-closed eyes, like a riddle, speak of a blurred
silence,

In the limited life the unchanging hurried pace is still
too hurried,

She casts, in a casual evening, a lasting glance at the ever
changing world.

The Poems, 154~55
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I SING OFF LIENTA?

You were bomn in the depth of suffering, but that time
We nursed a hope. Rughtcousness filled your bosom

As you departed 1 the midst of wild cheers, but

From that moment began more unhappiness and disaster.

Ah, the eucalyptus trees arc your youthful arms, as

They stretch toward the cloudless bluc sky.

Promising us, they seem to be, the same cloudless bright sky

In which we all like to jomn, and for which we all are willing
to dic.

All passed, time has washed away all dreams.

Lafe 1s a greedy drunkard, anxious to drain youthful joy:

There 1s never too much patience when days scem to stretch them-
sclves mto years.

We have only a tried courage to offer to the crucl jaws of history.

Pinally, like seeds bound to part with their mother plant upon
maturnty,

We were gently flung to the earth in all directions.

When every tender bud struggles to grow m the darkness,

You, Lienta, are the only sun radiating in our memory.

The Poems, 156~57

LIFE

We are cast into the long river of time
Perhaps only because of a moment of pleasure.
The Creator touches his pen Iightly on the map of life;

To the traveler 1t is already a dangerous journey over countless
nvers and halls.

1 The Chinese name for the National Southwest Associate Umiversity, the
“refugee” umversity 1 wartime Kunming —Ed.
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Begmning from their childhood when they are pushed around, men
Make progress every minute but- every progress a difficult knot.
From the solutton found each time with their tears and pain,
They bit by bit discover the awakening of their self-consciousness.

Smile, as the beating received by the organs and the flesh

Melts into blood; and in blood everyday is nurtured submission.

And one day, man wakes up to sweep submission aside, hike a huge
wave washing away the traces on sand.

Like the elm 1n early summer, ah, youth, he reaches out his happy
arms to greet hife (“Let submussion become my
special characteristic”).

Who is that perpetually silent sufferer that never blooms?
When Iife explodes its hidden crises at every step,
And hidden whitlpools moan under every body of water,
The timid have already gone down, and the brave

eventually become tired.

Buming hopes in early life, through the unending suspense

Grows the moss of doubt, and convictions

Are shaken. The four hmbs suddenly lose their strength.

Ah, ook at those indecisive ones, they are sinking below the
waves of life,

Who are they? Heroes? This torch-like light burns brightly

Once to turn the timd night into day on the battlefield, with
cheering battle drums.

The saintly are only a lighthouse fighting darkness every night all
year long

With light that hurts nobody’s eyes, but bears everybody’s
forgetfulness in a storm.

Let us talk about it:

Let us tell the story: When gentle musical accompaniment rises
Ata distance, this is a journey that has started casually

but permits no desertion,
A joumney that man—having dug from pain

his love for the Creator—has completed.
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Still he prefers to go on, for the sake of lus present
and future companions.
The Poems, 164-67

THE DROUGHT

Hot wind sweeps over the vegetable patches
“Death, death . . .” a whisper everywhere.

A farmer passes by, on Ius shoulder,

A beautiful new water wheel.

A, but 1t’s only an infant

That cannot be bom.

All the creeks and ditches are bare

Bare to their dry, cracked, mud beds.

Like the white bones of sailots lying

On the bottom of a dried sea

The barren branches stick out on trees.

A calf stands forlorn on the edge of a pond
Gazing at the people, inquiringly.

The creek passes under an arch of interwoven branches,
Passes under a low bridge, and wears the look

Of an old man living in sweet reminiscence,
But brings no sound of rippling laughter.

It passes, hike a rude transient carrymng no gifts.
All in the field 1s quiet as death.

On the abandoned land, men

Have nothing more to say to each other.

All sounds, all hopes

Have been entrusted to Heaven where

Only ceaseless hot winds race on trectops

Like so many fleeing feet.

In the hearts of men there is the fear

Of a mother, and her pan

When she hears the silent weeping of the land.

The Poems, 2022
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THE LOTUS FLOWER
On VieEwing A Pamnting BY Cuanc TA-CH'IEN

The one, with 1ts apparently unfailing cup,
Holds the joy of blooming and stands

Like a towering mountain beanng an etermty
For which man has no words.

The young leaf, in no hurry to unfold itself,

Retains a hope i 1ts untainted heart to loom up
Through the haze on water, gazing at the world

That wears, with reluctance, an old and faded costume.

But what is the real theme
Of this performance of pain? This bent
Lotus stem drooping its blossom

Toward its roots, it says nothing

Of the ravage of storms, but of the multiple life—

The solemn burden—it has received from the Creator.
The Poems, 134—35

WILD BEASTS
A Pamntmveg

Behind them, the forest desolate and immense,
Nurtures its inhabitants in its own way.

Piercing 1its gloom 1s the breathing of the winds.
No hght rends the night there. They

Bear a life, far more chilling and fearful,

That circulates m their salty and tangy blood
Through therr tough veins until their sad eyes
Mirror the loneliness of the entire wilderness.

You are ashamed of being petty and capricious
When words only betray your thoughts and knowledge only
Bnngs prejudice. It’s better to let the crude winds roar
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Everywhere and the merciless chull whip you
Until hfe’s freshness and strength
Is nstilled 1 your clumsy forms.
The Poems, 136-37

DIPPING MY FEET IN WATER

From its bosom the dense forest offers a narrow trail,
The trail leads toward, ah—here the ancient trecs circle
the pond, and the pond
Reflects a face, with a smile flowing all over it,
Like immobile flowers offering hfe to a myriad of mobile things.

Look over there, green oozes from the tender leaves
And blends back into the filtered sunhight. Dipping your fect
in water
You have merged yourself with the cool
of the woods; and in the blurred light and lines
You, young lady, are happily awaiting the other half of yourself.

He has come, a squirrel leaps over fallen leaves,
He is whisthng. Two birds chatter mtimately.
And fatigue dispels the light must 1n the forest.

You dream of your transformation into a squirrel, into a tall
free,

And again into a blade of grass, into a water pond.
Your pale feet lie asleep i water.

The Poems, 13-14

A WINTER AFTERNOON

The painter falls asleep,

Letting the long road lie, colorless.
Perhaps it is in meditation?
Dreaming of a pair of soft bare feet,
And a plaid parasol—

With its face bleached pale white—
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White willow complains in tears:

“When will there be beauty agamn

Now that the wind no longer sings of me?”
A crow perches on a boulder,

The sky droops too low.

Solitude dnps from the branches,
I pass by a sleeping beauty
Waiting for the spnng breeze.
Someone gently nudges my elbow,
And gently tugs at my sleeve.
It's a pair of tiny, tmid, hands
That seem to whisper.
“Can’t I look at her?—"
So I halt my steps to look back:
Not a single soul on the road.
A branch of white rose, lean and fragile,
Reaches over a low hedge
Still trembling by itself. . . .

The Poems, 8-10

EVENING APPOINTMENT

I don’t want to knock on the door,

The noise, 1 fear, is too rude.

There 15 a httle boat retumning,

Its oars stll,

Awaiting the evening breeze from the sea.

If you are sittmg below the window,

If you hear the quiet breathing beyond the door,
Feeling the presence of someone approaching ever so gently . . .
Toss away your cigarette,

And push open the door without making a sound,
You'll find me, waiting at your door.

The Poems, 1-2
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I strzr. remember vividly the tall, slender young man, more retiring
and quiet than most of us freshmen of the National Southwest
Associate Umiversity. He always wore an old, long black gown 1
never saw lum in a cwvilian short coat, and I still cannot imagine
how he would look in onc of them. We shared a table with
six other schoolmates in the mess hall, which was the open space
under the stage m a temple. The temple was located in a moun-
tain village, a temporary stop on the university's long southwest-
ward migration from Peking. It was 1940.

He ncver said much, and only infrequently submitted his work
to the wall-newspapers and small journals that were almost the
only means of publication in thosc days. He was polite to the
point of being a hittle shy. He was always the first to volunteer to
buy an extra dish to supplement our meager diet, even though we
were all equally poor, all subsisting on government scholarships
in the form of free room and board. We took turns buying the
extra dish to grace the table which othenwise was always meatless.
The first week he bought beansprouts fried with meat, the second
week he bought beansprouts fried with meat, the third weck he
still bought beansprouts fried with meat. The last picture of him
in my memory is his gentle, almost dehcate gast, with a bowl of
fried beansprouts balanced in front of him, sailing over the broken
stonc pavement of that narrow strect leading to our temple-
dormitory.

‘ We recognized, under the cloak of his shyness, a poctic sensitiv-
ity struggling for adequate expression. We saw him ploughing
through the Chinese classics, and then the Western classics; we
h'eard him occasionally talking to himself, working over the few
lines he Jater almost reluctantly shared with his friends. To him,
at that time, poetry was something so extremely personal that
it couk_] not be easily shared with others. He envisioned, as most of
us did in our youthful ecstasy over literature, something lofty nising
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from the untold amount of human suffering that his artist’s eyes
were witnessing. There were times when he longed for the un-
disturbed quietude of a well where his heart could retain its
“crystal completeness,” allowing only momentary interference
from the outside world. He admired the immense sea for its vary-
ing moods, but what stayed with him the most and the longest
was the perpetual silence of the sea. He even, at times, grew
impatient with all that surrounded him, just as he saw a mountain
growing weary of the mundane earth:

You pursue, therefore you grow weary, and further
you’d pursue:

You have no peach blossoms, no cattle, no smoke
tising from a kitchen chimney, or 2 homestead;

But you can look down from above, and have more
air and more rocks:

For you have to abandon what you need, and remain
forever lonesome.

The choice, as 1t turned out, was not his. He had to remain with
us until each of us was plunged further and deeper into the hves
of others, into the war.

Once having exchanged his books for a jeep and a rifle, he
sampled, for the first time in his life, the awesome feeling of trying
to sleep in the woods with only his knapsack for a pillow. He lis-
tened to the “ghost that wailed in the woods at night,” became
excited about his role as a smiper, and learned to appreciate ever
so much more than he had the life and death of a “Sandaled
Soldier.” He saw a soldier’s glory and, even more thoroughly, he
understood a soldier’s fear. There was something about a peasant,
as our poct observed, that would forever remain with him, defying
his new uniform and his new role on the unfolding stage of a
tremendous human drama.

In his poetry, he is not intense, but he can be deep His work
calls for quiet reading, even when, rarely, it deals with the roar of
cannons In his poems we find traces of Feng Chil’s short poems
and Pien Chihlin's terse, occasionally stiff lines. That bit of
awkwardness is Tike him; it seems to be the unavoidable result of
an unusual sensitivity exposing itself to the world, trading its cus-
tomary shelter in a long black gown for a soldier’s uniform.
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THE SANDALED SOLDIER

You, suffering Chinese peasants, carrying on your back a
rotten ancient tradition

Under the quickening steps of history, you succumb in
silence, you struggle;

Power of many kinds rises and disappears, nobody can tell
how Tao changes,

The different types of guns uniformly rob you of life,
Iike a tormado at night

Swooping down unexpectedly, but you could only grope your
way Iike a blind man’s bamboo cane,

Only let yourselves be kidnaped, and paraded
through the street,
Calling all this natural disaster willed by God . . .

That had to be accepted as wimter has to be accepted. Finally
a beaut:iful change armrives.

Accepting some Christian missionary’s words, you believe that you
have outlasted the days of manacles.

Stall you tread in your sandals, marching toward superior weapons,
As if walking nto a city. You fought guerrilla-style as
though you were hunting wolves,

Beanng the “Sustained War of Resistance” hke an unusually
long monsoon.

Yet you won’t boast: The awakening of a gigantic thing,

The shattening of a chain, and that the poets can now sing of
the dawning,

All depend upon you, “Sandaled Soldiers” clad in gray from
the muddy fields.

Forty Pocms, 1—2
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THE SNIPER

They cannot see me, I am safe:

Once again in solitude I have found a paradise of freedom;
They are warting, searchingly: Danger!

I am waiting to find a place of “Safety.”

This hide-and-seek game must be ended in gunshots
Instead of laughter, and nerves become their igniter;
A hittle carelessness, a lucky find, is enough

To kindle the black powder, aimed at taking a life.

But the nocturnal birds often cannot help but burst out

In a peal of weird chuckle. I grip my rifle, watching them fly

And circle; the moonlight has, for every tree,

Spread out a beautiful but dangerous round cushion of shadow.

I grip my rifle and gaze at the patterns on the cushions;
Perhaps the patterns will walk, and the shadows will strike metal.
Then I can tell the confused people who have lost their way:
“I'm here to gmde you, but I prefer sohtude more.”
Forty Poems, 10-11

THE GHOST WAILS IN THE WOODS AT NIGHT

Death is the most meaningful moment in my life,

It’s also the happiest,

For I have finally obtained my freedom.
The crimes would remain forever, but still there are chances
To declare to you in loud voice: We are friends.

The cherry blossoms are the eyes that make me sad.
Together with the white hair of Mount Fuji,
They have caused me to forget about hell.

No longer can they see me, and I can only cry;

But they continue to cheer my wife and children.
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They all want to live, awaiting humliation

To amve one day for the last judgment.

Only then can Japan expect a great rcunon.
Ah, all of you must forgive this dead man who can wail,
One day we perhaps will fnghten you.

Suddenly I begin to hke_the wailing in a quict night,
Because I need an echo, because the police
Would you not perrmt me to acquire a habit of enjoying
sohtude.
Ah, don’t come out on a moonlit night; we can bcar no more
The sighing of our dear ones on a distant shore.

Death is my last need, no other wish have I,
Although I may still wish to sce
If mankind will become wiser from now on.
But, ah, a gust of cold wind stirs, shaking the sobbing branches
and leaves
I stall cannot saunter and groan here at night, all alone.

In the Kawng River Valley, Burma, March 1945
Forty Poems, 21-23

HOMESICK

The lyrical pen of the twilight after rain

Poised on a calm river bank

The whorls on water rolled on, finally sounding a notc of my
hometown,

The quiet mountamns beyond the bridge were an intense blue.

The travelers all faced the smiling rainbow

And the road toward home; the cows and sheep shook their bells
casually,

Wading into the water. Homebound birds rose and descended,
echoing cach other’s call, while the clouds

Rejorced at a distance, then suddenly started sobbing behind
their sleeves.
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Her child m her arms, a mother watched the half-moon

Floating on the broken water margin. The hght through a little
window

Approached me from the bottom of the water, and in the hoarse
barking of a dog

Someone, with a tired smule on his face, came home.

‘Wiitten i Rangpur, India
Forty Poems, 39-40

NOT A LOVE POEM

The mountains grow somber, and trees crowd together;
The flowers and herbs lose their colors.

My dear, more than ever are your eyes black

And gleaming, quickening my pulsation.

Please, won’t you move your lips again;

I long for more dizziness: We have,

In the gyration of the earth,

Camed with us many a brilant galaxy.

Forgive me for again and again giving myself an order
And canceling the order, and again and again cursing
The shouting of the policemen on guard 1 the aty
That threatens and complams in turns.

Now, my dear, let us only soar afar,

Let us melt, let us atone

For those impatient and unlucky tears

And that shameful bit of jealousy.

Let us be Iike those two blossoms of light white clouds

That fly farther and grow lighter, finally to disappear

In the calm blue. Man can never agamn

Gossip about their romance

As untamably wild. We shall

Lean together, reminiscing of our happiness while beautiful dreams
Cuc,ulate through the silent contact;

We'll watch how the haze of the evening is quietly carried away.

Forty Poems, 4143
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THE SAD LOOK OF A SEASON

Drop after drop of desolation, ccasclessly plucking,

The bubbles under the eaves whirled and sank.

They were a mass of confused memones. the dead, the groaning,
And those who stretched themselves and yawned. Therr sad cyes
All stared at me, asking me to sigh:

To heave a sigh cold and gray as the old tin roof.

The raindrops, crowded and unruly, flowed all over the surface.
And the wind, like 1ts wintry cousin, pierced through my bones.
With 1ts needle and thread. The trees bowed their heads,

Their eyes blinking, squeezing out several tcardrops.

My heart was like the endless npples on water

That mirrored nothing, except a muddy expanse of the battlefield.

In India
Forty Poems, §4-35

THE WELL

Silence am I. Several blades of grass,
And several blossoms of foating cloud in a little sky
Are my world, harmonious and complete.

Only when you are hungry and thirsty,
Leaving warmth behind, you come to draw water from me,
Then you catch a ghmpse of your face, full of sorrow.

Yet I have to be content with bemng abandoned by warmth,
To be content with the desolate solitude. Only with sohtude
Can I perpetually mamtain a crystal completeness.

And you can only disturb my surface.
My life stems from dark layers underground.
There, and only there, I am joined to the infimte umverse.



Tu Yun-hsieh (1920- ) 233

You may use rubbish to cause my banishment,
Yet I shall accept and bear all m silence, cleansing it.
So forever I shall remain myself.

Quet, pure, simple and devout
Nerther running away, nor excited . . .
Only when a dnzzle comes I release a chuckle.
Forty Poems, 87-89

THE SEA

Because you are infinitely deep and immense
The melanchohc dark blue, a bit mysterious,
Has become your natural complexion.

As night descends, the scattered fishing lights
Vanish from the horizon: the sorrow, filling your bosom,
Condenses into loneliness, hard and black as coal.

The stars in heaven and the lighthouses on shore perhaps
Will comfort you, but you only feel this is too much ado.
Thus you tumn to lean on the beaches and sigh, still more silent.

Only the sun and the moon can make you glitter,
Can make you show your inexhaustible gold, silver, and jewels.
As hight breezes plume your pride with crested glory.

When the buffeting wind excites you,
You 1ol and roar in frenzy, waving back and forth
The white blossoms plucked from your heart.

But all these are only for an instant.
The permanent is the infimite silence
And that immense, melancholic dark blue,

Sometimes you reach into a delicate bay or lake
thire there are turf, cattle, and youthful laughter,
But it only makes you realize that this is not your world.

Forty Poems, go—g2
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A DEAD SOLDIER ABANDONED ON THE ROADSIDE

Give me a grave,

A grave like a black bun;

Even a flat one will do,

Like a small vegetable patch

Or a pile of manure.

Anything 15 fine, anything,

As long as there is a grave,

As long as I won’t be exposed,

Like a pile of buffalo bones.

Because I'm afraid of dogs

I have always been afraid of dogs.

I'm tickhish, most ticklish,

That, my mother knew very well.

I was afraid of the dog’s licking me,

It gave me goose-pimples.

And my eyes would tum red, about to cry.
I was afraid to see dogs fighting,

That noise was really too frightening,
Especially when they fought over a bone,
Their sharp white teeth were too frightening.
If one dog dragged a piece of flesh,

And another pulled a piece of bone,
‘With blood dnpping in between them, like tears,
I would vomut and faint immediately.
I'm also afraid of the wilderness,

A wildemess with only wind and grass,
With wild animals foraging everywhere.
They all are not afraid of blood,

All Jaugh so strangely,

Especially when they have drunk blood.
They gnaw on bones

With their even sharper teeth.

They are a greater threat than dogs.

I'm afraid of black birds,

As large as roosters,

‘They scare people from the treetops at night
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And their beaks are so cleverly sharp . . .
I'm afrad, I'm afraid.

The wind has run away,

The fallen leaves have also run away,

So has the dust.

The trees are struggling, shaking their heads,
And are about to run away.

Ah, give me a grave,

Just any handful of dixt,

Any handful of dust.

Forty Poems, 110-14
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Tue TME-TESTED prosodic schemes of classical Chinese poetry
have proved once more their magic and power in Wang T'ung-
chao’s works. Wang wrote m the vernacular, but lus vernacular
retains the clear metncal cadence of the seven-syllable lines 1n
China’s poetic tradition. Most of Wang's lines show a basic pattern
of three stresses, each falling within a unit of two or three syllables.
The length of the umt varies, but prncipally by doubling the
basic bisyllabic words Thus often a two-syllable utterance 1s re-
placed by a foursyllable one which maintams the same musical
pattern when read in a complete line.

Parallehsm also maintans 1ts stronghold in Wang’s poetry.
Paired 1mages appear freely and bning a sense of famiharity to a
reader versed in classical Chinese literature. Even sense mmpres-
sions are usually so arranged as to contrast (and to parallel) the
ear with the eye.

'This 15 not surprising when one realizes that Wang wrote most
of hus poems n the 19305, a time when most waters were still
trying to free themselves of the restrictive influences of the hiterary
tradition. What 1s surpnsing 15 that Wang’s work shows no sign
of the struggle between the classical language and the vernacular
he used He rode on the vehicle of musical cadence typical of the
classical language with grace and ease.

His mterest i creative writing was awakened early. While a
student at the Umwversity of China, he published two stories,
“One Leaf” and “The Evening,” m the leading literary magazine,
The Short Story Monthly, which won lim wide recogmtion He
was active in the student demonstrations m 1919 and became a
key member of the Society for Literary Studies upon its founding
n 1921 The common 1nterest of the Society was a senous effort
to reflect the reahities of hife in hterature. In his stories Wang tried
to depict hfe as realistically as he could. In his poems he tred to
present scenes and characters he encountered. His “Heard En
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Route,” for instance, written on February 23, 1925, on the train
from Tientsin to Nanking, recorded the fragments of conversation
among several soldiers then engaged in the civil war But a strong
Iyrical element continued to echo through his lmes, man’s sensi-
tive response to nature that distingmishes classical Chunese poetry.
The sea, the woods, the moring mist and evening sunset in his
poetry were living entities with which Wang felt empathic:

Light clouds chase one another, wildly,
and pine needles compete in a singing contest
in green waves,
There are lambs seeking companions, and nightingales
weaving their songs of love.
The night air enshrouds strife as well as peace,
and the blooming of spring.
All these sounds come to me from the slumbering
mountains in all directions.
(from “Night Sounds” Apml 8, 1925)

Wang often pondered on the meaning of hfe and the relation
between man and the universe, and in his poems a note of quiet
sorrow appeared because man seemed so feeble, and his hfe so
bnef when set agamnst forces greater than himself:

Is it the happenings in man’s world, such hasty
meetings and partings—“infinitely so,” can we help
but feel our hearts leap?

The traditional sentiments befitting a refined classical Chinese
poet are here, and also faint traces of the Indian writer Tagore.
When Tagore amived m Tsinan, Shantung, Wang’s native prov-
Ince, in 1923 Wang was the interpreter of his public addresses,
and he was deeply impressed by the visttor.

Wang translated into Chinese many works by Byron, Shelley,
and Keats. In 1934 he visited Shelley’s grave in Rome and wrote
a long poem in admiration of the poet’s rebellious spirit. On the
same European tour Wang put in verse his thoughts on the his-
torical pageantry of Venice, Florence, and Rome. These longer
poems show clearly his extensive exposure to European poetry;
even lus thyming schemes betray its influence. While still relying
upon the three-stress line, Wang in these poems often doubled
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the umts to make longer lines, interspersed freely with alliterative
thymes.

The six volumes of Wang’s poems were all published between
1925 and 1940, a penod of violent war and revolution. Although
Wang’s active pohtical ife scemed to have ended with the 1919
student demonstrations, the studio he occupied as a magazine
editor, and later as a college professor of lterature, was never
quiet enough for undisturbed contemplation of hife and 1ts vicis-
situdes. There was a constant stream of human cnes of pamn and
suffering, and a constant screen of gunsmoke and flames mn hus
wntings The majonty of his poems 1 the six collections deal
with the inequities of hife and the effects of the war. As the title
of one of the collections, This Age, suggests, most of his poems
attempt to mirror the time, and the laughter and tears (mostly the
latter) that mark it. His long poem of 199 hnes, “Her Lafe,”
depicts the miserable lot of a woman factory worker whose pitiable
existence 1s contrasted to the luxury and sin of a metropolis. An-
other long poem, “On A Modern Battlefield,” paints the after-
math of an open military clash with the Japanese in Shanghai.
There 15 the desperate outery of a peasant,

A year like this, a time hike this calls us
to struggle for our hves, but how?

Can we rob? Or chase? Or dig a gold mine from
underground?

Any of these will do, but the peasants who always
lose are struggling in vam.

We part, we scatter, turning into refugees begging
for food everywhere.

(from Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 58)
There is the fresh tear of a country ravaged by war,

We go on, you and I both bow our heads,
Turning to a deserted run, where the smell
of burning still lingers under the grass.
Look smoke columns nse at an angle from several
chimneys
It’s 0dd, why even the smoke looks so spiritless,
so thin

(from The Songs of the South of the Rver, 70)
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And there is, occasionally, a shout in anger:
Fightl
We must use blood to bathe the soft and
effeminate South of the River.
(from The Songs of the South of the River, 66)

These are what truly occupied the poet’s mind. Wang was not
particularly concerned with his method of expression. As he de-
clared in the prefaces to This Age (1932) and The Songs of the
South of the River (1940), he did not believe finding the best
poetic language to be of prime importance. Any language could
become good poetry if in its complex variations it was married
happily to an unfettered imagination and a “deep sympathy with
all things, sensible and insensible.” And what must a poet’s soul
be? “At a time like this, when wild tempests are pushing endless
waves, and when our lives are in deep water and hot flames . . .
what author could claim to be a ‘visiting celestial?’ . . . Our age
has no golden hue, no rosy grace, no brilliance of jade green. At a
time like this what should we sing? False praises? Pretentious eu-
logies? Feeble curses? Ecstatic songs of feigned self-satisfaction?
How indeed are we to shout aloud our true feehngs about the
timel”

Wang wrote much and saved very little because he was intensely
dissatisfied with the quality of his own work. “Poetry, even when
it 1s full of vitality,” he said in 1940, “even when it is forcefully felt,
amounts to no more than vain flowers blooming at the tip of a
pen, no more than a dose of verbal satisfaction.”

Yet Wang did not abandon literature, did not exchange his pen
for a sword. He stayed with his books, and one of the last things
he wrote shortly before his death was a poem entitled “Forty
Years Ago and Forty Years Later,” in which he praised the accom-
plishments of the new regime. Since he was a bedridden patient
in a hospital when he wrote this poem, it seems likely that he was

living up to his own conviction about not singing any “false
Ppraises.”
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A STROLL

Strolling down the path last might, I dreamed of entering a
secluded vale.

The silver-coated moonlight spread its cool brilliance.

Light haze trembled on the wings of a retumning crow.

Winding around our feet there was a splashing stream.

Strolling down the path, red candlelight flickered in my
heart.

Should I return, but the wind was chilly; should I go on,
but the frost was cold.

An arrow shot out of the depth of the night

Knocking out the feeble hght in my heart; where could I find
it agamn?

Strolling down the path, the growth and decay, the departure
and return in the world ef man . . .

Only faint footprints remained 1n the secluded vale,

How could the soul’s mirror be found in the splashing streaml!

Strollmg down the path . .. have you found the prospect of
hfe?

1925 (7)
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 7

HOW

How could I pray, meditate—under the autumn stars,

In the sound of falling leaves, in the shadow of a lamp, to
pursue the sadness of a vanishing dream?

How could I seize, gather up—that hitter,

Tiring, and weary chance meeting of life?

Let it go, for this sadness

Will disappear in the fading light of sunset;

Let 1t go, for to linger on the chance meeting

Will make you miss the late spring in the world of man.
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Blood-stained thoms lie ahead,

The road 15 full of barbed wire.

Timd, you wasted your time 1n hesitation,

One day you must steel your aching heart to go forward.

The feebly flickering light in the dusk—

The hesitation of a Iife that has Jost its way once before.
Bravely I thank the tender comfort of temptation;

Who can forever hinger on this lonely roadside?

Spning 1925
Selected Poems of Wang T'ung-chao, 12

MOON NIGHT ON THE MOUNTAIN

Look up:
The trembling shadows of pinetree spires, the
jagged mountain peaks.
Look down:
The pale glimmer of silver traces, the swaying
branches.
The quiet deserted mountain slumps into a slumber;
The white-stone bridge hes silent m an ethereal hght;
Two lean silhouettes, speechless, remain side by side.

Who can predict the parting and meeting in this floating world?

The unwerse of this quet mght, 150t 1t the flowenng of the
world of man?

A subtle fragrance of the night spreads from the woods,

Two lives are enshrouded in a white net that fills the sky.

The pale silver light; the misty dark of distant blue,

And a lone star smiling in the western sky.

It casts a mysterious ray

That penetrates and blends into a dream as evening draws close.

The land, the river, all are fleeting shadows, like ripples on
water?
How much less is this pitiable, benighted entity of minel
But there is the fragrance of soft hair in the air; and
a whisper hidden in the night breeze,
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What night is tonight? The clustening hills, the crowded
woods, the blue sky and the bright moon.
Look up:
The trembling shadows of pine tree spires, the
jagged mountain peaks.
Look down:
The pale ghmmer of silver traces, the swaying
branches.
The quiet deserted mountain slumps into a slumber;
The white-stone bridge lies silent 1 an ethereal hght;
Two lean silhouettes, speechless, remain side by side.
Apnl 1925
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung chao, 17-18

DON'T CRY, MY LITTLE ONE

Baby, don’t cry! This is not really cold weather,

It’s only the beginning of September.

Mama still wears her tattered summer gown. Look:

So bnght, and so way way up,

The fnendly Weaving Maid star is blinking and laughing
in the Milky Way.

Baby, since your daddy crossed the Yellow River, he rose high

Like a boat rising with the water. He had s fill of card games,
strong liquor, and women kidnapped from somewhere.

Not that lus heart is cruel, but he was a victim of his daredevil guts.

Who knows how many deadly games he has played?

Which man, if he is a man, has ever cast a backward glance.

“Baby, m ... m ... I haven’t had a spoonful of rice gruel
the whole day.
No wonder after nursing you cry so bitterly.
Look, those mountains and pagodas arranged in the mirror
Are all mac?e of fine flour and refined sugar—they are pastres
They are nice to look at, but not edible, not enough to cheat
your appetite.
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“Baby, who, having a miserable lot, wouldn’t want to escape
his destiny.
Who'd continue to think of him, that incorrigible criminal
with no futurel
Baby, this stone-paved street is for leather shoes to walk
on, not
For you to sleep on; if the chill hurts your little stomach,
to whom can we turn for help?
Baby, the bridge on the Yellow River . . . the murder knife! . . .
Look, the moon has risen above the roof.
Listen, a horse is neighing, and there is
the night watchman’s gong,
Whence comes this sound of drum, of trumpet?”

Summer 1925
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 21—22

BRIDGE AND WATERFALL

This stone bridge, this flying waterfall, I have seen before,
When the moon 1s serene, wind soft; when silvery dewdrops

cover the mountains; when the sound

of a bell echoes in the mght—
It is the realization of a dream where I lingered in sadness—
Without my knowing it, the fine spray has

drenched me on the bridge.

September 6, 1928
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 28

THIS AGE OF OURS

This age of ours, fire and blood bumn and bathe the corpses
of the city and countryside.

Ancient trees, felled for firewood, no longer can exhibit their
studied posture.

The bullet’s flyg scream has long conquered the peaceful
fields,

And sunk in torrential waves, blended together undulant
hatred and love.
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Under the iron hoofs, epidemic, hunger, and war—a deserved
destiny?

Honey-soft words, and full-stomached hypocrisy, are
abandoned

To worthless dust; and dust covers the tattered clothes

That Inde the ashes of the defeated, buned long ago under
vanishing footsteps.

In secluded woods an underground spring murmurs
perpetual harmony.

Beneath the graves of unknown heroes lie cities and villages
beyond the reach of force,

And the glaring ghitter reflects the visions of life, rocking

To the marching thythm of the underground sprng—a newly
created world.

The disappearing bone ashes nise from the horseshoe prints;
hight appears 1 the distance,
A bright rambow halfway in heaven rings clouds of black
vapor and white hightning.
The ray of hope is a shining candle newly lit n the storm;
This age of ours, the place burned and bathed by fire and
blood 15 the candlestand awaiting flame.
August 1929
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 30

WIND ON AN INNER-MONGOLIAN DESERT

Yellow columns roll over an immense field of sand,

Covenng and blending with the sunny sky of early spring.
The willow twigs from old faded silk paintings emerge faintly,
And 1 the vaguely defined sky metallic sounds clash.

Here there has never been an eagle’s wing, weary after a
vigorous fight,

And the shadows of a few swallows dance about at random.

Choked with the news of spnng m this Northland,

How can their frail bodies face the brunt of force!

Desolate, desolate, and the biting chill of the fierce wind,
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Force 1 sweeping movement has long banished tenderness and
subtle grace.

Even with its pitiable submission, the small blade of grass

Cannot escape this baptism of strength on the move.

Once, years ago, there were countless armored warriors here
Galloping, trampmg the land now lying still as death.
Time has destroyed the frenzied fighters,

Only the sighs of giants are heard after dusk.

The agitated calls of the chime on a deserted pagoda resound
in the thud and thumping,

Bloody battle cries mix with the soul’s response.

(The tragedy of the night is just unfolding 1 vigor and
madness)

The demons are enacting an assault and bodily battle here in the
unhmited wildemess.

Cold eyes above brute grins stare from the four darkened
walls,
Beyond the window, ocean-churning wild waves surge and wail.
The tempest devours a dnfting leaky boat,
The brutally gnnmng walls of the cabin open to tunnels of
icy winds.

The shrill of lead wires and the crushing of fallen tiles in
symphony

Sound this movement of weird music, together with chattering
birds and roanng animals.

They dart, prance, piercingly scream and fiercely rush at
each other.

This is all a lone traveler hears as he shivers in a spring night.

Time and space are filled with the movement of frenzy
and struggle
That do not permit you to tremble, alone in hiding.
This ground swell of force once again kneads everything together,
Listen, the sighing of the giants—the spouting of wild waves,
the clash of metals.
Spring 1930
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 36-37
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THE FOGHORN

Late spring on the foggy seashore,

Dark flannel wraps the tops of the buildings, high and low.

‘White dots of hght stud the night,

Silently spreading the wearmess of Lfe.

Listen, a choked moan, suddenly released, surges forth from
the waves,

Its suppressed quiver continues.

The sound of a bell at midnight makes one reminisce:

Sad 1s the sound of fallen leaves lashing at the windowpanes;

Happy songs are for the oriole in the moming sun-bathed willow
tree;

Soft tunes from a shepherd’s flute weave a cool evening.

Sorrow, love, happmess and suffering arrive through the sense of
sound,

At times they have shattered the spirit and soul of man.

But the sound of foghorn through the waves in a spnng night

Deeply stirs the soul.

Has the night sunk in the fog, or has the fog become the
mght’s overture?

There 15 still a journey for the sleepless on the inky water.

‘The lighthouse has long tumned into a distant star in fog, no
longer heeding

The bravery of those in search of their destiny.

This monster draws a deep sigh in the shadow of crazed waves,

Light may yet replace the bewildered and lost world.

Midsummer 1930
Selected Poems of Wang T’ung-chao, 38-39
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THE VISITOR

Shadow inserts itself in the windowpane whose tiny eyes stare.
Gently the sound of a violin rises in the street after dusk.
A thin layer of gray haze presses the space
around me agamst my body,
The sound of the string fades and halts, slicing the gray
must into waving strands of silk.

I have come; this is a moment for your undisturbed meditation,
Let me impose myself securely on your heart.

The gray mist hits, blends into a quiet tune on the string,
Has 1t stirred your sorrow, most deeply felt?

Infinite sorrow has lost its equilibrium,

Waiting to share the fate of fallen leaves.

In vain the shivering visitor struggles to keep his strength
As the leaves utter a groan of destruction.

Suddenly a storm, heralding autumn, sweeps over, urging
along the chill,

And reducing to light smoke all illusions and sorrows.

The time permuts you only to look and listen, in haste,

Who is to linger with you in vain, now that the dark shadow
15 gone?

Early autumn 1933
Selected Poems of Wang T'ung-chao, 49

BEAUTIFUL IS THE LAND SOUTH OF THE YANGTZE

Beautiful now is the land south of the Yangtze River:
Thousands of miles of green spread out in blood,
Flowing flames and flying bullets have destroyed dreamlike
villages,
On faces of men and women are branded
shame and hatred.

How much news of exile has been spread by the spring wind?



248 Twentieth Century Chinese Poclry

Beautiful now is the land south of the Yangtze River:
Blood, like peach blossoms, drowns the torn bodies of infants,
And rotten corpses, swollen with anger and grict, drift down
the nver.
Fire lights up red clouds, far and near,
No longer 15 the spring wind willing to transmit the soft songs
of young swallows.

Beautiful now is the land south of the Yangtze River:
Dust of close combat cverywhere fills the ar,
No floating gossamer can attach 1tsclf to onc’s heel
on a sprning outing.
My fniend, arc you still drowsy with spring fever this
long day of Apnl?
You, lying on your motherland, also have your home, your
dear ones?

Beautiful now 15 the land south of the Yangtze River-
A sign of spring, bnght as the autumn burn,! covers all
mountains,
Whose dream still lingers on the soft rivers and warm ills?
Funeral bells are nnging Ingh in the sky, sprinkling drops
of red blood
You, can you hear clearly? The sound of the bell—
Still signals the moming and dusk of the old south of the River?
Late spring 1938
The Songs of the South of the Rner, 39—40

STARS IN A MAY NIGHT

All the stars in a night of May have packed up their light
To let the storms stir up flying waves all night long.
Seize the rudder, then, and the oar, we depend on cvery arm
To break through the hot darkness

to greet the moon.

trlA cErgmon Chinese expression for the countryside under red autumn
ees —Ed.
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Hey, my fnend, are you falling back? Are you gazing at

the sky, dreaming?
Behind you rushes a stream of blood; above, thunder roars.
Where shall we dock this boat in which we share our fortune?
Exert yourselves with us, we must protect the cabmn of hfe.

My friend, really, can you not be a bit patient?

You are missing your chance to struggle; the end of the
night is shil far away.

I don’t ask you to put back mto your bosom your burning
tears,

Why begrudge them? Turn them into a fire
and hurl it in all directions.

The stars of the night of May still remain with you;

They remain to gumde that lonely boat in 1its flight.

Don’t blame heaven, nor regret the length of the summer
night.

Look, the rain of blood around you. Which drop fails to
tamnt your clothes?

June 1938
The Songs of the South of the River, 13-14

MY FRIEND, YOU MUST HAVE SMELT THIS STENCH

My friend, you must have smelled this stench on the windl
Human flesh, human tendons and bones, and human
intestines? . . .
From the rice paddies, the marshes, the northern plains
and valleys,
Spreads that luring scent, stretching across the sky.
Look, the white autumn stars ight up bloodshot eyes.
And the crazed guns, listen, are dreaming blood-thirsty
dreams.
No more pretense of half-sleep in a night like this,
So quiet, so serene, even a cncket could cry out its grievance.
The gust of stench on the wind blows not desolation, nor solitude,

Surely, you hear the groan of the wounded, and the sobbing
of women,
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But this will not shake the spinit of the brave.
You must listen and receive the message from the stench
on the wind.

It blows over, blows over ditches of blood and pockets of fire;
It blows here as we trample the devil’s footprints everywhere.
It blows over towenng peaks and narrow vales, drowning
the notes of the leaves
Fiery rockets and deafening blasts in the air, where steel
dances with steel.
Night bares herself under the wings of darkness,
We carry the word of the nighteous to all comers of the world,
And we reach out our hands, the hands that have been soiled
by the dewil’s blood.
Thank you! Immense open space above the yellow waters in
the nver, and bnght moon
Whose hight accompames us 1n our flight over the distance.
We have our mussion, and the moonhght as our witness.
We hasten to broadcast our gnevance, wrath, and boilmg blood
In the cities, n the countryside, and 1n the hearts of all men.

A country four thousand years old has a life undying;
The winding Yellow Ruver, the fertile Yangtze Ruver, so many
miles of land,
So much nches, and so many historic heroes.
Their ancestors have left clear milestones on this land,
And never have they halted 1n their march, not even in
severe storms.
As we came from the north, we saw all these milestones,
Now, the brave ones shout aloud the angry cries of an all-
consuming war.
Chinal Once agam this poignant word comes alive, throbbing,
Irresistibly plucking the chord of everyone’s
heart.
‘What matter if the devil plays tricks, what matter if we
g0 on under strain,
For this word—Chima—we have our mission.

Can you resent us, though we are a gust of stench on the wind!
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My friend, you must have smelled this stench on the wind,
You must retain firmly the message it spreads.
China—because of this word, from now on
Never will you lose your way, nerther will you
Miss the source of the stench, nor the cruelty of the dewvil.
The call of the age will not allow us to 1dle away
In dream The gleam of the sword and the shadow of fire,
those Tows of corpses
Never again will they fear the threat of sword or fire. For
the sake of China,
For China their souls rest content, forever smling.
They have accepted the mission enjoined by the stench on the
wind, and they
At the juncture of hfe and death raise a bloody red flag for
China.
My friend, when you smell the stench on the wind, take note
of the word on that flag.
1938 (?)
Selected Poems of Wang T'ung-chao, 129-31

THE BATTLE HYMN OF SHANGHAI

Who is worried about the destruction of the riverside
pleasure houses?

Who is still concerned about the “perpetual festival” here?

We struggle for life in the enemy’s rain of blood,

Struggling for life, we fight, and shout in all directions:
Hurry home, soul of our nation!

Look, a herd of ferocious animals harassed by a hunter;

Look, beacon flames covenng the daylight sky;

And a naked orphan, covering his wound with his hand,
in the street.

A falling white clond explodes into many red streams.

For living room, for expansion, so many young men are sent
to be buried in blood on the riverbank,

Expedition, conquest, depending only upon the soulless generals’
dreams; but they, too, have their widows, orphans,
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refugees and suffering—the misfortunes of the
ordmary man.
Why, oh, why? Truly these are confused accounts in
blood-soaked history.
Now, our mountams and rvers hasten the enemy’s cars and boats.
Now, we are still held under layers of chains
Even 1f we could wipe out the colors of memory, forget
the bygones,
Now—can you bear the humihation right now?

Every mght soft music floats on a spring river,
In autumn the moon shines bnght and high above the water,
A gust of fightful wind descends to stir a bloody tide
surging toward heaven,
And the soft music and bnght moon all disappear in the flight
of bullets and the flow of gun smoke.
The millions of residents here, clenching their teeth, laugh
In unison:
For final clearance of history’s bloody account, we
Patiently await our revenge, patiently await our revenge!
Pleasure and leisurely games have no claim 1 our hearts, not any
more
You and I equally taste the seventy of this age.
Listen, aren’t enemy horses whinnying north and
south of the Yangtze River?
1939 (?)
Selected Poems of Wang T'ung-chdo, 112-13



Yii Ta-fu (4895-1945)

Yu TaFu’s life was unusual. Four years of study m Japan exposed
hum to an enormous number of Western novels in translation and
cet hum on the road to a writing career. With Kuo Mo-jo he
founded the Creation Society in 1922, and dunng the next Several
years he was active in politics and had many ups and downs 1n his
personal hife. He taught for a while and edited a magazine with
Lu Hsun in 1928. During the next five or six years he was a cen-
tral figure in the leftist literary movement, traveling frequently
between Formosa and the southeastern Chinese coast where he
held a government post. Discovery of his common-law wife’s 1m-
fidelity in 1937 drove him to despair. He tred to lose himself
the South Sea Islands and spent the war years incognito. His
acquaintance with many Japanese has been a source of wild spec-
ulation as to his real activities during those years. He was secretly
put to death in Sumatra on September 17, 1945 by Japanese police.

He is best remembered as a short-story writer, but his poems
wrtten in the classical style have a place in twentieth-century
thnese poetry. He once declared that he wrote poetry merely to
give vent to hus feeling, and he could do so with very few words in
the classical style. Vernacular poetry seemed to lum too tedious for
his purpose.

TO YING-HSIA

Away from home

In a season when the plums are ripening,

A lone lamp lights the still of the night.

I still remember the days when we went out in springtime,
Rowing on the lake to the full of our hearts” desire.

Smce. our cars started toward the station of departure,
Wating poetry has become uninteresting, and dnnking a chore.
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So much boredom!

Especially now that the sail is all set to go,

And the seagoing vessel 1s beckoning.

This longing 1s already too much to bear,

Not to think

What a failure I have been.

I regret that I'm poor as Ssu-ma

And having burned myself out as Chiang Lang,
Unable to face the others as the defeated General Li Kuang.
My only comfort 15 your unwavenng devotion,
And the depth of your feeling

Is enough for me to lose myself there forever.

I must arrange for a true Itkeness of you

To be framed for me to worship.

July 3, 1927
The Poems of Yu Ta-fu, 39

IN MEMORIUM
My Son Yurs-cE'UN

How can his hittle soul enter our dream?

So many crossroads will require is guessing and hesitation.

For fear that someone might take advantage of lum 1 the other
world,

We bury him near the ancestral grave, and plant an ashplant
for him.

May 1935
The Poems of Yu Ta-fu, 25



Hsii Hsii

PropaLy THE most popular Chinese fiction writer now living in
Hong Kong, Hsi started his writing career m 1932 when he and
Lin Yutang published the magazine Lun Yu (Andlects) in Shang-
hai. The journal specialized in “light” and humorous prose. Three
years later, he and Lin developed another magazine of the same
type, Jen chien shih (The World of Man). This venture lasted
only a year, and Hsu joined Lin Yutang’s brother to produce a
third magazine Yu chou feng (The Winds of the Umwverse).
Dunng World War II, Hsd moved himself and the magazine to
Hong Kong. He has visited southwest China and spent some time
m Chungking and Kweiln,

Most readers remember him as the author of more than four-
teen novels, but he has also published several volumes of poetry.
His verse is clever and strongly influenced by Western European
lterature. Chinese readers readily identify his writing as of the
“Shanghai” style, but they have difficulty pronouncing his given

name and often make it “yu” because it 15 a very uncommon
Chinese character.

REVISITING THE SOUTH OF THE RIVER

Again early summer; again I visit the South of the River,
But from whom can I mquire about the peomes?

No plum blossoms on the Ku Hill;

The lake still stores my tears of past years.

Perhaps what is to come may yet be pursued,

Yet what has departed will never return;

L,et not my soul be drenched in misery, please,
I'd rather let my flesh commut any unforgivable sin.
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That over there is neither a man nor a ghost
Nor a statue of clay, nor a stele of stone;

It's but that my tears and blood over the years
Have reduced to ashes all my hopes and dreams,

The flowers I received have all withered,
From whom can I inquire about the peonies?
No plum blossoms on the Ku Hill,

On the lake I shed my tears of this year.

Hangchow, June 11, 1932
Collected Poems at Forty, I, 75

SECRET PRAYER

T've watched many people die
I've watched many grow old;
In the short life of man,

Are you never troubled?

All year long in the noisy city
I hear some one cry,

Should I fear the ghost’s wail
On his grave under a lonely sky?

So many weird mountains

Hide bottomless canyons;

Who said whenever the sun shines
Every place 15 highted?

You've your right to ban the crows

From chattenng to humanity;

But many owls i the might wind

Are praying secretly.
Chungking, September 25, 1942
Collected Poems at Forty, 1, 24
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THE CYCLE

I gaze at the view of the evening, pretty as a picture;
I lean on a rashng and dnnk alone.

Tipsy are the scattered stars

That I have long known.

I think of the absent that have returned,
And of the returned that are gone again,
‘While all the colorful clouds have
Broken apart one by one.

New flowers are not yet in bloom;
The old ones, already forgotten.
Who 15 there in a night like this
To remain in the garden?

Those fated to shine are about to shine,

But already faded are those fated to fade;

A mormning breeze blows away the stars,

The world swings only between light and shade.

November 20, 1947
The Cycle, 1112

UNDER THE MOON

A crowded city,

A difficult existence;
Under the pale moonlight,
Shadows and shadows!

Fitful lights,

Trembling leaves,

In the whistling sea winds,
Desolation, desolation!
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This door sighs,
That window groans,
Life full of suffering,
Awaken, awakenl

The first wave is rcceding
The second promptly arrives;
So many layers of time

So many lves.

Hong Kong, January 5, 1951
The Cycle, 25-26



Tsang K'o-chia (19102- )

A voune Man quietly chewing over his own words, forever dis-
satisfied with the fruits of his own inspiration, was Tsang K'o-chia
of Shantung Province in the early 1930s. Lafe and poetry he took
so seniously that they weighed him down and gave him excruciat-
ing pain. In one of his earhest poems he complained:

“The pain brands my heart,

Reminding me, every minute, that this is hfe.”

To tell of ife and 1ts branding force Tsang tempered his verses,
with the encouragement of Wen I-to when the latter was teaching
at Tsingtao in Shantung Tsang adopted as s motto the saymng
of Tu Fu, “If my words fall short of startling, I won’t stop even
after death.” His first book, The Brand, which shows much of his
pamnstaking hammenng, appeared in 1934.

As he admitted 1 a postscript to this volume, he had had a
pleasant childhood until the harsh reality of hife thrust bitter dis-
appomtment upon him. He dnfted to Hankow imn the late 19208
hoping to offer his life to the tevolution Later he went north
beyond the Great Wall and devoted himself to wnting He sought
to “give a forceful life to the new poetry.” He wanted to portray
the sinister look of life and society in words that could not be
altered, even by a syllable. Consequently he often spent a whole
evening working over a single hine. He worked so hard on his
poems that he ruined his health.

The themes in his early poems indicate a preoccupation with
the Japanese invasion of Manchuria and 1ts resultant exodus of
refugees. In expressing his sympathy with them, Tsang gave vent
to his anger agamst the chaotic forces that victmized so many
helpless people. A few poems suggest his longing for a dramatic
and drastic change in the lot of his fellow men, but he concewed
gle chariige too vaguely to be the herald of a revolution. In “Self-

ortrait,” a long poem published m 1936, he attempted to reflect

the background and history of the violent and troubled tmes
around 1927,
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After the outbreak of the war with Japan Tsang went to the
war zone, spent some five years with the soldiers, and traveled
from trench to trench. A wider range of characters and settings
entered his poetry. Allowing hus enthusiasm to carry him along, he
broke away from his earher habit of meticulous concern for diction,
and wrote much more freely and loosely As time went on, his
mtial wild enthusiasm was tempered by an mcreasing depth of
understanding of the people he met, and he sometimes returned
to lis ongmal practice of polhishing his lines

The end of his five years in the war area found him back in the
capital, Chungking The worsening political situation drew his
attention to the comedies and farces that highhighted the foibles of
man. He wrote a number of satirical poems, such as those collected
in The Zero Degree of Life (1947). In them, he agan shows that
he could, when he chose, free himself from his preoccupation with
excellence of texture to capture an outburst of uminhibited feeling.
His post-1949 wnting has been a serious attempt to make use of
the form and prosody inhented from folk songs, but his diction
remains more polished than that of most of his fellow poets.

LIKE A GRAIN OF SAND

Like a gran of sand, the wind carries you along,
Without your knowing where you are going.

Don’t keep thinking that you have your own strength,
Nor mention the direction you have 1 mind.

Since the sun turned red you have been following
The wind until dusk casts dark shadows around.
Now there 15 not a single star in the sky;

You may ching to the grass oot to stay stll for a while.

March 1932
The Brand, 2122
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INTERNATIONAL CEMETERY

Perhaps while living none heeded the other,

But now all have dnfted to this space.

No longer strangers, nor harbonng any dishke,

The blossoms on this grave spread over to that grave.

A tablet in front bears fine inscriptions

Pointing out the glory of a past hfe for others to see.
Little by Ittle the lichen ludes the words

But he has never had the heart to rise in protest.

Some have no more than a mound of yellow earth,
Yet insigmficance causes them no sorrow.

They seem to bury their history purposely

Just to keep themselves perpetually free.

However sweetly spring birds may sing above,

No smile will ever again appear on your face;

Nor can the crickets’ moumful chirp under the moonhght
Call forth a drop of your tears.

You have at one time lived in the world,

And have been friends, or perhaps enemies.

Now that dirt has sealed everyone’s mouth

You have to keep to yourself, even 1f you have something to say.
May 1932
The Brand, 28-30

SLEEPLESSNESS

I can’t hear any sinful noise,

Nor catch a glimpse of any hight;

My heart, dripping blood,

Shines brght m the depth of the dark shadows.
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In a stretch of indescribable sorrow—
Silent raindrops amive.

Ring upon ring of gray blossoms
Bloom toward the unlimited distance.

June 1932
The Brand, 19—20

THE BRAND

Afraid of looking back at what has passed by,
I cleverly tell myself, “Lafe 1s a he.”

The pan brands my heart,

Reminding me, every minute, that this is life.

Ceaselessly I feel this brand,

All of a sudden poisonous flames leap up from its red light,
And out of the sparks bursts a peal of songs,

Each singing of hfe’s musfortunes.

Never have I told others of my suffering and sorrow,
To do that is a cnme, I know.

Live on, then, without thinking, or feeling anything,

If 1t’s a nddle, one mustn’t divulge 1ts truth.

I make a living chewing bitter juice
Lake a worm gnawing a croton bean.
High m the sky I hft my heart,
Even breathing feels hard and heavy.

1932
The Brand, 14-15

FIRE IN THE SKY

You exaggerate, saying how beautiful life is,
Like a blossom newly picked from a branch.
On it there gallops your spintual and imagmative light
That paints one dream after another dream.
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Perhaps you, it may be said, simply don’t understand:
Dark clouds note the pent-up feelings in the sky.
Listlessly the schools of dragonflies fly.

‘What kind of omen does that portend?

A young girl cannot sell enough for a meal,

As human flesh and pork both come into the market.
These facts are truly shocking, and fresh,

Yet you only cover your eyes and say you saw nothing.

I know that you are famuliar with everything,
And of what you pretend to be unaware.
You place one hand over the facts, and say
To the others, “There 1s nothing at all.”

‘When people get a bit restless

You behead them, labeling them criminals.
Everybody sees what this means; cleasly

You wish to force a spark out of dead ashes.

But when that time arrives you'll have to die,

The world already is no longer yours.

At that time flames will bum bright on the plain,

And you surely will exclaim, “Such strange fires in the sky!”

1932
The Brand, 16-18

THE RICKSHA PULLER

The wind roars and rocks treetops;

On the tip of his nose raindrops gather in a growing trickle.
A pitiful, small lamp on his ricksha

Cannot dispel the dark shadows around.

A strange puzzle is his thought.
Unmindful of the raging storm,
He sits still, like a drenched hen,
The night is growing old; what is he waiting for?
1932
Selected Poems of Tsang K'o-chia, 8
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NIGHT IN THE CITY

Troop after troop of large and small lamps

Compete with each other, therr exaited hight blooming,

Like a flock of moons and a sky full of stars

Descends from above to keep man joyful company.

Ghosthke crowds of men, each carrying an empty shell,

Dnfting and mixng, pass through these waves of silvery hght.

A school of silvery fish on the sea’s bottom, awakened by a
moonbeam,

Darts away 1n fnght, pursued by their slim shadows.

The glum and somber shadow of a bank

Lies i the street, like a giant bear.

The shadow of one person, with a dream,

Melts in the depth of this fearsome dark shadow.

It appears to be a young girl

With dewdrops glistening on her flowing hair.

And her torn clothes, torn and fluttenng n the wind,

Resemble a cluster of black butterflies darting toward the light.

To her, is every hghted object but an illusion?

Look, before all this elegance she closes her eyes.

She lets the moonhight shine on the cheeks of other people,

And 1n her sleep she timdly stays in shadow.

The break of dawn cuts through the might scene of the city

And Dhfts up a heavy umverse. She wakes from her dream.

February 1933
The Brand, 31-33

THE STREET ANGEL

A pair of feet, bom so nimble,

Whurl around like the wind.

A soft scent wafts from the hem of her clothes;
Love blossoms all over the patterns of the carpet.
(She never said that she was tired.)
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She knows how to use clever words

To coax the awkward pleasure of a patron.

She knows, too, how to use her wordless glances
To coat other people’s hearts with honey.

(She never revealed her own heart.)

Red-colored and green-colored wine

Pin a spring blossom on her cheeks.

The scent of flesh intoxicates more than the wine’s scent,
While her youth bumns bnghter than fire.

(Youth flees so fast she has no time to reflect.)

Her throat is gifted for singing,

Note after note draw an echo from your heart.
Joy, sorrow, she knows how to sing them all,
You need only name your choice.

(She never sings her own song.)

Alone she bears a night of solitude,

The lamp shines on four walls of quiet grief.
Memory lights up the way from the begmning,
She heaves a deep sigh and closes her eyes.

(This moment she has only herself in the world.)

1933
The Brand, 47-49

THE HEART OF THE WARRIOR

"The night grows old at a riverside temple with its
ol lamp.
The dream of the warrior is blooming bright.
He pillows his head on a soldier’s book and a sword,
The Jamplight falls on a mass of white hair.

Suddenly he opens his eyes wide—a battle drum is urging him,
(From the depths of the hall comes the beat of a prayer block.)?

1 A “wooden fish”, see footnote on p. 152.—Ed,
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As he steps out, the stars look Tike thosc of the old days,
When the chully wind of the northland rattled his iron mail.

Before his eyes gallop ten thousand war horses;

He 1ssues a battle cry, hiting his sword up high . . .

Never has the warrior returned since then

But the niver beyond the gate roars on, might after mght.
Tsingtao, January 11, 1934

The Black 1lands of Sm, 33-34

THE CALL OF LIFE

Rising high, then plunging low
Rings the call of a strect hawker—
A note that floats and sinks
Measuring this bottomless night.

Will the sleepless heart in a sequestered boudoir

Make it the haunting refrain of a poem?

Oh, no, tlus 1s the call of life,

With a mouthful of blood to cach call, shattering the heart of the
mght.

Hsang-chou, Apnl s5, 1934
Sclected Poems of Tsang K'o chig, 40

AUTUMN

I believe there must be someone, with a cigarctte between his lips,

Gazing through the crack in the paper windowpanc at the court-
yard n the rain,

Shreds of chilly rain drift in the sky;

"The threads of man’s sorrow blend into the min’s shreds.

There must also be someone, facing a red setting sun,
Thinking of the cloud and haze of his hometown far away,
Or with a lonely shadow trailing behind hum,

Searching the wildemness for his childhood long faded.
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Is there anyone who recognizes the autumn right now?

How brightly 1t appears on the faces of the poorl

Desolately everywhere flows the sound of sobbing at night,

And the night quietly smothers 1it.

Cool breeze in the wilderness displays a heap of bleached bones.
Who has ever thought:

The autumn colors of the Yalu River,

Can no longer come through the Shan-hai Pass.

October 2, 1934
The Candl, 6-7

THE TOP

Top under whip’s tip

On night’s peak turning

Pulled by pamn I go

Soundlessly round in this windy and dewy garden.

Swell of the waves of the dead night.
Bnght moon above
Myself below
Eyes of the universe ever unclosing.
July 18, 1935
The Candl, 45
(Translated by Cynl Birch)

THE EXECUTION GROUND

Carrying on its back an ancient city wall
To make a dark, shadowy, screen,

'This place faces a row of withered willows
On which hangs a sinking sun.

'The graves in formation

Wear a coat of yellowed grass,
Like comrades they huddle together
Arm in amm.
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Past Easter, past midautumn,

No paper money for the dead ever appeared at the graves.
Nobody ever came here to mourn the departed,

Only waves of crows cover the sky, dusk and dawn.

Night falls into a chilly pool under the willows,

Fireflies guide the ghosts to talk of their lonehness.

The bosoms full of grievance will never hush,

They shout 1 unison, 1n their hoarse voice, “In Twenty More
Years!”

January 15, 1937
Selected Poems of Tsang K'o-chu, 103

PORTRAIT OF LIFE

Two old bullocks

Work 1 the field.

With one hand on the plow handle
He follows behind.

‘Waves appear on the freshly tumed soil,
Emitting the fragrance of earth.

A puppy hes m the comer of a field
To keep the little child company.
Above the plow crows beat their wings
Slowly

To land on the backs of the bullocks.

1942
Selected Poems of Tsang K'o-chia, 157

ARREST

Violent fists

Pound on the door!

The stars so shaken,

Are about to fall.

The dogs bark wildly,
Threatening to raise

"The entire mountain village!
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A bref pause of dead silence,

The pounding returns with greater strength,
Now fists are no longer used,

The thud is resounding.

After hesitation, more hesitation,
The door,

Amid curses,

Finally is flung open,

Footsteps enter the gate.

Also heard is

The search in every comer,

Followed by the sound of ropes.

At last, a feeble struggle

Like that of a small bird

Gripped in a huge hand.

Confused footsteps

Pass through the tiny courtyard.
Torchlights flash beyond my window.
Frightfully, for a moment,

An old woman’s piercing, sad wail,
Like the ripples on a sea of darkness
‘Where someone has just cast a pebble,
Gradually recedes afar,

Gradually fades.

1
Selected Poems of Tsang K'o-chig, 201-02

THE STARS

I hike to hear
People call the stars
“Little stars.”

The sky at night is another world
Where the stars are the people.
Nobody pushes anybody;

They stay so closely together.
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Little stars they are,

So little they have no names.

They usc only their own rings of light
To assert their existence.

Raise your head and look

At that ghstening Milky Way,

One, two, three, you count,

Ah, they are so many, so very many . . .

Shanghai, August 4, 1946
Selected Poems of Tsang K'o-chig, 231

THE ZERO DEGREE OF LIFE
A Recent NEws HeADLINE

“Storm the day before yesterday,
Eight hundred children dead last night.”

Over eight hundred of them, once full of hfe,

In the “local news” column of the paper

Occupied only a tmy corner.

Nameless,

Ageless,

Homeless,

Even the way and the place where they froze to death

Received no description or explanation.

Such news items,

Glanced at under the people’s eyes only a moment,

Were quickly passed over.

At most they eamned several sighs.

‘What the papers like to print are:

A young girl ravished, a spider with a human head, a baby bomn
with two bodies,

And a robber getting his loot or losing his life.

Your deaths

Are as unnoticed and unknown as your births.

You, such tender buds of man,

Before you could wait for the arrival of spring,

Hunger and cold

Have already nipped your life line in one snatch.
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Where did you come from?

Under the whips of the landlords?

Or from the land of a bamen village?
Did you come together with your parents,
Harboring a hope to seek hfe from within death,
To plunge into this largest metropolis of East Asia?

You were lost in the maze of towering buildings,
Your mouths watered at the scent of feasts.

The aty’s noise drowned your waihng,

Here every conscience 15 rusty.

Your look of dirtiness

Made dignitanes and noble ladies dodge.

Your trembling bodies and voices

Begged curses and nasty stares rather than sympathy.
The great Shanghai is immense

And warm,

And bnght,

And rich,

But you,

Assailed by cold and hunger,

Retreated in defeat to the dark comers,

With empty stomachs, and chattering teeth . . .
Northwest winds roared all mght long,

And snow churned.

Your bodies

Like so many thermometers,

Dropped little by little

Until they reached the zero degree of life

You died,

All eight-hundred-odd of you, as if by previous agreement,
Clutching the same despair,

Passing out of this world i the same mght.

I know, you were unwilling to die,

You tried to resist,

But from a stretch of pale imagination

You could grab

No weapons.
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One by one the naked bodies,

And one by one the naked hearts,
Were rapidly knocked down

By the coldness of the world of man.
In a society where man eats man,

You have always

Existed only from hour to hour.
Wherever you dropped,

That was 1tl

I hate those philanthropists,

Who, after your death, picked up your bodies here and there.
Let your bodies

Stay forever

On those three feet of land.

Let those scientists who invented central heating
Look at you once

As they pass by.

Block the nch magnates’ pnvate cars,
Let them spit once or twice.

Let the fashionable ladies step on you,
And scream.

Let those corpses bleed, and rot,
Sending their stench to mix

In the breathing of the great Shanghai.

Shanghai, February 6, 1947
The Zero Degree of Life, 45~51

SHORT SONG TO GREET THE NEW YEAR
CereBrATING THE PoETRY CoONTEST 1IN HOPEr! PROVINCE

In the year nineteen fifty-eight,
Achievements pile mountain high.
Grams and steel are two peaks
Towering up in the sky.

The red sun shines on New Year’s Day
As we gaze at the far distance.

Two feet straddle the two peaks,

From one the other always looks higher.
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We used to write poetry in the study,
Now we wnte it in the factory.

‘We used to write it all alone,

Now a crowd competes for victory.

When we open our mouths, good verses are written,
Why should we tinker with them long?
The materials for poetry fill the bosom,
No need to search for them everywhere,

The enthusiasm for labor rises high,

Poetic ideas surge in full tide.

As the east wind urges the flower to bloom,
Songs flow from everyone’s lips.

December 1958
The Wwnd of Spring, 39~40

LISTEN

Listen,
What is this ramble
That rocks the mountains and shakes the earth?

Is it the surging surf,
Or rolling thunder,
Or armues marching?

Before my eyes, a sinewy horse
Gallops toward a destination;
Far and farther away waves its red mane,
1958
The Wind of Spring, 2
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“We MusT persist in the revolution brought into poetry by Whit-
man, Verhaeren, and Mayakovsky. We must make poctry into
something that adequately meets the needs of a new era, without
hesitating to use whatever poetic form is most switable for this
purpose.”

Ai Ch'ing wrote these words in lns On Poetry in 1942 when he
was at the peak of s poetic career. It had been lus credo since
hus early exposure to Western poetry at school in Chekiang, and
later 1 France. While in Europe he worked in a small factory
to support humself and became acquamnted wath the works of
French poets, of whom he particularly admired Verhaeren and
Apollinaire. An active mind and a restless soul prodded him to
turn away from a medical career and from his old landed-gentry
family, the Chiang famuly of Hangchow, Chekiang Province.
(Ar Ch'ing is his pen name; his onginal name was Chiang Hai-
ch’eng.) An ntense interest in color and line augmented the
sensitivity of hus observation, And when he saw the immense north-
land of China, with 1ts vast canvas of bold hnes and hues, he
virtually renounced his Eastern Chinese background and declared
North China s first love.

An autobiographical poem, “My Father,” sketches his early life
and intellectual development. He tells us that immedhately after
his return from France to Shanghai in 1932, he was detained for a
number of months m jail in the French concession under the
charge of harboring dangerous radical 1deas. Prison life spurred him
to wnte poems. One of them was dedicated to Apollinaire:

I'm madly in Jove with your Europe
'The Europe of Baudelaire and Rimbaud
Where

I proudly played my reed flute

With an empty stomach
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Today

I'm 1n a Bastille.

No, not the Bastille of Pams,

And the flute is no longer with me,

While the wron chains rattle louder than my songs

After his release, he traveled in North China and later stayed
in Yenan to teach at the Lu Hsun Academy of Arts. Living up to
his own dictum that the new poet must come from the ranks of
the ordinary people, he went to live with and leamn from country
people and workers. His first major poem, wntten in 1933, was
dedicated to the illiterate nurse, Ta Yen Ho, who had raised him.
The poem is full of intense feeling expressed in plain, straight-
forward words. “If it is to be fine and feeble, I would rather have
it crude and rough, as the latter often indicates an overabundant
force of hife,” he said in 1942. And the force of life is readily felt
in his poetry.

He has continued to edit literary publications and write poetry,
and to devote much of his energy to encouraging younger writers,
quoting the motto which he paraphrased from Byron: “A robust,
outstanding, original and beautiful poetry can be bom from rich
and real hfe upon cultivation by numerous young wrnters.” He
strives for the same goal in his own work, asking himself,

China,

Can my feeble poems written

In the dark mght without any light
Offer you a bit of warmth?

CLEAR NIGHT

1

Clear night

—Broad laughter leaps up like flames
on the paths in the countryside—

A crowd of drinkers rushes toward the
sleeping village, trailing a loud noise.
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In the village
The dogs’ barking
Shakes up the stars in the sky.

Through the village,

Through the slumbenng streets

And the slumberning wide-open space,
The dnnkers dart

Into a wide-awake tavern.

Wine, lamplight, and wine-flushed faces
Are blended in a single patch, together
with unrestrained laughter . . .

“Let’s go
To the slaughter house,
To dnnk beef soup. . . .7

2

The drinkers walk toward the edge of the village
And enter a highted open doorway.

The smell of blood, the pile of flesh, and the tangy odor
Of warm, fresh ludes . . .

And the people’s noise, and the people’s noise . . .

The il lamps, a bright brush fire, light up
The dozen mud-colored faces

That have lived on the praine.

Thus is our paradise,

And all of them are faces so very familar.
We grab

The steaming hot beef bones,
And in our wide open jaws we gnaw them, we gnaw them . ..

“Wine, wine, more wine,
‘We want to dnnk.”
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The oil lamps, a bright brush fire, light up

The ox blood, and the blood-stained arms of the butcher,

And the blood-splashed
Butcher’s forehead.

The oil lamps, a bright brush fire, light up
Our flesh and skin that burn like fire, and
—hidden in them—

The pain, and the force of hatred and anger.

The oil Jamps, a bright brush fire, light up
—Those coming from all corners—

Those who stay awake at night,
Drunkards,

Vagabonds,

Transient thieves,

And cattle rustlers. . . .

“Wine, wine, more wine,
We want to drink.”

3

“While the stars are bright, and shivering
Let'sgo ...

Broad laughter leaps up hke flames on the paths

in the countryside . . .

A crowd of drinkers leave

The slumbering village

And rushes toward the slumbering wilderness
Trailing a loud noise behind . . .

The night, the clear

Nightl

September 10, 1932

Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 551-54
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LISTEN

Galloping along,

Galloping along.

The roar of the Southern France Power Plant
Goes on and on, Night

Sinks in the prison cell.

Like an ocean hner,

Rocking

Together with the snoring of my cell mates,
Night

Sails along

Slicing the waves with 1ts momentum

On the sea of dark, dark blue.

Shanghai, 1932
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 554

THE SONG OF YOUTH

A canoe, still smelling of new wood,
Leaves a tiny barren island;

A melancholy but warm-hearted youth
Thus left ns httle village.

I disliked that village—

As ordinary as a banyan tree,

As slow-witted as a water buffalo—
Where 1 spent my childhood.

Those who knew less than I made fun of me,

I said nothing, but kept a wish to myself.

I wanted to go away to see more and learn more,

I wanted to go far away—to places never dreamed of:

There everything would be much, much better than here.
There people would live Iike gods.
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There no heart-rending sound of the ceaseless pestles would
be heard,

And the annoying faces of the monks and nuns
would remamn unseen.

Father counted the silver dollars, five by five,

And wrapped them up 1 red paper, handing them to me
with a lecture,

While I was thinking about things a world apart,

About the harbors reflecting the glitter of the sun.

You, chattenng sparrows, what are you talking about—
Don’t you know that I am about to depart?

And you, simple and honest hired hands on our farm,
Why do you always wear a look of sorrow on your faces?

The morning sun shone on the stone-paved road,
My heart went out for my poor willage.

It stood beneath the mountain of twin peaks,
Like an old man, wnnkled and failing.

Good-by, my village of poverty,

And my old dog, please hurry home.

‘The Twin Peaks will protect you from misfortunes
I shall return, when 1 grow old, to be with you.

Yenan, 1935 (?)
Selected Poems of Ai Ch'ing, 88-89

HE GOT UP

He rises—

From the decades of humiliation,

From beside the grave the enemy dug for him.
Blood dnps all over his face,

And all over his chest,

But he is laughing—

As he has never laughed before,
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He is laughing;

His shining eyes gaze forward,
Searching for

The enemy whose blow felled him.

He has got up.

Once up, he is

More fierce than all wild animals,
And cleverer than all men.

For he must be so,

For he must

Wrest his own life

From his enemy’s death.

October 12, 1937
The Flowers of Man, 45—47

THE NORTHLAND

One day

That poet of the K'o-eth-ch’in grassland
Said to me:

“The Northland is sad.”

Yes,

The Northland is sad.

Blowing over from beyond the Great Wall,

The desert winds

Have already swept away the green life of the North,
And the light of the day

—A dusty yellowish gray,

Covered under a dust film that cannot be removed.
The roar that rushes from over the horizon
Bringing terror with it

Madly

Sweeps the entire country.

The deserted wilderness

Freezes in December winds;

The villages, hills, and niverbanks,

Toppled walls and abandoned graves

All don a coat of sadness, the color of earth . . .
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A lonely traveler

Bending forward,

Shielding tis face with his hands,

Breathes with difficulty

In the sand and wind.

Step by step

He struggles forward . . .

Several donkeys—those beasts with sad eyes
and tired ears,

Bear the pamful burdens

Of this land,

Therr tired steps

Tread slowly

On the long and lonely road

Of the Northland . . .

Those little crecks have been dry for a long time,
And cartwheel ruts cnsscross the river beds.

The land and people of the North

Are longing

For the tnckling water that nurtures life.
‘Withered woods

And squatting houses

Sparsely and somberly

Spread out under a lead-colored sky

‘Where no sun

Is seen.

Only huge flocks of wild gecse,

Scared and disorderly,

Beat their black wings

And announce their unrest and unhappiness.
They flee from this deserted land,

Winging their way

Toward the South shaded in intense green . . .

The Northland is sad,

And the Yellow River, thousands of miles long,
Rolls with its muddy billows

'To pour onto the immense Northland
Disasters and misfortunes.
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The wind and frost of the years
Are carving out

Poverty and hunger

For the immense Northland,

But I
—a traveler from the South,
Dearly love this sad Northland.
The wind and sand that cut one’s face,
And the chill that pierces one’s banes
Never, never let me rest.
I love this land of sadncss,
The stretch of unlimited descrt
Awakens my respect.
I see our ancestors
Leading herds of sheep
And blowng their reed flutes,
Submerged in the dusk of the great desert.
In the ancient, soft, yellow carth
That we are treading,
Are buried the bones of our forefathers,
~They first tilled this land.
Thousands of years ago
They were here
Battling nature that frustrated them.
For the protection of their land
They never surrendered.
And they died
Leaving the land to us.
I love this sad country.
Its broad and lean space
Have offered us a simple language
And a generous stance.
‘The language and stance, I believe,
Will live stubbomly on earth,
Never to fade.
I love this sad country,

This old country,
—For this country
Has nursed the world’s oldest
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And most hard-working people

Whom 1 love.
T ung-kuan, February 4, 1938
Selected Poems of At Ch'ing, 126-30
HE DIED A SECOND TIME

1. On the Litter

‘When he woke up

He was already on a stretcher.
He knew he was still alve.
The two buddies carrying him
Said nothing.

The day was frozen in biting winds;

The clouds, low and heavy, moved slowly;
The winds shook the tree tops m silence.
They moved fast

Carrying the stretcher

‘Through a forest in winter.

After the intense, burning pain,

He was now calm in his heart,

Like a battlefield after a fierce battle,
Returning to undisturbed quiet.

Yet his blood,

Oozing through the bandage on his arm,
Continued to drip, drop by drop,

Falhng on the frozen road of Ius fatherland.

On the same night
In the reverse direction

A troop ten times stronger than the earlier one

With their ten thousand footsteps at once,

Wiped away the purple-red stains left by his blood.

2. Hospital
Where were our rifles?

283
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And bnght and shining it was, everywhere.

He smiled at the farmers busy mn the fields,
Without knowing why he smiled,

Nor did the farmers notice the smile on his face.

7. A Glance

Along that tree-shaded road stretching toward
The suburb, he walked in the shadows of mtense blue
To avoid the sun’s glare. From the shaded place he saw
Horse-carts jauntily
Rolling by, carrying
Young men and women neatly dressed.
From their mouths drifted peals of laughter
And loud chatter that made him feel uneasy.
He walked like a withered old man,
Slowly approaching a park.
At the park’s entrance,
At the foot of the marble archway
He saw a disabled soldier.
A strange sensation jarred him wide awake,
And he thought to himself, perhaps this maimed comrade
Has been braver than everyone else, perhaps
This soldier has also wished to have his remains

buried on the battlefield,
But had had to he helpless here, groaning,
Groaning and lying down,
To pass his remainng days.
Ah, who can bear this sight?
And seeng it, who would not feel hate

burning in his heart?
., Let us do battle again,
Let us die happily in action,
But let us not return with only one leg
To shed tears before other people
And beg a sympathetic donation
With our out-stretched dirty and bony palms!
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8. Exchange

He took off the gray uniform with a red cross on 1t

To put on agamn the olive green of several months ago.
Where had the blood stamn on the umform gone?

The bullet holes 1n 1t also had been mended.

Weanng it his heart throbbed violently,

More violently than when he first jomed the army.

He scemed to perceive a perpetually inseparable relation
Between this umform and the red cross uniform.

He was to wear them by tumns forever;

Yes, exchanging one for the other, this is the way 1t ought to be.
For a soldier, before the end

Of the war for the liberation of his fatherland,

These two kinds of umforms are the banners of his hife.
The banners should vigorously

Unfurl and flutter on the downtrodden land of his country.

9. Send-off

Led by ceaseless sounds of firecrackers
Led by the sound of bugles vibrating down the street,
Led by the cheers of spectators along the sidewalk,
Let us march down the road paved with the wishes of every one,
Let us march down the road leading from the world of today
to the world of tomorrow.
Let us march down the road that will be remembered
with gratitude by posterity.
Our chests out,
Our steps in cadence,
We marched between the walls of spectators,
We marched with confidence and pnde.
In our hearts there was only glory,
And we were pursuing only glory.
To die happily in pursuit of glory was the only thing
m our minds . . .

10. A Thought

Did you ever know
What death was?
~Lwving, and dying
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Insects and plants i
Are also gomg through life’s metamorphosis . . .
In this, what can you

Think of?

To be a soldier, yes,

Offering life to the war,

And dying on the nverside

Or m the wildemness!

Cold dewdrops freeze into ice over our chests
Our remans rot mn the weeds.

For so many ages

Man has used his own life

To enrich the land

And used the land

To nounsh his own life.

Who can escape from the rhythm of naturc?
—Well, then what is wrong

With our death for this cause?

Guns on our backs

We walk in a long column

Isn’t your heart also often disturbed

By something more intense than love?
When one day you are ordered to the front, to the battlefield,
Don’t you often

Feel that you have had your hfe already,
And now you should die,

And your death is for

The countless future generations

To live more happily than you?

All the glories

All the songs,

To what avail are they

If we fail to remember

That we are dying of our own noble will?

—Which is also the irrevocable will
Of our nation.

11. Forward March
Forward, March, Be Brave, O
Comrades, Fix bayonets!
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Let us tie our hearts

Together m one will:

For the hiberation of our fatherland we fight.

Of what should we be afraid

As we have already known that to die in action is glorious?

Forward, March, Be Brave, O!

Toward the place where gunfire is most intense,

Toward the bullet-spitting trenches,

Look, the frightened enemy

Is already trembling at the footsteps of our march straight
forward.

Forward, March, Be Brave, Ol

Humibation and shame

Must be brought to an end now.

We must wrestle from the enemy’s hands

The destiny of our fatherland,

Only this sacred war

Can bring us freedom and happiness . . .

Forward, March, Be Brave, O!

This radiant day

Is in our grasp.

Our lives can

Resound and glow

Only through stubbomn struggle.

Comrades, Fix bayonets!

Be Brave, Forward March!

12. He Fell

It all happened so suddenly
Allowing no time even for a fleeting thought
Or for a flashing question of surprise and wonder.
As a burning bullet
For the second time—also, ah, for the last time—
Prerced his body.
His life
II;Ia]\lrmg been through this world (so they say),
Q
Like a tree at the stroke of a gigantic ax.
At the split second before he closed forever
The window through which he used to view the world—
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The eyes which at the moment were dimmed by tears of joy—
He could think of nothing.

His mother had died long ago,

And he had no intimate memory of any woman,

Everything about him was so simple, so very sumple.

A soldier

Knows very few things.

He recognizes only

That he should die for this war of liberation.
‘When he falls

He only realizes

That the land where he lies is his fatherland,
Because other people, those who know better than he,
Once upon a time told him so.

A few minutes later his comrades
Went out searchung for him.

This must be hfe’s last visit with him.
Only that this time

They brought no stretcher,

But a short-handled spade.

Without choosing,

They dug a shallow hole

Near the spot where he guarded

The bank of a river.

The dirt, mixed with spring grass,
Having thus covered is body,

What he left to the world

‘Was but one of those pitiable mounds.
‘Those numerous mounds scattered like stars in the wilderness.
On those earth mounds nobody ever

Marked the name of the dead beneath
—Even if they did

What would be the use?

The end of spnng 1939
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 538-51
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AUTUMN MORNING

Fresh and cool morning,
With the sun just Tising,
A dawning over a pitiful village.

A little bird with white rings around its eyes
Stands on the black tile of a roof

Pensively

Gazing at the high sky full of colored clouds.

It's autumn

And T've been in the South for a year.

There 15 no tropical breath here,

No towenng coconut trees to be seen.

An mexplicable sorrow has already claimed my heart.

Yet, today when I am about to go away

My heart is curiously troubled

—The villages of China

With their poverty, filth, and shadowy gray, everywhere
Still never fail to make me linger.

In Kweilin countryside, September 1939
Selected Poems of Ar Ch'ing, 175-76

CARRY

Please move over,

Please stay on the sidewalk,

Let us get them up from the ground.
Please don’t push,

Please stand on the side,

Let us get them up from the ground.
Please don’t yell,

Please show your sorrow in silence,
Let us pick them up.
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This is a woman

Her chest has been blown open,

Let her sleep with her cyes well closed.

Let her wake up gently a little later.

Let us carry her to her home,

And let her family, in hitter tears, arrange things for her.

This is a member of the Scrvice Corps;

There is stll an arm band on his uniform.

Do you know him—is face is covered with dust.
Merciless shrapnel broke his arms.

Please move over, please show your gricf for him.
He died because he wanted to keep you from injury.

Please don’t push, there are more here.
They are all wounded soldiers staying in the veteran’s hospital.
They were wounded in action, and then confined to bed,
Waiting for the wounds to heal so that they might retumn to
the front.
Now that the shameless enemy has already destroyed the
hospital with bombs,
More injuries have been added to their injuries.

Please move over,

Let us pick them up.

Please stand aside,

Let us get over here with our stretchers.
And remember, please, everybody remember,
All these are the enemy’s debts of blood.

Chungling, June 11, 1940
Selected Poems of A: Ch'ing, 81-82

WILDERNESS (IT)

On a day when the com is ripe, as if burned in fire:

Near a field where a crop of hemp has just been harvested,
A farmer, under the scorching sun,
Bends his straw-hatted head

To gather the tender leaves of the beans.
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In the emptiness, immense and quiet,

The soft but complex chorus

Of the thousands of insects

Is singing grand hymns of nature.

The cicada’s ceaseless squeal

And the inviting earnest calls of the cuckoos,
Amve from the thick brush

Below the hills . . .

The murmur of the water in a narrow valley

That 1 heard yesterday at dusk,

Has already halted.

As T walk by the meadow through the shadowy woods
I hear only a hurried and brisk knocking—

A woodpecker hammering on a hollow tree.

Sunshine filters through the openings in the foliage,
Sunshine darts down from a height beyond our reach,
Sunshine broadcasts heat that makes man bow in gratitude.
Sunshine sets all hives aglow,

And gives warmth to all lives.

Ah, sweat has already drenched my back.

I pass by the long, long rows of beans and melons
That cling to the hedges with their tenduls,

(I feel so humble, and yet so proud.)

Once again I walk on the hill,

Wiping my brow,

I rest under an elm.

The simple, clumsy,

Towenng and unpopular

Elm 15 my friend.

I never miss a day coming here.
Often 1 stay in its shade
Gazing at the wilderness,
Wordless, for a long time.

The wilderness—so immense, 5o savage . . .
So famihar and yet so fearful,
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A ferocious sea
Of galloping earth, and rocks, and trees.

The untamed hills,

Dehant green waves

Rise and fall.

Black rocks

Pile high in an inseparable tangle.

Many trails

Appear inaccessible to each other

And yet are twisted together i a phantasma.
Small hamlets

Humble and prtiful,

Scattered about, each by itself.

Their windows

Stare at each other in spite,

And yet with indifference.

The mountamn peaks stand

Face to face, charged with anger.

Wild woods far and near,

Like the thick curly hair of Africans,

Like their unkempt curly hair,

Harbor a quet sorrow of thousands of years,
In their frightful silence,

In the depth of their unfathomable shadows.

Below,

In the deep, sunken valleys

Lie adjomning fields.

There, man hves, obeying predestination,
Imprisoned in the mountams.

From childhood to senility to death,

He bends his body to tll

The stubbomn earth, without stop.
Everyday he sweats

And pants

Under the heavy yoke of poverty and travail.

Tossed by a rebellious fate,
Once I abandoned my dechning willage,
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But now here I return.

How could I hide—

I'] always be a son of the wilderness.

The way 1, alone, walk on the halls,

Moving my legs slowly and with difficulty,
Much Iike an exhausted draft animal.

Inside my body, unvisited by the sun, like the pine tree bark,
Flows a weanness of life, and also a stream of stubborn blood.
Often like the moon I gaze quetly

At the immense and robust wilderness.

And often like a beggar, I

Humbly pass by

Those threatening mountain trails

In the closing dusk.

In my bosom that hides a pain

Perpetually surges

The desire of life, buming, unrestrained.

And everyday

When troubled by uncontrollable sorrow

I ke on my back on the hill,

To gaze beyond the horizon of the wilderness
From under the elm’s shade.

For a long time, and without a word,

I let my Haming thoughts and feelings

Melt in the boundless space

With its undulating haze,

And sunshine, and rocks.

Szechwan, July 8, 1940
Selected Poems of At Ch'ing, 161-65

ON A CHILEAN CIGARETTE PACKAGE

A goddess of liberty,

Painted on a Chilean cigarette package,
Although she holds high a torch,

Only a black shadow of her 1s seen.

For a trademark, for advertising,
A bit of space is offered her.
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You can buy it with small change
And after you are through, it vanishes in smoke . . .

The package is tossed on the roadside,

He steps on it, and you spit on 1t.

Whether 1t's a fact, or merely a symbol,

The goddess of liberty is but a pack of cigarcttes.
Santiago, August 1954
Selected Poems of 1953 9-1955.12, 474-75

TO HIROSHIMA

You should be a beautiful harbor

With mountains on three sides, and one side open to a plain.
Embraced by the hills, your city

Spreads like a fan southward.

Seven streams feed the bay,

Warm and moist sea breezes come from the south
To cheer the blossoms blanketing the seashore,
Where seaweeds drape therr tasscls and nbbons.
Hiroshima, you are an ancient city

Scented with sandalwood.

Over the years your thousands of residents

Have worked diligently, hke becs.

The noise of berthing boats flled the days,

And songs and music accompanied the long nights,

None of them ever wanted war—

These common Japanese workers and farmers,
Of Nagasaki or Hiroshima,

None of them ever wanted war.

They nursed no hatred

Against the Chinese or the Malayans.

‘The Japanese never sought a rubber plant in Ceylon,
Or a coconut plantation 1n Java,

Or a colony on the Mekong River,

To support any clamm to a conqueror’s fame.
These people gained nothing from the war;
‘The war fattened other people,
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Not them.

Yet, one morning

When sirens had just stirred people awake,
A sudden flash, without any noise,

Slashed the sky from the east westward.
Everyone knew disaster had arnved.

The survivors

Have become deformed, mostly—
As 1f meant to tell the world

Of their expenence of horror.

They have seen so much, so much,

Beyond what anyone could have seen.

The hight so intense,

The wind so violent,

The explosion blasting granite into powder,

And more explosions turning steel rods into fragile stnings.
Over a hundred thousand hves

Penshed 1 the same instant.

Love, art, poetry and music

Tumed mto dust and ashes in that instant . . .
A aty destroyed,

With 1ts pain lingering so long,

Even today—when ten years have passed,
Heart-rending cries are still heard.

Hiroshima, you are the eyewitness,

You must nse from the disaster.

Your existence itself is a declaration,

For you have recorded the cruelty of war.
You must speak in defense of peace,
And tell the world,

How the dead died,

And how the survivors live,

Today—Silence, please, everybody,
Let Hiroshima speak.

Early August 1955
Sclected Pocms, of 1953 9-1955 12, 466-70

-~



T'ien Chien (1914- )

Waen T'unc T'iEn-cHIEN (his onginal name) first wrote poctry
at fourteen, he was impressed by the experniments of the Crescent
poets and works translated from the European masters. Among lus
very early published poems 15 one descnibing the life of the farm-
ing population, wrtten in neat stanzas with over fifteen syllables to
each line. The cadence and diction in these early poems give httle
hint of what he was to become later—the trail blazer of a new
direction for modern Chinese poetry, the champion of a nervy,
drumbeat rhythm in verse, and the generally accepted “herald
of the new era” into which China was evolving.

A dramatic change m this son of an eastern Chinese (Wuhu,
Anhwer Province) landowner came about when he went north
and plunged nto feverish activities with leftists and anti-Japanese
underground workers. The occupation of Manchuria by Japan
fired his youthful zeal and the resistance movement kindled his
imagination. He became a close associate of the veteran leftist
woman wnter Ting Ling (the pen name of Cliang Pimng-chih,
who won a Stalin Prize in 1951, but was “purged” by the Com-
munists in 1957). “His poetic mind has become intensely umted
with life as it truly is,” said Hu Feng, and T"1en Chien seized upon
a new technique to give expression to what he saw and felt. This
was his “drumbeat” poetry with two or three syllables to the line,
which appeared in his first collections, It Is Not Yet Dawn and
Chinese Badllads in 1936.

Then Cluen said that he welcomed such models as he found
in Mayakovsky’s works. Whether he consciously imitated the
Russian wnter or not, Tien Chien certamly made a drastic
departure from the Clinese poetic tradition, including the new
trends established after 1919. He beheved that the true and most
intense feehng of man can best be expressed by the pauses and
halts in his speech. The accentuation of the clements that are
significant in a line calls for stressed syllables, which T'ien Chien
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indicated by placing them at the beginning of a line. Hence the
breathless pace of the drumbeat.

The ten years when he was most active in writing poetry, from
1936 to 1946, certainly were an appropnate time for drumbeatmg
Wen Ito praised Tien Chien as the “Drummer of Our Time”
who had restored to Chinese poetry the robust spint of the primi-
twe songs, which Wen felt the Crescent poets, including himself,
had not done.

T’1en wrote to be read aloud, and when his poems are so read
therr powerful thythm 1s palpable. The pitch of certan lines some-
times rises so ligh that they seem to shout. But they are never
mere slogans and they speak for a disturbed generation.

The fevensh battle cnes of the early 194o0s subsided after 1949.
Tien Chien’s drumbeat hnes, once popularly and affectionately
called “postcard poetry” because he made a habit of wrnting his
postcards in the same style, immediately slowed their pace. “I Sing
of My Fatherland” of 1954 shows that he, too, has turned to the
folk song tradition and stopped shouting.

TO THOSE WHO FIGHT

Prelude
In a dark
And cold night,
The Japanese robbers
Came,
And from our
Hands,
From our
Bosoms
Seized our innocent comrades
And locked them behind a fence of violence.
Their bodies
Showed
Angry scars,
Their hearts
Throbbed
In gnef and hatred,
They shivered
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In Dairen, in the camps

Of the Manchurian wilderness,
Waiting for the drunken,

And mecat-gorged brutcs,
Wiclding therr swords

To tcase

These abandoned

Lives

And their hungry

Blood . ..

A glorious name—

The peoplel

O our people,

Stood at the Marco Polo Bridge,
Facing the buffeting winds,
Blowing their bugle of assault.
O our people,

You have stood up

Like a giant,

On this immense land.

2
It was July, the July
That saw the beginning of the great war.
In July
We
Stood up.

We

Rose

And opened our gricved and angry
Eyes.

We

Rose

And rubbed our red, chafed heels,
And our black, soiled

Fingers.
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We

Rose,

On the blood-covered wildemess,
On the blood-drenched desert,
On the blood-filled nver,

We guarded

The center of our country

And 1its frontiers.

Through ice and snow, smoke and haze,
Over a great distance,

A great distance,

‘We raised our heads,

To summon

Love and happiness

Freedom and liberation . . .

In July
We
Stood up.

Resounding bugles

Were calling day and night,

Calling,

And calling.

We rushed to the battlefield together,
Determined to wipe out the aggressorsl

We swore
We pledge our lives
To the defense of China.

In China,

The people’s

Children

Need feeding and care,
The people’s cattle herds
Need care,

The people’s

Woods
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Neced thinning and attention,
The people’s

Crops

Need harvesting.

In China

We remember fondly—
The wine

We brewed ourselves,

And the melons and beans,
All home-grown.

Each day

And every day,

We want

To pack away

Those things woven on our own land—
The white mushn

Of our fatherland

And the blue cloth

Of our fatherland.

In China,

The broad land here

Is a magmficent picture.
On 1t

Our souls

Are clean,

We want to live
In Chinal

We want to hive
Foreverl

3

We are laborers
Great sons of our great fatherland.
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We have

Rowed

Our fishing boats

On the impatient

Waters

Of the Yangtze and Yellow Ruvers.

We have

Carnied

QOur hunting gear

On the Southern grassland

And on the sand and rocks of Ulanhot.

Robust

Young gitls

Have worked

Dibgently

At their spinning wheels
Near the leaping flames
Of a wildly burming
Fire m the Asian mght.

We have

Pioneered

A rough

And tough Life

With our muscles and backs.

4
Ah, fatherland, our fatherland,
Gunshots rang out . . .

The enemy

Is breaking through
The beachheads and stratesnc paths
Through Tientsin - <
And Shanghai. ‘
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The enemy

Is spreading

Bombs and poison gas

Over the ficlds and rice paddices
And the water ponds.

The cnemy came,

An ugly gnn on his face,
Marching

Toward us.

With an ugly grin on lis face,
Ic strafed
And strangled.

Today,

You must tcll us

Are we to fight, or to surrender?
Ah, fatherland, our fatherland.,

5
We must
Ight on,
Yesterday we were an cnraged,
Shouting

And wnthing
Nation of 450 million.

Struggle
Orde...

‘We must

Yank out the enemy’s swords
That have been stabbed

In our veins.

Our breathing—
That of human beings—
Cannot be stopped.
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Qur formation—
That of flesh and blood—
Cannot be tom apart.

Our

Vengeful

Guns

Cannot be snapped.
For we know,

This ancient nation
Stmply cannot

Live m humilation,
Nor die 1 humiliabion.

We must
Raise our arms high
To greet—freedom.

s & o

The sun is ludden now,

But look, ah,

The smoke and fire and war on this land
Have already become the second sun.

The outposts have been destroyed,
But look, ah,

Our comrades’ banners

Have been planted on the broad road.

A glorious name,
—The peoplel

Ah, our people,
Still more stubborn,
Still more resibient.

Where
Shall we go?
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If in this world
There 15 no land,
No rivess or seds,

No will of man,

Just hving

Like a worm

Is the same as death!

Al, today
Let us

Dic.

Will we dic?
~—No, never!

Together we arc a giant,
To hve means to fight.
Noble souls

Prefer death to surtender.
Reach out

Both your arms

To greet—frecdom,

A glorious name

~The Peoplet!

Ah, our peoplet

Victory 15 direetly ahead.

Pcople, our peoplel

Get hold of

Our weapons

From our carpenter shops,
I'rom the comers of the walls,
From the muddy ditches,

To strike at the murderers!

People, our people!
Raise up Ingh

Our laborers’ arms

That have been bumned,
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Weathered in storms,
And flailed by whips,
To struggle.

In the struggle
We tnumph
Orde...

7
In the book of epics
The graveyard of a warrior
Is warmer
And bnghter
Than a country of living slaves.

Wuchang, February 24, 1937
Selected Modern Chinese Poems, 148-60

FREEDOM IS WALKING TOWARD US

A sad
Nation, ah,
We must fight!
Beyond the window, in autumn,
In the field
Of Asia,
Freedom, ah . . .
Is walking toward us
From beyond the blood pools,
From beyond the dead bodies of our brothers—
A wild storm,
A swooping sea swallow.
Wen, Complete Works, Hsm, 570~71

SOME MORE

“One more grain of food
One more bullet to kill the enemyl”
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Do you hear?
These are nice words.

Do you hear?

We must

Mobilize our own hearts
To go to the fields!

We must demand that the land
Yield wheat,

Demand that the land
Yield mullet,

And we must use these things
As

Weapons for a long and bitter war.

(Some morel!
Let’s have some more')

More food
More victory.

Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 572-73

HUA-LA-MA-CH'AO

1
A dark red horse
Lafts its hoofs from the undergrowth;
Ahead of all other horses
It takes off in flight from the grassland.

The dark red horse darts up the hill

'The hittle mrror 1t wears glitters and dust flies.
Hua-la-ma-ch’ao straddles its back

To jump over the pools and marshes.
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The ground swells of the grassland halt,
Now she 1s all tendemness and grace.
Anyone feeling her hand knows

Her hand is as light as silk.

Ah, glorious Mongol people,
She 1s brave as a loness;
Ah, lovable Mongol people,
She is sweet as a pigeon.

4
Is she a mountain eagle? Oh, nol
The eagle’s feathers are too weather-beaten.
Is she a swallow on the tree? Oh, nol
The swallow’s wings are too short.

She is a skylark then?

No, the skylark 1s too delicate.
If anything is better than she
I have never seen 1it.

Hua-la-ma-ch’ao rides horseback,

The steel-ike hoofs strike the grass.

Her green robe flutters in the wind

Sweeping the grass, sweeping the great earth.

A dark red steed
Darts through a herd of horses
Like a mighty wave
Rolling over a sea of grass.
Selected Short Poems, 110-14

MAN AND MOUNTAIN
To Trosk BuiLpve AN Erectric POWER IRRIGATION PROJECT

You see, 15 that a mountain?

It wears blue costumes

And the red scarves of women of the commune flutter
Like red sunset unrolled on the mountamn top.
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That's a mountain of men

Rising suddenly on the lake shore.

More magmficent than a mountain of rocks and trecs
Arc those two thousand heroes.

1953 {7)
Sclected Short Poems, 140

I SING OF MY FATHERLAND

1
My fatherland, its blue sky
And its golden land
Have become independent and free,
Have emerged from clouds and haze.

This is an era of glory,

Mao Tse-tung has drawn up a blueprint.
Ah, fatherland, we cheer and rejoice
And proudly march on the broad road.

2
The new Constitution is shining
Upon our great nation.
On the giant pillars, red in color,
Are hung words powerful as steel.

The entire country cheers and cheers
Determined to walk one road, one road alone,
To build toward socialism

And heighten the value of labor.

3
Ah, fatherland, your mountains and rocks
Are also rumbling, rumbling aloud,
As 1n the hills and on the Hwai River
Now we have built reservoirs,

Who arc sllgkim the mountains and racks
the 1m” 'aind of our country?
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Not wild winds, nor pelting ramns,
But the footsteps of the working people.

4

On our mountains and near our lakes,

Resonant songs of construction are sung.
These songs are worth more than jewels,

And even for jewels we won't exchange them.

Ah, fatherland, on your immense land
There 15 the greatest wealth.

It 15 called courage and industry

And brings us undying honor.

5
Ah, fatherland, your people
Number over 600 mullion,
Who, for the future of their country,
Shall not fail their glorious duty.

We shall raise the flag of our nation
High, and still higher.

Look, over this great land of ours
Has nsen a sun, red and bnght.

June 17, 1954
Selected Poems of 1953 9-1955 12, 20~22
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Tsou Tr-FAN spent a childhood of considerable poverty in Hupeh
Province and went to college in Chungking dunng the early part
of World War II His familianty with manual labor 1s reflected
in hus sinewy poetry and also in his 1deological development.

Upon entenng Fu-tan Umversity he took poetry as seriously as
Tsang K'o-chia, and pamnfully worked over his words again and
agamn. Then he met a gifl whose vivacity was in sharp contrast to
Tus reticence, but mn whose leftist leanngs he found a common
ideal. Together they moved further and further to the left.

Most of his works are long narrative poems with a number of
characters. The Carpenter Shop exemplifies his style very well.
The setting, a sweatshop that engulfs the lives of a team of car-
penters and their apprentices, must have been famihar to Tsou
for he descubes it with authenticity and feeling. Against the noise
of hammer and saw, the smell of sawdust, the odor of drunken
workers on rare festive occasions Tsou calls back a dead man to
tell of Ius life and disappomntment. A later story of a man “Who
Hanged Himself” is enough to explain why Tsou took off the first
chance he had, “Marching Toward the North,” without ever turn-
ing his head.

His language flows easily and forcefully. His thythmic pattern
is not always easily discerned, but jarring notes are few. Tsou is
%tr‘l}aps the most successful writer of narrative poetry in modern

ina.

By 1949, Tsou had adopted satirical themes as his main interest.
Works hke those 1n his All-out Attack are meant to be read aloud,
and therr neat cadence, ringing alliteration, and short rtepetitive
Iines, enforce the message each poem 15 designed to bnng to the
hearer. Listen to this:
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Brothers,
Comrades,

Tell them,

We shan’t permit!
Tell them,

(from All out Attack, 24)
Many critics say that Tsou has gonc overboard and lost himself
in politics, that Ius works now have entircly lost the real quality
and freshness his lines once had. Unfortunately political attitudes
have been allowed too much weight n the acsthetic judgments of
both cntic and cnticrzed.

THE RIVER

The muddy river swells in summer,

The torrents, dancing and prancing, spreading over
ten thousand acres, )

A battle horse carrymng a full load of wind and sand,

Gallops down

From the praine land of the Bayan Kara Mountain;

Having bitten off 1ts rein.

Its red mane defies the restraint of the Three Gorges

As 1t darts toward a destination faraway.,

Eagles scream above

And gibbons 1 the gulches and crecks scream in unison.
The boatman with two bnght eyes

In a dark brown face,

A pair of dark brown arms,

And a blue turban,

Poles his raft.

He pushes his pole against the rocks,

His body bent double,

In combat with the nwver.
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The spray of the waves fall off the rock,
An eagle lands on 1t,

And agam the waves roll over the rock,
The eagle takes off n surpmse.

A stormy rain descends.

More loudly roar the waterfalls on both banks,
The ain boosts the waves,

And the waves, with their sharp tongues

Lash agamst the rocks,

Leaving endless rings of eddies whirling by.
The nwver calls

And howls

And laughs without restraint.

The river rushes over the grassland of the south,
Whipped by willow trees along the way.

The whistles of river boats

Echo each other.

And the river on its laborious journey,

With its mane and tail flying,

Neighs and gallops on the high wind.

Ah, river—

I Tove your robust strength

That carries you thousands upon thousands of miles.
No dike can stop your surgmg billows

From irrigating the land and feeding the people along your course
For thousands of years without end.

Today the fortune of our fatherland 15 so pitiable.
The refugees fleeing disasters upriver

Are like the flood that rushes downhill.

Ah, nver—

You will hear

And see

How those suffering people groan and grieve
All around you.
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Ah, river—

I'm grateful for your revelation,

For I too shall offer to our fatherland a bit of service
And a bit of warmth.

I shall mount my battle horse

To gallop after your huge roanng waves without stop,

Leaving a storm of dust that trails my horse’s hoofs.

June 1938
Northward March, 2-5

NORTHWARD MARCH

Through the woods where nch green dmps,
Over the ink-wash distant halls,

On the dark brown road

Our heavy footsteps

March toward the north,

The northland is immense.

Those places only dimly sketched out,

We have neared, and reached,

But we long for

The black roofs studded with cactus shoots,
And the ancient city clothed 1 green lichen
Under white clouds

Stll farther away.

Everyday

We trudge

On the hot and dust-clad road.

Sweat and dirt pile thick behind our ears.
Sticking to our backs

Are slimy shurts.

Gravel dnlls through our sandals.

Day after day

'The bottoms of our feet become more calloused,
But we shall use our calloused feet

To walk every road of China, freely and happily,
Stepping again in the footprints of our ancestors.
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At night

We find shelter

In a room with dank walls.

Sitting around a fhickering candle,

We wash down stale stiff wheat biscuits with cold water.
We remove our muddy sandals

And he down on straw mats.

To count our footpnnts on the road in memory.

The candlehght dances,

Our burning hearts also dance with the flamel

Ah, our fatherland,

To bring you hght and make you free

Our burning hearts pursue the wind and sand in the distance,
Hastenmg our steps without fear of the long journey.

The feeble light of the candle

Sphts the darkness.

With a red pencil

We sketch out our plans and our joumney for tomorrow.
For tomorrow

We shall, still more resolutely, march toward the north of the
northland.

July 1938
Northward March, 6-8

HE WHO HANGED HIMSELF

In the first shadow
I'see an old man dangling at the end of a rope.

It was winter:

From the lonely willages,

Over the immense wilderness,

The north wind roared

Coming like a flash flood rushing down from the mountain,
Sweeping over the roofs, over the plain,

And rushing away, leaving a wave of tumult in the distance.
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The sound of the wind receded, farther and farther away.
Chunks of snow fell from the tree

To pommel the straw-mat door.

The white dog lymng by the door started barking.

In the snow-filled might the north wind marched
‘Wantonly snatching things from man.

A shower of sleet tapped on roof tiles,

And the wind drilling through the cracks in the wall
Cut and peeled away the little warmth in the room,
Like a sharp kmfe.

The old ones

With their warm flesh pared away by months and years
Kept only dry bones—

Those nuts and stones of men.

The old carpenter

Hard-pressed tomght

Had only a torn old quilt over him.
Cold whipped im

And he surrendered,

Trying to curl up like a ball.

The north wind, like a2 mountain flood,

Roared

And swept over the roofs and plains.

He dreamed of his hut as a small boat,

In a cold night like this

When 1ce and hail matted the sky,

The tattered sail of the boat was hopelessly tangled

And 1ts oars unable to break the ice sealing the river.

Even if fires were Iit by his fellow fishermen on shore,

Tonight would still be a hard night for the old man aboard.

And he thought:

If I could only Iift my ax and saw tomorrow,
The chill would be chopped away just the same.
But he could not forget

How frozen he had been the night before,
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His arms and legs ached

Unable to Lift his ax

Or move lumber,

No matter how the boss scolded and ridiculed him,

But he had had his youth once,

And his strong body,

His arms, agile and muscular.

Once he was resolute, hard-working, and devoted to his duty
Which he knew well.

In his heart, in those days,

He always kept the medal that his boss had given him:

“What a strong arm!

You don’t need to worry about not getting rich in three ycars.”

Forty years of work,

His finger marks sank deep into his ax, his saw, his plane and
chisel,

The tree outside grew tall, and then grew old.

‘The money—the old comns with square holes, copper picces,
silver coins, and banknotes, that passed through
his hands—

Also changed their looks a number of times.

Today

He could not get used to the ridicule and scolding,

Tonight

Cold again whipped him.

But tomorrow

‘Who would know if he could again open his eyes?

The cold was unbearable

He suffered, he shivered.

Tossing in bed

Made his old bones sore.

Suddenly he opened his eyes wide

As he recalled the cotton

His boss had stored upstairs in t}ze back.

S
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In the dark of the night

He gently pushed open the door to the storeroom upstatrs.

A dark deed done in the dark,

Made his heart throb violently.

He grabbed a handful of cotton and tucked it under lus quilt.
Strange feehngs surged 1n his heart:

Some day I will grow still older,

Some day I shall ift my ax and saw no more,

‘Who then will look after a wretched old man?

A dejected sigh

Accompanied hum nto a fitful sleep.

The next day he lifted his ax,

And the next night under the longlegged turtle-shaped oil lamp
The boss chicked his abacus:

“Look for a greener pasture, man,

This is your pay.

Think carefully about what you did last night.”
Suddenly he felt

Perhaps this was only a nightmare:

As 1f he were walking on a frozen nver

Treading the ice step by step

Hoping to reach the other shore.

Then just as he arnved at the middle of the river
The 1ce cracked, piece by piece,

Dumping him in the cold water of December. . .

There was nothing to say,
And no light to be lit,
In the darkness he saw a ray of light,

And yet again in the darkness he saw things darker than before.
Dark night,

The north wind again paced the land
Snatching things from man.

He lay quietly on the hard board in his hut. . .

And then he felt
The white cotton was colder than snow,

And chilher than snow was the world of man.
Almost piously, he felt regret . . .
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So immense was the snow-clad plain,
And so wamm the fluffy fresh snow seemed.
Reflection from the snow Iit up the silvery night,
- Spreading over a limitless space, white-covered.
He smuled,
And the broad laughter of the wind approached from the far end
of the snow plain . . .

Dawn broke

The rooster’s crow woke me up.

Al ya,

I must hurry to make tea and heat water
And pull open that heavy door of the shop.
I wiped the sleep from my eyes,

Hastily threw off my quult,

And scampered out of my hard-board bed.
Something kicked in my chest.
“Aryo,” . ..

I yelled as I saw

That ashen face

With its tongue protruding

And 1ts eyeballs turned upward,

On top of a body danghng from the rafter.

At once the workers all got up,

‘They moved fast, untying the rope from the neck of the hanged
man,

And laid him down on the floor,

Someone immediately slapped him on the cheeks.!

Another undid his buttons

To feel his chest.

“He’s gone,” . . .

Tears fell from all the faces around.

1Done, not with the thought of resuscitation, but to prevent the ghost
from haunting anyone at hand, i accordance with Chmese folk behef —Ed.
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On that very day

They sold his ax, saw, plane, and chisel,
And bought several straw mats

To wrap up his remains.

Two fellows carried him

To the pauper’s graveyard.

No monks or nuns in Buddhist robes to say prayers for him,

No survivors wearing mourning to shed tears over the dead.

The wind churned the snow

With a heart-rending whistle resounding through the Jand.

The fellow workers of the carpenter shop bent their heads

Sadly following him, tossing a sheet or two of ghost moncy along
the way.

Through a white-turbaned cypress grove,

And past a village where icicles hung under thatched roofs,
The procession went toward the graveyard.

A pick broke the snow cover on the ground,

To rest him in the black earth.

Snow flakes lashed their faces,

Snow flakes soaked their clothes,

With their heads bending low

They trudged along 1n heavy steps.

Therr footprints branded the snow-paved plain,
Dragging 1ron-colored chains

From the carpenter shop . . .

Coming back from the burial

They said:
“Through his life he was hard-working and thrifty
Still he ended up this way.

It’s frightening to think what’s waiting for us all.” . . .

After a little while

The boss scolded me again,

He said the rope of the banged man
Should have been cut up before burning,
Now, the ghost of the hanged man
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Would surely find his substitute® in the shop.

Nobody said a word,

Stall I could not understand this riddle.

Why should he look for hus substitute back here?

In silence I prayed to him:
“In your life you made no enemy among them.

After your death they buried you.

This was enough friendship.

They have done nothing dishonest, nothing at all.
Please, oh, please, don’t look for your substitute here,
Because all of them are as poor and hard-pressed as you.”

Buried deep under the snow
Was that dead body,
But in front of my eyes
Perpetually remained that shadow dangling under the rafter,
Its tongue protruding
Eyes turned upward
On an ashen face.
1940
The Carpenter Shop, 81—-100

FIVE SHORT STANZAS
I. Chariot

Time will come when there will be no dark night,
The blue sky will be our shelter,

The sun, our wheel,

And a lofty ideal will pull our chariot.

We shall nde m our own chanot toward

‘The apex of time

And the edge of space.

2In order to gam delverance, a ghost with a gnevance will retumn to
find his substitute The subshtute will then be haunted to death and he
m turn maust find his own substitute.—Ed.
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II. The Morming Glory

Morning glories, blue and red:
You climb a tree,

With unshakable faith,
Advancing forward.

You are a brave bugler

Who ascends the highest peak
To sound reveille,

ITI. Spring

Let the trees clap their green palms,

Let blood-colored blossoms raise their glowing torches,
Let the wilderness swell i a sea of turquoise,

Let the cuckoos sing to herald the spring,

Let our battle hymns, ah,

Spread out together with the immense blue of the sky.

IV. A Bud

A youthful laughter,

A nurtured love,

A bottle of wine under its original seal,
An 1deal yet to be attained,

A heart awaiting the kindling.

V. Dark Night

It's no crime to light a lamp at night:
Aren’t swallows entitled to the blue sky of March,
And the bees, the blooming woods?

Spnng 1942
Selected Contemporary Chinese Poems, 185-87



Wang Ya-p'ing (10102- )

As A younc high school student in the southern Hopei city Hsing-
t'a, Wang Ya-p'ing turned to poetry to tell about humself, his
family in the country, and some of his panful experiences. The
time was shortly before the 1927 political and mihitary upheaval,
and the setting was a countryside beset by crop failure and abuses
of the local power hierarchy. The willage that used to present a
“pretty picture, with green fields smuling at the blue sky,” to the
poet m his childhood had become a scene of misery. It was another
re-enactment of the proverbial “thirty million refugees” fleeing a
barren land. And the poet’s own family had to face a heartless
landlord who resorted to pressures and tricks to take over their last
small patch of land. The deepest gash in the poet’s memory was
the humiliation he felt at fifteen when he had to beg the land-
lord, with a gift the Wangs could ill afford, to forgive their mis-
behavior—*“because we had protested agamst his dishonest treat-
ment.”

There was also the lure of fame, of course, as Wang admitted in
1953 In his high school there was a group of students interested
in the then budding new literature. They studied Kuo Mo-jo and
Lu Hsun, and used these wnters as therr models. The radical
expressions in a mimeographed pamphlet put out by Wang and
his friends got them in trouble with the local authorities, Three
of them went to jail and Wang fled to the large aities, from K'ai-
feng to Peking, and later to Tientsin. Ill-prepared to find his way

in a new environment that was anything but hospitable, Wang
wrote:

“Trusted my footprints to the great earth
And let difficulties tear away my life,
Day after day.”

In his drifting he found himself not quite alone Many hke him
were equally restless in Peking and Shanghai, where young writers’
groups were braving the pohtical storms in order to remain active.
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The 1927 coup in Shanghai drove the leftists underground. In the
north the worsening relationship with Japan led to the latter's
occupation of Mukden m 1931. From Tientsin, Wang traveled to
Tangku where he heard a child asking his father:

“Isn’t this railway station our place?
Why are the Japanese scntries on duty here?
The other day one of them kicked my playmate,
And today one of them aimed his gun at m,
That’s really ternble, Daddy.”

(from “A Child Asks,” 1933)

And as he strolled along the docks at Taku, he leamed from an
old fisherman the history of the Chinese cannons half-buried
sand there. The old man told him:

“All Chinese troops fell back from the front line,
As the Japanese soldicrs broke through the Great Wall.
Bombs fell as far as Lu-t'ai,
You could see black smoke from here.”
(from “The Port of Talu,” 1935)

Unable to continue publishing their poetry journals, Wang and
several of his friends fled to Tsingtao. Wang pondered on what
he had seen and decided that he must dedicate himself to us
fellow men and lus country.

Tsingtao provided hum with some peace and quiet to study. He
became well acquamnted with the pocts Wang T'ung-chao and
Tsang K'o-chia He read and re-read the masters of classical Chi-
nese poctry, and studied Byron and Pushkin. He took time off
to roam the countryside, collecting folk songs and listcning to the
country people talk. His work 1 tlus penod resulted in three
volumes: The Winter in The City, The Song of Sea Swallows,
The December Wind. These poems describe the people’s suffer-
ing from the war and their anger, the miserable lot of the woman
worker m Shanghai textile mills, and “innumerable skeletons ar-
rayed on the shore” of the Huangp’u Ruver, once a romantic
setting for stomes.

Shortly after war was declared 1n 1937, Wang went to the front
to work with the troops He wrote short thymes m folk-song style
for hus unit of “war area service” workers, who entertained the
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troops to boost their morale, to use in songs and skits. Two years
later he returned to the wartime capital, Chungking, and wrote
poems full of the images he brought back from the field—the
simple peasant-turned-soldier, the life in a crudely dug trench . . .
all completely alien to the atmosphere in Chungking. His lan-
guage became plainer, but, as he admitted, his imitation of peas-
ant speech was not entirely successful. On the other hand, his
short poems decrying a metropolitan hfe remote from the life-
and-death struggle on the war fronts, achieved a gh degree of
Iyrical quahty.

Chungking was foo sedate for Wang and he waited for an
opportunity to go back to the North. In 1946, he returned to his
native village where he joined the Communist units wresting the
Jand from the Nationalists and resumed his work with the sol-
diers, publishing propaganda pamphlets and staging plays for the
troops. He worked on the Yellow River with thousands of Com-
munist rilitia and villagers to protect a strategic dike the National-
ist troops were trying to dynamite He helped to establish Com-
munist control in many willages, and began wnting story poems
in the folk-ballad style. His works continue to appear in mainland
Chinese publications.

WINTER IN THE CITY

‘The moon has not yet risen

A chill wind brings mn the shadow of evening,

Layers of dark smoke spill over the street,

The low houses, and the roofs of Western-style buildings.

Faded banners drape the store fronts,
The face of a policeman retires into his fur collar.
Blurred words on a bulletin board say
“Shake up city administration, restore prosperity.”

Packed snow continues to await the thaw:

Cold, the streets lie desolate;

Dry Ieaves shiver on barren branches,
Murmuring: “It has come, the winter in the city.”

Tsmgtao, December 1934
Winter i the City, 21~22
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THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER

White gulls fall asleep behind the curtain of the night,
Not a shadow of a sail floats on the Pacific.

Dark clouds rob the moon and stars of brilliance,
A towering hghthouse nses alone in the sky.

The frightening roar of the wind comes from afar,
Angry waves are thundenng all around.

In the darkness when dawn is about to break,
I offer myself to the task of bnnging about the hght.

January 5, 1935
Winter in the City, 82-83

NEW YEAR

New Year brings with it no new look,

On everyone’s face hangs a forced smule.

Red scrolls signify good fortune no more,

Neither do yellow ntual papers agam summon luck.

Palace lanterns have disappeared, streets lic unswept,
Several firecrackers break through lonehness.

The sound fails to dismuss real poverty,

It only brings about heart-rending desolation.

No noise of New Year celebration is heard in the street,
No girl 1 new clothes 15 seen 1 front of the door.

One’s heart aches at the depressing scene,

On an abandoned swing spiders have spread their webs.

Only the bulletin board of the village office is crowded
With many papers beaning big red seals,
There are also a few freshly wntten characters
“By order of the Provincial Government, Deadline for the
first-quarter taxes must be met.”
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For a fresh begmning of thus life;
They set uP 2 future hope out of the present despail.

Spring 1935
Winter i1 the Citys 64-66

Qhe carries 10 , thn from hunget,
And histens, W1 h hand clenching he window St
Po, PO, P

A spell of dog's barking
Accompanies 3 woman$ weeping:

Leaps the shadow of 2 man.
She knows 1t 18 the father of her child,
L Ch'ing driven crazy by his debts.
«You still naven't gone t© bed yet? 1E's Very co
«Gleep, how can I sleep? I'm afraid
You will do that agam, eVeR though it's pecause We 8% poor
and hungry”
«yyhat else can We do? 1 we Jon't do this
Nobody can borrow 2 grain of wheat from them!”
«1f the peopie secognize you
Theyll put you m jal, and kil yout”
wxcill me, Haven't they yust stormed the govemment in the
next town?
There are to0 WAy poor people Fven if someonc recogpized
me, he would not report 10 the police\."
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Black clouds steal the starlight from the sky,

Wind chimes rattle on the eaves;

He hes down 1n bed, pistol still in hand,

His fnghtened heart eagerly awaits the dawn in the east.

New Year’s Eve, 1935
Wanter in the City, 61-63

THE PORTRAIT OF A CHINESE SOLDIER
Before the Troops Start

He took a stack of paper money for the dead,

And wrote his name on each.

Facing the paddy fields and yellow rice crops,

Beautiful green water, and blue hlls,

He highted the paper money at a junction.

The west wind predicted his early triumphal return.

Therr 1ron-like faces

Tured toward the vanishing smoke—

(That’s the money for the dead.)

It went to slay the devils!

Nobody expected to return alive.

With tears in his eyes the regiment commander talked to the
troops,

The spectators cheered, and sighed.

The willow trees waved good-by, a little sadly,

And the crickets played their songs of parting.

They left, without turning their heads once to look at their
hometown,

A rolling wave of dust rose from the road.

A file of steel

Marched forward, braving the rising sun.

Torn Banknotes

The army paid them

The morming before they left.

In the autumn sky of September
White clouds sailed.

No time to dnnk a cup of plain wine,
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Or to pack up a few needed articles,
They had to rush to the front, on the double.
Anger burned in their bosoms.
He held up lus banknotes and shouted,
“Thus stuff is already usecless!
We want to be real men to kill the encmy,
We must tear these to show our determination!”
“Tear them to pieces! He who does not is a ‘Statcless Slavel’”
“Yal The guy who 1s afrad of death and won't tear them 1s not
a man!”
Everybody stared at the scraps of paper
Scattered on the yellow earth by the road.
“Why do we waste them?”
Chao Clv'eng shook his head.
“Damn it, are you still thinking of coming back alive?
You are a turtle’s egg if you don’t tear them.”
“Stateless Slave! I'll let you have it if you don’t tear them!”
Jecring and shouting surged,
And excitement whirled through everyonc’s heart.
Chao Ch’eng silently stared at his buddies,
Holding back his tears,
He struck a match,
The beautiful banknotes became ashes and smoke.
‘They called cadence and marched forward
The sun traveled across the cloud-adorned sky of September.

He Ended the Life of His Brother

The guns rattled

The bullets whistled,

The battle cries shook the earth,

In their hearts

Bumed 2 hero’s delight,

As they leaped from the protection of fortifications
To crawl forward.

The wind roared in from the immense wilderness,
Enemy planes thundered overhead:

The dance of blood,

The wail of death.

Guns churned the dust and smoke,
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Cannon shells tore up every blade of grass.
Several birds, unknowing,
Proudly circled the sky.
The moment the comrades in front fell,
Those behind rushed forward,
Trymng as they were to wrestle the land of the free
From the destiny of death.
After one of these assaults
He discovered his brother among a pile of bodies,
With lus eyes half-closed
And blood gushing from his neck.
He picked up his brother’s nfle,
Ready to carry um to the rear.
From behind came a spate of demanding gunshots
And the order to return and attack the encmy.
Save his brother? Or return to attack?
The dilemma
Twisted his heart.
He hugged his brother and cried
While bandaging his wound with a handkerchief.
“You cryl What's the use of crying!”
His brother opened his eyes a little wider.
He held his brother’s hand for a moment,
Then stood up to walk away, silently.
“Brother, come . . . come back. . . .”
He returned and collapsed on his brother's chest
Agony robbed him of the last word.
“Brother! Use your gun, please
So that I don’t have to. . . . You go back to the attack.”
He listened to s brother’s last heart-rending cry of pain,
In silence he clenched his teeth
The trigger chicked; he ended his brother’s life,
And he held hus nfle high to leap across the grassland.

Pawning an Arm

Fine ramn sprnkled ceaselessly outside the window,
The blades of grass drooped.

He threw open his blanket
“What happened to my arm?” he shouted in anger.



Wang Yap'ing (1910~ ) 335

And he struggled with pain to get up.
The nurse tried to hum a lullaby,
And even to tell hum the faury tale of the “Whiterobed
Goddess.”
His sad eyes
Held back wrathful tears.
With his left arm he pounded on the bamboo cot
Making 1t repeat s insistent demand.
The nurse brought to him lus amputated arm
Soaked 1n chemucal solution
He seized 1t and laughed wildly,
“My sweetheart, so many devils have you killed,
Today I am gomng to pawn youl”
Deliriously he pushed away the nurse,
Jumped over the fence of the hospital,
And, like a ja1l breaker fleemng his pursuer,
Darted into a pawn shop.
“I want to pawn this arm, for five dollars!”
Tung! The arm was tossed on the counter.
The shopkeeper scurned away in fnght
The chemical solution was splashed all over the window.
“Qur shop only permits redemption, no more pawning,”
The propnetor explained nervously.
“Damn 1t, this arm is more precious than anything you name.
It's worth a thousand gold pieces
Or ten thousand suits of clothes.
Stupid dog, listen,
I haven’t been paid for three whole damn months,
You and the whole lot like you just wine and dine,
And don't give a damn about the country and the war.”
The propnetor Iit a cigarette,
Trying to force a smule on lus face.
He angnly grabbed the arm,
Darted back into the main street,
Still laughing dcliriously
He threw the arm at the
Fine rain kept falling fio
And the sky was so glor
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A Disabled Shadow

The back view of a disabled soldier,
Minus his right arm,
A sleeve danghng at the side,
Drew startled looks everywhere.
He went to the street from the hospital
And from the street he went to the countryside
And agam retumed to the city,
Bearing his bitter hatred 1n silence.
Liu Te-ch’eng. In the history of the war against Japan
There 1s hus glorous name.
The Red-Cross sewn on his gray cotton-padded military jacket
Symbolized the grandeur of the man.
He walked forward, his chin up,
And laughed, n reminiscence of that struggle in blood and fire.
Yes, three months’ toying with life and death,
Although one of his four limbs was gone
His robust life was spared.
Often on his face there protruded blue veins,
Anger locked his eyebrows
As he gazed at the rushing waves of the Ch’ien-t’ang River
That rolled and surged in a tide of blood.
The lush red fields on both banks
Were trampled under the enemy’s iron hoofs.
Red clouds embraced the setting sun,
‘That retired slowly behind the blue hills.
He hated bitterly—when would victory be finally won!
The night wind blew on lns wound
A sharp attack of pain, a shiver,
The feeling of loss prickled his heart.
Not! If the country is gone, where is home?
Listen, the intense gunfire in the distance.
Battle cries 1n the dream . . .
Bayonets thrust at the dwarf enemuics.
And when he woke up, the cool Iight of a sinking moon
Was kissing his thin blankets.
“Why didn’t you let me die in the front line?”
Often he angrily shouted
And from his left and right heavily wounded comrades
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Groaned sadly and in low voice, time and time again.
A mormng breeze brought along the next dawn.

Guns and cannons howled on earth.

Our troops tough as steel

Marched toward a holy war.

From the supreme commander to the small shopkeeper
Banded together 1n an 1ron Great Wall
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From the Ch’ang-pa1 Mountain to the mouth of the Pearl River.

The War of Resistance, a stupendous tidal wave of blood.
Four hundred and fifty milhon new sons and daughters
Struggled up from a blood bath, and shouted.

A new history of China

Must be revised according to a design sketched in blood.
Armless, legless,

So many shadows of the disabled,

Were the heroes who did the sketching.

Today a batch of them were carned back from the front,
Tomorrow perhaps there will be more.

On our immense termtory

Thousands of shadows of the disabled moved about,

Into the bloody fire of a people’s struggle

They cast a heroic sacrifice

'To buy the dawn of freedom and liberation.

1937-38
The Portrait of a Chinese Soldier, 4—37



Mao Tse-tung (1893- )

Mao TSe-TUNG’S poems are prosaic, some say. This opiion seems
to be justiied when they are read m translation. What must be
remembered 1s that he wrote 1 the classical style. the shih and
the tz'u, and has demonstrated a mastery and control of these
forms as well as of hvely and forceful imagery.

Like most of the classical Chinese poets, Mao indulges in al-
lusions and metaphorical expressions refermng to a distant past.
But few of his allusions really require annotation.

Reading his poems, one becomes unmistakably aware of Mao’s
admuration of such masters of poetry as Lu Yu and Yueh Fer of the
Sung Dynasty, both of whom were wnter-statesmen and patrotic
poets. One also notes Mao’s famiharity with the entire range of
heroes 1 Chinese history, including the controversial character
Ts'ao, Ts'ao, who virtually usurped the throne in the Han Dynasty.

The man from a farmer’s family in Hunan Province who rose to
become the leader of Communist China is largely self-educated.
Mao did his study mainly while a jumior staff member of the Peking
Umversity library mn the 1gios. Dunng that penod he read ex-
tensively both Chinese classics and Western works in translation.

Very authontative i his tone when he wntes on Marxst-
Leninism, he 1s noticeably modest about his poetry In the 1940s
he allowed a small collection of his poems to appear. When the
Poetry Journal was inaugurated by Tsang K'o-cha in 1957, Mao
complied with a request to let some of his poems be repnnted mn
its first 1ssue He selected mineteen and sent them to Tsang with a
note: “T have never wished to publish these pieces formally be-
cause they are in the old style which may, by setting a bad example,
do harm to the youth. Furthermore they are not very poetic, nor
are they unusual. . . . As to poetry, the new style must be the
main stream. One may wrte some poetry of the old style, but must
not promote old poetry among the youth because the latter style
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restricts thought and 1s difficult to learn. . . 7 (Nineteen Poems,
1-2)

Quite apart from his pohtical stature and in spite of his own
words about them, Mao’s poems are worthy denvations from clas-
sical Chinese poetry, blending a pnde 1n man’s achievement with
an admiration for nature’s grandeur,

AT THE LOU-SHAN PASS

Sharp west wind,

In the immense sky a swan calls to the frosty morning moon.
Frosty morming moon,

The hoofs of my steed fall at random,

And the bugle sounds choked,

Say not the dangerous defile and the long trail are hard to pass.
Now we have scaled the peak,
Scaled the peak,
An ocean of blue hills
Bathed 1n the blood of sunset.

Near the Szechwan-Kweichow border, January 1935
Nineteen Poems, 11

SIXTEEN-SYLLABLE STANZA

What halls!

I sped my steed over them without dismounting.
Looking back with a start

I saw them only three feet three from the skyl

1 Author’s note A folk song says*
The K’ulou Mountan above
The Pa-pao Mountamn below,
Only three feet three from the sky
Man passing over them must duck his head,
And the horse must shed its saddle.
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What hills!

Rising like angry waves in rivers and scas.

They rush by

As my horse immerses itself in the depth of battle.

Durning the Long March, 1935
Nineteen Poems, 12-13

ON THE LIU-P’AN MOUNTAIN

Light clouds on clear sky,

My eyes follow the southbound swan to the horizon.
He who fails to reach the Great Wall is not a man,
We have, as I count on my fingers, traveled 20,000 li.

The towering peaks on the Liu-pan,

The banner unfurhing mn the western wind,
Today the long cord 1s in hand?®

When shall T tie up the Yellow Dragon?

Durng the Long March, Scptember 1935
Nineteen Poems, 15

THE SNOW

The land of the north

For thousands of mules scaled in ice

For ten thousand miles buned mn snow.

Looking at the Great Wall and beyond

I see only an undifferentiated whte,

And up and down the Yellow River

No Jonger 15 there any surging wave.

The mountams dance m silver snakes

'The knolls dot the plamn with waxen elephants

Trying to measure up to the height of the sky.
2“Long cord” refers to the petition received by an Emperor of the Han

Dynasty from General Chung Chun for a long cord with which the gen-
eral pledged to tie the clueftam of the mvading “barbanans "—Ed
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On sunny days '
One sees the rouge of the sun against a gleaming punty—
Such extraordmmary charm.

So beautiful is the land,

That countless heroes bow their heads in tnbute.
Pity that the first emperors of the Ch'in and Han Dynasties
Were lacking 1n hterary achievement,

And the founding fathers of the T'ang and Sung eras
Fell short in artistic grace.

The man of an epoch, blessed by heaven,

Genghis Khan

Only knew how to shoot giant buzzards with arrows.
They are all gone now.

If we are to count the men of destiny

We have to depend upon today.

Nineteen Poems, 18-20

THE YELLOW CRANE PAVILIONS

The nine rushing rivers flow through the heartland of China,
A heavy hine links the north with the south.

In misty ramn

The Snake and Tortoise hills guard the river.

‘Whither the Yellow Crane?

Only the site remains to greet visitors.

As I donk to the departed heroes

The tides in my heart surge high as the waves below.
Nineteen Poems, 6

8 A Tstoric structure on the nver bank outside the aity of Wuchang near
Hankow The first lime refers to the mne tributanes of the Yangtze River
covermg the general area of Hunan and Hupeh, the “heavy line” in the
second lme refers to the railroad crossing the Yangtze at Hankow; the hills
mentioned m the fourth lme stand facmg each other across the Yangtze
at Wuchang—Ed.
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ON THE PEI-TAI RIVER

Heavy rain on the northland

White surf surges toward the sky,

Fishing boats adnft beyond the Ch'in-huang Isle.
Only water 1 sight,

How does one tell directions?

The past has been gone for over a thousand years,

When the Emperor Wu of the Wei Dynasty ordered his army
northward

To pass by the Chieh-shuh Hill, as history tells us.

Agam the rusthng antumn wind now, but

What a changed world!

Nineteen Poems, 23

AFTER SWIMMING ACROSS THE YANGTZE RIVER

Having just drunk the water of Changsha
Now I eat the fish of Wuchang.
Crossing the ten-thousand-irlong Yangtze River
I gaze at the unhimuted sky of the southland.
Let the winds and waves batter me,
Still 1t is better than strolling in a quiet garden,
Now that I have found freedom 1n space.
D1d not Confucius say when on a river:
“Such 15 that which passes and is gonel”

The sails stir
But the Snake and Tortoise hills remain still.,
Here a grand scheme takes shape.
A bndge flying across
Turning mto a broad road Heaven’s Moat that used to separate
the north from the south.
Building a stone wall to the west
Will cut off the ramn fallen on the Wu Mountaimn,
To create a towenng dam above a mirror-like lake,
"The goddess of the Wu Mountain should be unchanged,
But only startled by the changed world.
May 1956
Nineteen Poems, 24—2%
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I 1922 A SMALL collection of new poetry appeared under the title,
The Lakeside. The authors were four young men who identified
themselves with a beaut:iful spot on the side of the West Lake in
Hangchow, Chekiang Province. All of the poems were short lyrics.
One wrter stressed youthful sentimentality; most of his words
seemed to be drenched 1n tears. Another was bold, for that hime,
in his praise and worship of love. A third wrote very plainly, some-
times a bit too plamly. The fourth was Feng Hsueh-feng whose
verses were clear, concise, and refreshing.

The quartet did not last long as a group. Their collaboration
produced only one other anthology, The Songs of Spring, pub-
Iished 1n 1923, before the four young wnters dnfted apart. Feng
Hsueh-feng was drawn to literary cnticism and literary theories.
He admired Lu Hsun and became his protégé; their association
began m 1928 and lasted until Lu’s death in 1936. Feng wrote
essays 1 imitation of Lu Hsun’s style with considerable success.
Chinese readers today recognize him as a forceful voice in the
literary polemucs of the 1930s. Few still remember him as a “Lake-
side” poet.

In support of Lu Hsiin, Feng Hsueh-feng expounded on the
Marxist-materiahst view of hterature. He boasted of his prison
experience, one quite a number of the leftist wnters shared in
those days—if they escaped death. The Song of Ling Shan grew
out of his imprisonment.

His voice gained authority after he published a number of
volumes of essays and remained active in the leftist hterary move-
ment. Then in 1957 when the “Hundred Flowers” incident oc-
curred, he was among the disgraced, together with Hu Feng and
Ai Ch'ing, accused of rightist leanings.

The incident started when the Communist Party chiefs declared
that all schools of thought should be encouraged to contend with
each other in order that a “hundred flowers could bloom” in
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competition. Shortly afterwards the party and the government
reversed 1ts policy m the face of the flood of adverse criticism thus
released. Feng Hsueh-feng was not among those criticizing the
government, but his failure to refute the critics 1n defense of the
Party line was mterpreted as a nghtist attitude. He wrote several
“confessions” and “explanations,” and silence followed. At the
least, he partially lost his freedom. Toward the end of 1961 he was
cleared.

THE CH'ING-MING FESTIVAL?

Ch'ing-ming

I strolled up and down the street in silence;

Under the willow branches pinned on the doorway,

There I scemed to see the shadow of my httle sister with
a cluster of bean flowers in her harr.

Hangchow, 1922
Compendum, 158

THE SONGS OF SPRING (II)

The sun 1n the east, the ramn west,

The cuckoo calls desperately.

Gazing from faraway toward your home over there beneath a
mountain 1 mormng fog,

You pick a willow branch, gleaning a handful of the willow’s tears.

1923 (?)
Compendium, 158

THE SONG OF LING SHAN?

We could see Ling Shan,
It 15 a strange mountan,

1Ch'mgming, a day to visit the graves of deceased relatves, roughly
comcides with Easter —Ed

?From the author’s note Ling Mountam 15 located mn Kiangst near
Shang-yao. It 1s a beautful, towering mountain ndge of over mmnety I After
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With sheer, craggy peaks in a towering array,
Its top is like the bony spine of a huge monster.
Below, a ring of supporting knolls form an iron castle.
Fields run along the side of a nver before the mountan,
And behind stretches a sky of mysterious blue
That no one can ever decipher.
People here said to me, “Ling Shan is a blessed place,
A great battlefield!
Many a great leader has gathered huge armies here,
Unfurling their banner of justice wntten in blood.
Ling Shan forever remains a landmark of victory.”
And they said, “Sustamed warfare, sustained victory, and sustained
resistancel
Ling Shan, as a result holds the essence of the great earth.”
Ling Shan, all year long radiates a grace that fills
man’s heart and lungs,
And we breathe the essence of that grace, day and night.

We could see Ling Shan,

A mountain never to be conquered.

It looks so magmficent.

With sheer, craggy peaks in a towering armay,

It sometimes hides behind a dream-like haze,

And itself appears awe-nsping and august.

People pointed out to me also, “It was nght here, at this
Ling Shan,

The great fighters once again rallied huge armies,

Firmly gnpping their banner of justice written in blood,

To overrun the entire southeast . . .

Right on this mountain, the last battle was fought, the last

retreat made, and the last resistance staged!”

1928, the Worker-Peasant Democratic Revolutionary Army under Fang Chih-
min occupted this mountain and used it as its base of operations Fang
and the last of his men, were arrested and killed on this mountamn 1 1935.
Legend grew about the place. . .. Dunng the war, a concentration camp
of the Third War Zone was located to the south of the mountain. [The
author wrote this poem while impnsoned there in 1941-42] We could
raise our heads and gaze at 1t day and night Among my fellow pnsoners

there were some who had fought as peasant-soldiers under Fang Chih-min
about ten years before,
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They said, “This mountain, a place of misfortune,

It was nght here that they shed their last drop of blood.

This mountain tragically became such a grand shrne,

A sacred place for all those following 1n their steps. . . .”

Ling Shan, the beautiful stance of the great unconquered!

Its aura reaches beyond several thousand mules.

We could see Ling Shan,

Ah, such a strange mountain!

From this mountain we learned the inewitability of history’s
tragedies.

From 1t we understood why we rush toward those tragedies without
fear or retreat.

From it we understood that we were born for the realization
of the world’s 1deals.

We understood where the beauty of all mountains and rivers came
from,

And why there is a mysterious air of grace that appears
from time to time here.

From this mountain I discovered the real soul of our generation.

It will move on, perpetually, by the great and unconquerable
force of man himself,

It will seek the strange beauty of this force, as if it were
thirsting for blood.

We could see Ling Shan,

Such a beautiful mountam.

In the mormng 1t looks as tender and graceful as the morning
cloud 1t wears,

In the evenmng 1t 15 twice as blue and imposing because of the
setting sun on its back,

On a clear day, it seems to hide nothing under the bright sunshine,

But as dusk sets in, you look at 1t under the dim starlight,

"There seem to be thousands of troops and their mounts

darting to and fro.

This 15 an unconquerable mountain!

It's the stance of this generation,

A sacred land, and a heart-rending sorrow,

But also a bugle call, and a milestone

The Song of Ling Shan, 2-7
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE

Why do her eyes suddenly light up, that hittle girl?
Is 1t not that mn the flymg yellow dust,
In the middle of a colorless countryside
QOutside a deserted little village,
A cluster of pomegranate blossoms, bloody red pomegranate
blossoms,
Appearing like a single touch of color,
Suddenly is reflected 1 her eyes?

Isn't it?
Isn’t this a violent odor,
A joy thustily sought?

Ah, she, such a little Iife,

Has already had her fill of immense hardship.

Isn't 1t true that fatigue has already rendered her slow,

And the smell of blood has reduced her to simple-mindedness,
And yet her young but courageous heart, still dnves her

Toward an unlimited devotion?

Isn’t it so?

Ah, 1s0’t this a beautiful
And noble

Color?

The Song of Ling Shan, 59-61

FIRE

Fire! Ab, if it is fire!
You cast yourself into the dark night,
You bum n the dark mght.

There is a fire in my heart,

I want to fling myself into the dark night,
And " 't bum there,

ne mise higher, still higher.
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The roaring fire,

The glowing fire,

The dark night swallows it,
And the dark night bums it!

The Song of Ling Shan, 19-20



Hu Feng (19052 )

In THE EARLY 1g50s every reader in China knew Hu Feng as an
authontative hterary cntic personally tramed by Lu Hsun, but few
remembered lus true name, Chang Kuang-jen. At the height of
his career, Hu Feng's words contnibuted a great deal to the new
Iterary trends. Through his volumes of literary cmticism runs a
persistent thread: Literature 1s more than a superficial reflection of
1ts social mihien; hterature must be a penetrating revelation of the
heart and soul of hving people at a given time. Hu Feng does not
believe that a poet can wnte good poetry if he only has sympathy
with what he sees. A good poet must, says Hu Feng, merge him-
self with the people and their lives which he attempts to portray.

When the May Fourth Movement started 1 1919 m Peking,
Hu Feng was stll a young boy in his native town of I-tu in Hupeh
Province. Two years later he enrolled 1 a high school n Wuchang
across the Yangtze River from Hankow. There he began to read
the works of the “Lakeside Poets” Feng Hsueh-feng and P’an Mo-
hua which assert the importance of the individual human being’s
feelings. He also liked Wang T’ung-chao’s One Leaf, which records
the sighs of these young men after they had experienced disillusion-
ment in real hife. Ping Hsin’s Spring Waters exerted a deasive
influence on his style in those days. But Ping Hsin's verse was
inspired by a feeling of gratitude to hfe, while Hu Feng was
bombarded by the cries of anguish and discontent around him.
The pamphlets circulated by the “Mutual Help Society” in
Wouchang, and the radical essays published in the local Wuhan
Review, further aroused his sympathy with the rebels, student
demonstrators, and union orgamizers. He published s first story,
admittedly juvenile, eulogizing them, and left Wuchang for Nan-
king where he felt the thunderous repercussions of the May 30,
1925, incident in nearby Shanghai. Soon afterward he went to
Peking,

With his interest now clearly identified with literature, Hu



350 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

Feng in the late 19205 found himself tom between love and art
on the one hand, and the realities of life on the other. He caught
glmpses of the former 1deal m Tolstoy’s Resurrection, and he was
reminded of the latter by Lu Hsin with whom he had developed
a close association in Peking. Hc wavered between the two, and
gradually gravitated toward realism. Thus we read ‘in his Wild
Flowers and Arrows (1937) descriptions of his fechng of gult
about carrymg on his shoulders “a ghost of the past,” while he
longed for the hght of the future. We read his “Cold Night,” that
tells of his despair and readiness to shmnk back to a famibar
corner of his memory, and his “To the Dead,” which captures an
outburst 1ssued from his other selfi—the one that evolved nto the
Hu Feng of the 194os.

The section he appended to Wild Flowers and Arrows is clearly
indicative of hus later development. It includes several poems he
translated from Englsh and Japanese, notably poems by Langston
Hughes, Frances E. Harper, and Claude McKay on the Iife of
the Negro 1n the Amencan South.

Encouraged by Lu Hsun, he tumned to literary criticism and
social essays which earned him the enwiable position of a favonte
disciple of Lu. Indeed, after Lu’s death in 1936, Hu seemed
ready to mhent Lu’s prestige and leadership in the literary circles.
By 1947 he had published at least seven collections of hterary
criticism and miscellaneous essays, 1n addition to his poetic works,
and translations. In 1949 upon the establishment of the new
regime, he wrote his long poem, The Song of Joy, heralding
the “beginning of a new cra” He was near the peak of his career
when suddenly toward the end of 1954 the waves of “struggles
aganst nghtist reactionanes” caught up with him. For one half
year he was assailed mercilessly in publications throughout the
country. He was accused of liding behind Lu Hsun’s glory m
order to sabotage the revolution, accused of withdrawing from the
Communist Youth Corps m 1925, after supposedly joining it
sometime around 1919, because he was afraid of losing his hife;
accused of bemng mstrumental in keeping the hterary leaders at
loggerheads dunng the 19305 in Shangha: when the Communists
were trymg to rally them under the red banner.

Hu Feng responded to the charges by pubhishing a series of self-
cnticisms, and has not been heard from since.
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THE JOURNEY

1 hold on to a faded dream,

Saunterning on a deserted road.

The chill sad call of the swan sweeps through the sky,
An mmmense cold bleakness all around—

I know 1t’s evening.

I carry on my back a faded dream,
Stroling along 1n cold blurred twihght.
A belt of pine trees hes ahead,

Huge dark shadows hie ahead—

I sit down, all my courage gone.

I lean on a faded dream,

Among the clusters of withered weeds.
Gazing at the misty moon,

Hearing faintly the mght watchman’s gong—
I contemplate the blessed multitude of lives.

I prop myself on a faded dream,
And sleep fitfully.

When I wake up

The moon is already down,
Darkness reigns all around—

Ah, embrace me tightly

My good fnend the dark might.

Late autumn 1926
Wid Flowers and Arrows, 20-22

TO THE DEAD?

You are dead,
Like fire, you lived:
And like fire, you died.

1 Author’s note: When I arnved m Peking on March 20, 1926, 1t was
already the third day after the massacre I looked at the blood-stamed
clothes of the dead, I could not bear my sorrow and anger
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You are dead,
Your blood dyed their claws and fangs red;
Your blood also dyed red our hearts.

You are dead, and our hearts throb
For the cold, cold night kept by a lover,
And the fading twilight facing a mother.

You are dead, and our hearts are in anger
At the flesh and bones strewn around
And the blood soaking the yellow dust.

Our hearts throb:
Come on, come on,
Our brothers!

Our hearts are in anger,
Come out, come out,
Our enemaes!
1926
Wild Flowers and Arrows, 14-16

FRUSTRATION

The center of the sky seems to be burning

‘The whole heaven 15 on the verge of tears.

Am I to be buned i the depth of bitter anger?
This boiling dead quuet,

This silent cry!

The myriads of lives,

Moving,

Chattering,

While fiery clouds threaten immediate storm and
Cast immense black shadows.

The blurred, the unknown . . .
All in smoke, all in haze . . .
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Even should my skin be slivered,

And my blood flow 1 all directions,

How can the burning heat in my heart be cooled?
Fly away! Fly away!

But even the gusty winds above the clouds
Cannot cool my burning cheeks,

Where shall I go?

Shall I use a hand of flesh and blood
To put out the flame in my heart,
Or remain 1n the orbit with all hves,
Trading pursuit for destruction?
June 1927
Wild Flowers and Arrows, 30-32

COLD NIGHT

No need to compare my feeling with an abandoned well,
Even less need to descnbe my hife as a cool moon,
Vibrating m this cold mght,

The rumbling roar of the town

Is enough to make me

Think of the dechining years with a shiver.

Cannot I madly kiss the wounds of the past,
And shed some tears as Chnst did.

When violence descends on me

—1I shnnk timudly and cannot raise my arms.
Only a pair of surviving legs

Drag on and on, aimlessly,

Step by step . . .

In the sky there may be a warm sun,
Or sobbing chilly winds,

Though the umverse i1s 1mmense
When did 1t ever give me

A smile of dawn,

And a sigh of dusk?

353
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I wish to pour a cup of strong wine, cimson red,
Into my bosom spht wide open.

I am hurt

I am dead drunk,

And in my confusion

I have found dear fniends

And bitter enemes.

Or perhaps weanng tattered clothes,

To beg for food from door to door by day,

And at night, to curl up and sleep ncar Mother’s ncglected grave.
If ever I recall the stomes heard in Mother’s arms,

I shall hug the withered weeds under the cool moon, and cry.

January 1928
Collected Works of Hu Feng, 89

THE SONG OF THE SETTING SUN

The setting sun 1s almost below the horizon
Evening haze 1s about to rise;

Brother, let us go,

This 15 the most beautiful hour of the day.

A blossom of cloud, wine flushed in the distant sky,
Looks down with affection on the top of the woods.
In that silent, mirrorhke pond beyond perhaps
‘There are nppling reflections, sweet as dreams.

Go through that gloomy forest,
Pass beyond this desolate, abandoned road;
Brother, let us go,

This 15 the most beautiful hour of the day.

On ths side of the woods, only the rusthng of the leaves,
Beyond the woods, the setting sun still lingers in the sky.
Qver here, shadows grow, ike black hair creeping out,

There, the afterglow still bums the blushing mountain tops.
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The chain of mountams marches, link after Iink,
Leading your gaze on into mnfinite space,

The flame of the setting sun glows angnly red
Warming a tnfle the dream of youth.

Youth that has gone 1s hke petals withered and fallen.

They cannot be gathered, much less threaded mto a garland.
Let us, then, warm up a bit the dream of last mght,

While the setting sun remains a fiery red.

The afterglow lights the tops of the trees.
Listen to my song and hold my hand,

My brother, now let us go,

Ths 15 the most beautriful hour of the day.

End of summer 1929
Wild Flowers and Armrows, 74~77

from THE SONG OF JOY
Chapter I. The Time Has Begun

Motherland

Our great motherland

In your bosom that has borne so much suffering

The little humihation I have shared,
And httle sorrow

Are forever unforgettable.

But the day has finally arrived.

Today

For your new birth

I offer tears of joy:

For your motherly love

I offer tears of gratitude.

Motherland
My motherland
Today
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At this sacred hour of your new birth
The entire world salutes you
The entire universe congratulates you.

A thunder roars,
Rumbhng, rolling over your head.
The rain comes
Rusthing, dancing on your head.
Motherland, Ah,
For you
The whole universe is singing joyfully
A symphony of nature,
Majestic yet tender
Dnfting over the sea of life.
I feel your immense heart
Stir and throb 1n excitement.

My eyes

Glance to the right

I see the profile of an old man

His hair like a bundle of autumn weeds,

His beard sticking out like 1ron wires.

In excitement he holds his mouth open
Forgetting to move.

I feel

Hot perspiration start from his forchead,

I feel

In his eyes which I cannot see from here
A fire is glowing.

My comrades at arms,

My brothers,

I have seen you

Dying n a dank and stench-filled prison,

Starving and freezing in a deserted wvillage.

You—you and the peasants—have fed lice with your flesh,

Have drunk bloody water on the battlefield with your friends,
You have endured repeated hammerings, repeated tnals.

You have conquered pain and death.
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During these

Many, many years,

Your hope stayed alive
And your will stayed alive.

And today,
At this very moment that stirs you,

Forget all the past,

Except that the past

Has punfied you, Iike a newborn child

Lymg in 2 warm cradle

His untamnted heart overflowing with the blessing of new Iife.

Peking, November 11, 1949
The Song of Joy, 13-18



Fang Ching (10132- )

Fane Cmmng, who grew up in a small town in West China,
cultivated his wnting quietly by himself and began publishing shm
volumes 1n the early 1940s. The unpretentious elegance of his
hnes and a profound but undramatic sympathy with his fellow
men make his works stand out among his generation. In 1948, he
published his The Songs of a Stroller and The Victory of Life, a
collection of essays which gives impressions of the people and
scenes he encountered dunng his travels m Southwest China 1n
the early 1g4os.

NIGHT

When I wake up, suddenly, at midnight,

The fitful sad call of a cricket

Gently seeps through the earth,

A lonely feeling of 1mmense space nses, hovering above.
And my searching heart

As immense as the mght finds no limit.

Night, ah, your tangy flavor,
Lasts so long!

But the life of man, so short.
I gaze with sleepless eyes

At your passing immobility.

‘The impatient pelting rain drums a question

Asking you about an eternal mystery.

My faraway thoughts follow the ramdrops, sinking into the earth,
Becoming seeds of silence.

The flickenng fireflies,

My youthful joysl
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Wild vines and brushes entomb a barren land,
Buned deep are youth and beauty.

Perpetual silence offers something,

Even bleached bones contain phosphorous that shines,
Hurry, then, to build hfe

With our blood-stained hands.

The long, long, weed-entangled night,
The mght with chirping cnickets, my night,
The mght pierced by a prophet’s eyesight, ah!
June 18, 1942 (?)
The Songs of a Stroller, 40~42

OVERNIGHT STOP

I slap the only bags I cary,

Some yellow dust of the road falls off, but new dust clings
to them agam.

Dust piles deep on the road, winds follow the trucks,

What an endless journey 1s the hfe of man

A 10ad leading toward the infimte!

After a Jong stopover, I come to a roadside stop—

At which inns, their names unremembered,

Have I left behind my footprnts?

The life T have walked through,

Has 1t left any trace at all?

Tomght I stay in this httle village,

The lamps’ soft hght and the host’s kind somle

Warmly comfort the heart of a traveler.

A night’s sleep prepares me

For a new journey at dawn.

November 24, 1942
The Songs of a Stroller, 27-28

A SONG

Every day we discover, every day we create,
Every day we let our ideal
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Lead us to adventure.

Let every day be

A patch of glittering sunshine

We are all suffering children,

Our song,

On the wings of flying eagles,

On the tops of towering rocks,
Over the majestic and magnificent oceans,
And above the lustrous and lofty sun,
Pirouettes, nses, and soars away.

It firmly clings to, yet lightly flutters
On the flag that describes our will.

December 13, 1942 (?)
The Songs of a Stroller, 49~50

THE SONG OF A VAGABOND SON
To His MoTHER

Why this long silence?
Are you waiting for a clear answer?
Yes, I have already asked so many questions,

And there are still so many voices ready to burst forth from my
heart.

All the storms, travels, cold and heat, hunger and thisst,
My body must bear and my heart accept.

But in a land cold below zero,

I long for your warm, tropical eyes.

Snow covers the wide earth,

My emotions surge, limtless.

I am sad over the lost punty of my childhood heart,

And the vamished joy and fragrance of the dawning of life.

The warm fire in my mother’s room,

And near the fire, the moving tales of winter days,
Could not detain my widespread wings,

Neither could her quivering, tearful words of blessing.
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I have no lyrical tears

As I chew on the stony fruits of reality.
Relymg upon my vision of truth and beauty
I dnft along season after season.

I am not yet tired of searching

Though my youthful heart trembles so—
A lwing heart of China

Has ceased to care, ceased to feel,

The muzzle of a gun, the mouth of a man, and the voice of a heart
All are our prophets,

Declanng a solemn, sacred, message,

A revelation that flashes through the unconscious.

Snow covers the great earth.

Mother, you alone keep that little room,

Your hand halts with a needle and thread,

And in the comers of your eyes are tears of expectation.

You have grown old, so much older than before.
You murmur your feehngs only to yourself.
Wearing out your heart never to be requited
Are time, travail, and the hardship of life.

I have asked none of many fnends and relatives
To bnng a greeting to you;

Nerther have I i many years

Attended to Father's crumbling grave.

But we cannot soon return,

The end of our journey 1s nowhere in sight—

Only the wu-t'ung tree m the yard, like a loyal old servant,
Keeps watch over the house, never to leave,

Snow cannot cover my memory

My heart yearns to greet you, earnestly;
My warm finger thaws

The frozen past to seal this message.
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Let it bring, mn this way,

My heart from a vagabond’s road;
Let 1t light a fire mn that chilly room
To warm and comfort your heart.

Snow covers our great earth

To prepare for the nch flowers and lush grass next spring.
This child-heart of mine longing for Mother

Is blessed as 1t forever kisses the smile m your eyes.

Winter 1944
The Songs of a Stroller, 55-61

A DIRGE

A1, ai, why 15 our step so heavy,

What makes 1t drag?

Is 1t that old, long chan,

Or the slanted fetter and lock,

Or the road?

But the road leads us afar.

Slowly trudging on the road

Are the scattered shadows, all tired of walking,
All bending double, crawling along,

Why do they all bend their heads low?
Look, the innocent souls,

Of those starved to death, frozen to death,
Or killed by the enemy,

Or sumply wasted away by their hard life—
All who should be living today.

Our hearts carry the burden of lfe,

And the overweight burden of death.

This is a solemn hour,

Dark shadows float on the road—

What 1s that black thing on our shoulders?
Ay, 1t’s a coffin we are carrying,

Contaimning a heavy corpse—

The hunmliation and error of a people.

In this most solemn funeral procession,
The most devoted pallbearers
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Sing 1n subdued voices the last dirge:

Bury 1t, bury 1t deep

Bury a destiny full of sighs

In the grave dug from a ravaged land,

Then say your good-by resolutely to yesterday.
Let new love belong to our hearts,

A new road to our footsteps,

And a new world to our shoulders.

January 10, 1943 (?)
The Songs of a Stroller, 62-64

THE ROAD OF ALL LIVES

Who created illusions for you,

Brave young man?

You are an injured wild animal.

Licking your wounds at the edge of a forest,
Your eyes still search the wide horizon.

Bear our lives,
Let our dear ones drift apart. Still there are
Hunger, death, and despair to keep us company.
We keep our eyes wide open every day,

y can we never see a ray of the sun?

Old man, who let the layers of anguish,
More than the accumulated years,

Bend double your waist?

The burden of the disaster this time
Overweighs the hardship of your entire hfe.

Child, in your mother’s bosom

You are a stone weighing heavily on her heart.
The joy of your birth has long faded,

And the world greets you only

With the ugly sins of man.

363
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We unfortunate travelers on the same road

Come together again tonight.

Let our feet carry us to the end of this winding dark road;
Let our eyes ching to that pomnt of light,

Love, once frozen within our hearts, will flow agam.

Tsun-1, January 13, 1945
The Songs of a Stroller, 65-67
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Jen CrUN admits that his poems are like “slogans and panegyr-
1cs,” but clamms that nothing except his own feeling has caused
him to utter them. As a human being, he has to bow to the
command of a number of external forces, but as a poet he defers
only to the mresistible mner call. In his case the call 1s the urge to
sing of the grandeur of the time. To be sure, 1t is the tragic
grandeur of a tragic era, but it is also “a string of glowing years.”

He wrote The Glowing Years before the Sino-Japanese War was
over, in the temporary capital of Chungking. It was a time and
place where he did not have to write such lines. The command,
then, must truly have been his own.

He counters his critics with a reminder that Walt Whitman
once upon a time had to face similar ndicule. He declares, in the
poem prefacing his I Sing for the Victory (Chungking, 1943):

Pretty poems,

Let ancient mummies chant them;

Elegant words,

Let fossils appreciate them.

We want to mount our war horses
Gripping our spears

To sing our new songs aloud!

With a clear purpose in sight, Jen Chin polishes his weapon
for mass agitation. He tailors his lines for recitation m public. His
work was first read by a choral group in Shanghai in 1949 almost
immediately after the city changed hands. Soon after that, the
students of the Drama Institute in Shanghai arranged a so-voice
choral group to give readings of his “Smash the Blockade” ac-
companied, for the first time, by sound effects. Each reading drew
an audience of over ten thousand. In this work, Jen Chun has
acknowledged his debt to Mike Gold, whose “Strike” has his
unceasing admiration.
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THE GLOWING YEARS

History is smouldernng,
Time burns your hand,
This 15 a string of glowing ycarsl

Look!

Which city, which village,
Or

Which niver, which mountain peak
Is not in flame?

Which pair of eyes

Or which one’s heart
Is not burning bright?

The hight is intense and glaring,
Like the moon,

Only still more crystalline,

Like the sun,

Only still more brilliant.

This light starts from the will to tevenge, hard as steel,
And burms the hearts of love and hate.

It glows from the cross of Christ’s martyrdom,
From the forehead of the Buddha,
And from the tip of Mohammed’s sword . . «

It’s the light of truth, and justice
Of freedom and democracy!

It has shone before
On the great revolution of France
On the liberation of American slaves.
It has shone before
On the Chinese overthrowing the Manchus
On the Russians ousting the Cezar.
Now it is highting the whole world,
Helping it to free itself from the Fascists.
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History 1s smouldering,
Time bumns your hand,
This 15 a glowing era
That bums bnght everywhere!
It will slash the thick dark night,
And brng to humamty
A sun, a moon, and stars, all completely new.
The Glowing Years, 9598

THE TEMPERING OF STEEL

My friends, I say—
The enemy’s bombs

Are just a big iron hammer
That pounds us, incessantly.

“It’s up‘".—l

Everybody
Lake a soldier readying for action:

Nimbly prepares everythmg
Puts away everything

Gulps down as much food as he can hold,

Packs hus hittle bag,

Fills lus water canteen,

And bnngs along a snack . . .
Determined to carry out “Sustained Resistance War”
Against the so-called “Vicious” and “Exhaustive” raids.

“Air raid!”—
Everybody smartly
Locks his door ~
Loads his bag on his back
And takes m hand a sack, of leather or cloth ...
! Big lanterns were used as ar raid alarms mm most cihes dunng World

War Il m China, with different colors designating the preliminary, the
arr raid, the urgent, and the all-clear signals —Ed.
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Under the direction and protection
Of the police and Public Safety Corps
One after another
In neat order
They walk toward the shelter.
A massive stream they are
But without haste or panic.
“It’s urgent!”—
Everybody harbors
The same feeling
The same faith.
Like members of one family
They sit close together,
They stand close together,
Crowd together.
With patience, unity, and seriousness
They deal with and resist
The brutal activities of the enemy!
“All clear!”—
Everybody picks up lis sack of leather or cloth,
Loads his bag on his back
(Also loads a much greater mission and duty
on his back)
And walks back home,
(If his home is yet undestroyed)
Walks back to his post.

Isn’t 1t so, my friends?
The enemy’s bombs
Are just a big iron hammer,
We are already tempered steel
More sohid and resthient than ever.

Chunghing, June 1941
The Glowmng Years, 102-06



Jen Chim (19202- ) 369

I SING OF MAY

Like a hurricane,
Like a flash of lightning,
May—
The giant of the era
Has amved!
Piloting a three-engined
High-speed plane,
Driving a streamlined
Express train,
Breaking through the milky white fog,
Through the seal of ice and snow,
Through the guard line of bayonets and spears,
Vibrating,
Rumbling,
It has arrived!
It has come to the willages,
Also to the cities,
"To Shanghai, Peking, and Hankow . . .
Also to New York, Pars, and London,
Bringing with it all fire,
All heat,
All force,
And a body full of scars
Ab, scarst
Yes, in the past,
In Shanghai, Peking, and Tsinan
In New York, Pamns, and Berhn,
You have been beaten,
And shot
And trampled under hoofs,
All bloody,
Tom wide open!
But your tendons are of copper and your bones steel,
Your immortal body
Can be wounded, but never fatally,
And the wounds give yon new strength.
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When the time comes
Once again you appear
Like a ferocious warrior with a hundred battles behind you,
Leading an ymmense army
Sweeping forward.
Never slow
Never any hesitation!

When you amve
The sun gives light and heat cspecially for you,
And presents a picture of total beauty,
Just as the peacock spreads
Its gorgeous plumage.
Even cold-blooded worms
No longer want to stay underground
But leap from their subterranean dwellings
To offer themselves
To the sun you have brought along!
The snow of Sibema
Has begun to melt,
The solid 1ce blocks on the Yellow River and the Don
Have started to thaw.
Cheer runs through the great earth
And enchanting dimples appear on water.
On the trees, birds chime their songs of greeting;
Red blossoms cover the countryside,
Cover the cities . . .
And men,
Although some at the sound of your footsteps

Or at the sight of your shadow
Already

Tremble in fear
As they suffer
From extreme tension,
Afraid of seemng your colors bright and clear

Afraid of hearing your sonorous roar.
These people, you see,

Are an army of moles
Who know only how to hide underground,
Bemng unaccustomed to the sun
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Especially the sun you brought along.
But there are people, many many more people,
Regarding you as a true brother,
As an affectionate companion.
The moment you arrive
They'll be like those in a dream
Suddenly aroused by an insistent alarm.
They'll use banners and processions,
Sweat and blood . . .
As their most ammated language.
In the streets,
On parade grounds
In buildings,
Tao you,
(And to the entire world)
They'll tell of their gnevances,
Express their hopes,
And ready their own strength.,
The moment you arrive
They'll shake hands with you,
Kiss you
And hug you,
And merge with you into one unity.

Now, May!
Once again you march with your majestic force
On the old world.
We are the youngest generation of ths era,
We are dead enemues to the old society,
We are the sons of the sun.
We want to be the vanguards
Shedding our last drop of blood
To blaze a trail for you.
We shall gather all the red flowers in the world
"To make a huge garland,
And drape it on your neck,
So that you can soar everywhere,
Soar
And soar,
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May!

O:

SD:
C:
SG:

{3 s4

“/”

You are bringing from the dark, dark night
To this world—a tomorrow.
1 Sing for the Victory, g95-105

from SMASH THE BLOCKADE

indicates the sound of a gong, drum,
cymbals, small gong, all struck
simultaneously

indicates the sound of a small drum
indicates the sound of cymbals

indicates the sound of a small gong
Each symbol represents a basic note which
may be a % note.

represents prolongation of the basic note,
making 1t a Y2 note.

represents a Y6 note.

4

(Male chorus)  Forward!
(Female chorus) The people of Shanghail (O/)

(Male chorus)  Fightl
(Female chorus) The people of Shanghail (O, O)

(Mdle voice) With your buming zcal

(Female voice)  And your courage like surging waves,
(Male voice) And your determination hke steel,
(Femdle voice) ~ With concrete action

Respond to the enemy

(Madle chorus) ~ Defeat the enemy. (SD, SD, O)

(Femadle voice)  Victory

(Mdle chorus)  Must belong to the people. (O-, O)
(Female voice)  Starting from “May 30th”?

2 Refers to the madent 1 Shanghar on May 30, 1925 when labor ar:d
student demonstrators protested agamst the killing of the labor leader Ku
Cheng-hung There were many casualties —Ed
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(Male voice)
(Female voice)

(Mdle voice)
(Female voice)

(Mdle voice)

(Female voice)
(Male chorus)
(Female chorus)

(Mdle voice)

(Female chorus)

(Male voice)

(Female voice)
(Mdle chorus)
(Femadle chorus)
(Altogether)

(Mdle voice)

(Female chorus)
(Male chorus)
(Female chorus)
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We have

Struggled against imperialism,

Struggled against Sun Ch’van-fang?
Struggled against Kuomintang reactionaries
And finally we got Shanghai

Back m the hands of the people.

Since we had the power

To recapture Shanghai

We also have the power

To protect Shanghai

To rebuild Shanghai. (O, O, O)

Fight bravely!

The people of Shanghail

Under the leadership

Of Chairman Mao and the Chinese
Communist Party

March forward without faill

People of Shanghail

We never stand alone—

All the people of China

All the peoples of the world

All stand on our side. (O, O, O, O, O)

Let the six million pairs of iron fists
Reach up together like a forest,
Together, aiming at the imperialists,
At the Chiang gang of bandits,
Strike down without mercy:

(Altogether) Smash the enemy blockadel
Rebuild the people’s new Shanghail
(0,0-,0

(07 O“7 O; C, SG, C, O, C, C, SG, C, O, O, O)

Shanghai, August 1949
Long Lwve New Ching, 22~26

8The military commander who occupied and ruled Shanghai m the

1920s.~—Ed,
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A Facie command of popular tunes, folk songs, and the time-
tested musical features of the Clincse language are the handy
tools of Yudan Shui-pai, but 1t 1s a keen observation of the wony
of hfe that gives substance to his poetry. Yuan was httle known
at the beginning of the second world war, but when his verses
appeared in Hong Kong under the pen name Ma Fan-t'o toward
the end of the war, recogniton was instantancous. They are
humorous verses, often sharp enough to make the reader laugh with
tears in his eyes. They are also—since the greatest irony of man
shows up in his relationship with other men—political and social
Verses.

In these early works Ma Fan-t'o ridiculed the strange things
gomg on in the middle and late 194os: the birth of a pig billed as
an omen of victory, the repeated efforts to clean up the cities in
order to impress foreign visitors, the talk of giving uniforms to
prostitutes, the soldiers dymng of starvation while mmullionaires
doubled their bank accounts in Amcrica, the strectear that never
came. . . .

Ma Fan-t'o skilfully burlesques popular songs and creates new
ditties. Superb control and the use of local expressions and slang
are the secret of hus humor, The comic element is heightened by
the nng of authenticity in his lines—the simple, down-to-carth
expressions of the people. Ma Fan-t’o secems to have done nothing
more than record them in such a way as to highlight their iromical
and humorous character. The poems arc funny in spite of their
settings, which can be extremely pathetic.

In laughing at the follies of man, Ma Fan-t'o is also raising
questions not easily answered. A pervading one 1s about the sense
of the society 1n which he has found himself. When he takes in all
that 15 gong on at one glance, his attempt at a description of it in
“Headline Music” is an admission of dismal faflure Life as 1t
appears now, he seems to be saying in this poem, simply cannot
be caught m rhyme, it 15 a cacophony. ’
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THE CITY

The city waits for you ahead

With its smell of taverns,

With its smell of automobiles,

With its dust churned up by the wheels,

With its adverbising and trades that tell hes.

It will entertain you with its noisy streets,

With the deception and indifference that lic among men,
With hearts that have become numb.

Like a crouching wild animal,

The aty waits for you ahead.

1939 (?)
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 461

HEADLINE MUSIC

Seven days and seven nights eating, sleeping, defecating
on the top of a freight car
From 100 to 300 swept up at the entrance to the tunnelt
Big fire, Big fire, Bag fire
Bodies, Bodies, Bodies
The suggestive pictures on the walls
Musclemen pushing their way forward
Leg, Leg, Leg
Curve, Curve, Curve
A pair of eyes protruding from the flames
And the flames shooting out from the eyes
City follows city, the rail line
From village to village, narrow trails and cavalries
Infinite joy, when th,e*\moon 1s again full
Lots of people © “* 'z hats in the thumping crowd

1Refers to the " _ Yd in the early summer of 1941 when . - '
hundreds of people ©« trampled to death m the air ran
tunnel system m ssult of a panic and poor ventilat’

facilities —Ed



376 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

If the air raid siren sounds, full technicolor
Furst prize 1s defimitely here, hurry up and get rich
Tense, Tense, Tense
Bullish, Bullish, Bullish
Four thousand million dollars tumble in the gold market
Change, No change, Don’t discuss national affairs
Every tune grand, elegant, and elevating
Every scene full of exquisite music and dance
Sing in honor of schoolmates joining the army
Dance for benefit of the refugees
A queue tens of mules long, spending the night in the
cold wind
Peerless art on creamy arbificial ice, spring color in the
palace of the moon
Every word is blood and gnef, moving the audicnce to tears
They camed and supported their old and young, we were deeply
touched
Domestically produced great film, a tragedy with costumes
m the latest fashion
The plot touchingly sad, tender, tense
Ladies, old and young, are respectfully advised
to bning more handkerchiefs
Skyhght, Skyhght, Skylight. . . .
Chungking, December 14, 1944
The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, 13-14
Author’s note These are almost all film ads, headlines of all
sorts, and certain commonly used expressions in news dispatches,
thrown together. I can think of no approprate name for it, s0
I call it “Headline Music.”

OLD WANG POPS THE QUESTION

They say that Old Wang has a girl friend, Miss Li,

For her, Old Wang’s feeling defimtely cannot be compared with
the ordmary.

Fust he mnvited her to see a spoken drama, four hundred dollars
a ticket,

Second, he sent her home later in a ricksha, costing another

eighty.
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The next day Old Wang started, no use beating about the bush.
“I'm studying accounting m the busmess school of the college,

But I am not on the staff of any government agency,

There is a httle business of my own that I manage.

“Speaking of age I have only turned the twenty-sixth spring,
However, on the roster of a certain bureau you'll find my name.
Every month I receve the regular ten pecks of OPC rice,
Thirty-one is the age in that registration I claim.

“The school chum of my sister’s husband has a cousin

‘Whose hometown relative is a maidservant in a certain mansion.
Whatever happens you can always entrust to her,

Then 1t’s a cinch there will be absolutely no question.

“I have my ID card, salt coupons, special privilege cards,
And a card that gets you things much cheaper at the Co-op store.
And 1 still have put away a half bolt of blue cloth . . .
Miss Li, I don’t think I need to say any more.”

Winter 1944
The Songs of Ma Fan-tf'o, 15-16

INSCRIPTION ON A KLIM CAN

.In the year Ap. 3000, a tin can was discovered in the ruin of a
b{g Seaport near the Yangtze River delta. Upon examination by
distinguished archaeologists, it was identified as a precious antique

dating back to the “People’s Era.” On the can were twenty-four
hnes of mscnptions, as follows:

Khim powdered milk
Inexpensive supply.
Chmese children’s hves
On 1t rely.

Drink foreign milk
Recognize an alien parent,
How fortunate indeed

Are the children at present,
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If the mother has no milk,

A dry nurse comes to the house.
There is no need

To trouble Chinese cows.

Simple and clear:
Everything needed daily
Is an imported item
From a foreign country.

Why develop industries?
That’s too much ado.
Just open up your mouth
Let cakes come to you.

Living at others’ mercy,
Be flexible, one’s told.
This treasure must be kept
For generations to behold

January 18, 1946
The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, 14243

A SONG OF REFORM

Speaking of reform, yes, we are going to reform;

We will get a haircut first, and then take a bath.
Remove our long gowns to put on Western suts,
And get hold of a walking stick to carry around.

Speaking of reform, yes, we are going to reform.
If you want me to be patient, I never can agree.
I'll bear all pans and make all sacrifices with teeth clenched,
To change all our sanitary facilities to the Western style.

Square table tops will be changed into round,
Porndge will be served before regular steamed rice.
Walking and driving will both keep to the nght,

And all the stores will be renamed Corporations.
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“Proprietors” will be replaced by “Managers,”

The Spring Festival will be called Farmer’s Day.

Don’t say you're playmg mahjong, say yours 1§ a
“Ma-ch’ueh”? game,

Stop eating soybean sauce, use salt instead.

Tear down the seals on the gates, switch to locks.
Talk not too little, neither too much.
“Papa” has resigned m favor of “Father,”

Bhikshuni returns to her lay hfe to become a “nun.”

Open up the windows, but add a screen,

The ants are yielding their floor to the caterpillass.
Too much freedom is tyranny,

Nowadays democracy is so, so very different.

February 12, 1946
The Songs of Ma Fan-'o, 166-67

STRANGE TALES, DOMESTIC VINTAGE

Trucks smash trains,

Skulls knock nfle butts,

Pandas nde on aiplanes

Bandits are promoted to generals.
Ladies escort Mr. John3

Masters swap flies.

Land and sea forces join

To smash up a dance jomnt.

Hard to take inventory in liberated areas,
Get a copy from Tokyo.

Chennault is a foreign name

But Charhe has become a compatriot.
Let's welcome more garnson troops
So they can lut the Chinese.

2 A more fashionable name for the same game —Ed

1t was considered chic i those days to go out with members of the
foreign colony —Ed
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Abolish the rickshas

The unemployed can join the army.
The moon is better abroad,

But civil war 1s our specialty.

The fat ones play mahjong,

The thin ones are stakes.
Prostitute roundup 1 the city,
Pressgang for men in the country.
Hats fly over the sky,

Tails follow everyone.*

Democracy is Communism
Progressive is anti-revolution.

Use gasoline to fight fire,

This 1s called “problem of face.”
The victors are weeping sadly,
The vanquished chuckle with pride.
Traitors try traitors,

People kill people.

A mass of air of harmony

Ping pang ping pang ping.

October 11, 1946
The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, II, 55-56

NEW YEAR

Some celebrate their New Year this way,
Some celebrate therr New Year that.
New Year m the tall Western-style buildings, steam heat feels

like spmng.

New Year 1n the streets, men curl up on the sidewalk like dogs.

The rich eat their dinners, lasting a half month,
Until their tongues are blistered, and their intestines start

The poor, ah, the poor have sweet potatoes for a meal;
They get sick, lose their jobs, and remain sad-faced.

4 Accusing someone of Communist affillation was called, mn those days,
“giving someone a red hat to wear,” and “taiing” referred to spymg—Ed
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Celebrate the New Year in the sound of firecrackers, gongs
and drums, and drinking games,

And in the sound of guns and cannons, mn the shadow of whips
and gleam of swords.

Some celebrate by drmking champagne;

Others celebrate by dnnking poison.

Some sleep the New Year in on a Simmons innerspring:

Others sleep the New Year in on a board full of nails.

I's Wang Hstao-eth’s New Year: Worse off year after year.

But the New Year of the Big Boss: Plenty of money, plenty of
money.

February 9, 1948
The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, II, 137~38

“VERY INTERESTING” DEATH

At a “very interesting” gatherng,

The ladies and gentlemen brought up a “very interesting”
question.

The gentleman had a Chinese name,

The lady, however, bore a name of alen origin.

Question- “Firecrackers are expressions of joy,

Why then are they used at funerals in China?”

Answer. “Because life 1s so hard for the Chinese, and to them
Death means a happy mirvana.”

Capital! Capital’ Very, “very interesting!”

The Chinese regard death as happy hberation.

Absolutely correct! Absolutely correct! Otherwise why while
living 1 this paradise,

Do they still hang themselves, or jump off a tall bulding, or
plunge into the sea, or take poson?

For example: A peddler “possessed by the devil” fell off a
tall bwlding, hus head cracked wide open,
But to hum, that could be only a “pleasant relief.”
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Or take the girl “teaching Cantonese” at a hotel, who “died
on the spot,”
Naturally, “I died happily” must have been her belef.

So, why must you say that their deaths were “self-inflicted?”
If you say that they were “inflicted by others,” wouldn't it
earn someone ment?
Aid in someone’s death—aid in someone’s pursuit of happiness.
Why do you waste effort to absolve yourselves? The world should
thank you for it.

Gentlemen, ladies, why don’t you keep your dreams?
Ladies, gentlemen, why don’t you keep your muddled heads?
Today you are looking down from the clouds, “very interestingly.”
Tomorrow, don’t tumble down and plunge directly in an
outhouse.
May 14, 1949
The Songs of Liberation g7-100
The author’s note to this poem gives the detailed background

of a special conference billed as “Very Interesting” by the intel-
lectual and social elite in Hong Kong, including both Chinese
and Bntish. The subject was a comparative study of the Chinese
and Western ways of hfe. The conversation in the poem is a
part of what transpired at the conference The reference to the
deaths of a peddler and of a young girl, whose body was found
half-naked on the sidewalk below a hotel, was based on two
tragedies that rocked Hong Kong earlier that year.—Ed.

JUNE WEATHER

June weather, too hot to bear,
I cook a meal 1 the kitchen,
Smoke fills the whole room;
Tears and sweat pour like rain.
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Little Mao’s heat rash is red all over;

His cry tugs at his mother’s heart.

Not that Mother doesn’t want to take care of you,
She just can’t take time out from washing clothes.

June weather, too hot to stand,

Your dad works an extra shift at night.

There, even in winter he perspires 1 a thin shirt;
What will he do in weather Iike this?

‘When he comes home it’s already daybreak,
He walks in, stiff and numb.
He drops 1 bed without a word;
Tears fall 1n silence; who dares to ask him?
The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, 11, 130-31

OLD MOTHER BLINDS HER OWN SON

It’s snowing hard,

The nver froze.

We finished the nation’s war, but now we fight our own people.
Conscription could not reach rich men,

It only reached after my son, over twenty years old.

I entreated heaven, heaven did not respond;

I pleaded with the earth, the earth had no power.

I begged other people, but no one sympathized.

I cried my eyes dry, dreading the arrival of dawn
For at dawn my son was to report to the army camp,

While my son was asleep,

And the neighborhood lay in total silence.
“Ah, my son,

Don’t blame your mother for being too cruel,

Don’t blame your mother for being too cruel.”
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I took needles.
Two steel needles,
And plunged them into my son’s eyes.
He screamed and blood spurted out.
“Ah, my son, they don’t take a blind man in the army.”
The Songs of Ma Fan-to, 11, 105-6

Author’s note January 7, 1947 dispatch from Tan-yang, released
in the Wen-hui Daily of Shanghai: A farmer of the Mei-chia
Village was drafted. His mother stabbed his eyes when he was not
looking. He lost his sight instantly.

CAN'T UNDERSTAND

Can’t understand!

Can’t understand!

Why can’t you understand?
Why still can’t you understand?

You take scolding,
You take beating,
Are you crazy or mad,
Or silly, or dumb?

Dnven like a horse,

Slaughtered hke a cow,

You wear out your bones, bear all hardships,

Having eamed nothing, except a thousand years of debt.

They cheated you

They sold you!

They dramed your blood
And rumed your famuly.

Not a single able-bodied man is left,

Even women and old men have to build fortifications.

Last autumn’s battlefield stll stinks 1 winter,

And a spning crop of corpses 1s to be buned n the same ditch.
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Bitterness no end!

Tears never dryl

Who cheated us all our hves?

Who did us harm we could never rcdress?

Can’t understand!
Can’t understand!
You mean to tell me you really don’t understandl
You mean to tell me you really don’t understand!

The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, 11, 11517

Author'’s note A report entitled “Traveling in Northern Kiangsu”
in the Wen-hui Dadily of Apnl 14, 1947, quotes a certamn Division
Commander as saying, “It 1s not advisable to station troops along
the Nanking-Shanghai Iine because city hfe often has a demoraliz-
ing influence on morale. The soldiers nowadays arc all dumb.
Frankly, if they understood, how could they be willing to fight?”

KOWTOW

Give one kowtow,

Gulp a mouthful of rice,
Swallow a drop of tear,
Live one day less.

The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, I, 76

CAN'T AFFORD TO LIVE

Have to eat, but can’t afford to eat;

Have to wear clothes, but can’t afford it

Have to nde a ncksha, but can’t afford to ride;
Have to tent a room, but can’t afford to sub-lease.
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Half of my salary was deducted to cover an advance.
Half of my salary was paid back to Old Li.

Only a httle small change was brought back home
To buy what, kerosene or mce?

The Songs of Ma Fan-t'o, I, 111

TO INDIA

It’s a land of beauty and grace,

Everywhere green fohage spreads like umbrellas, and roses are
big as bowls.

The peacocks’ green feathers shimmer in the woods.

There the goddess of spring makes her perpetual home,

It’s a land of beauty and riches

Watered by the blood of its people’s heroes.
Yes, the people there are sturdy and brave;
They are hike our own brothers.

It’s an ancient friendship, two thousand years old.
Time cannot dimimsh 1t, nor high mountains block it.

We, nine hundred and sixty million people live together in peace,
Setting a new example for all the world.

Ah, north wind, please blow. Let our songs ride on your wings
To sail with the wishes and blessing of Peking

To the banks of the Ganges where soft breezes sway the willows,
To the land where flowers bloom all four seasons.

Selected Poems of 1953 9-1955 12, 456-57
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1 Mex, whose real name has not been ascertained, began publish-
ing m the late 1g30s under the mtials, “S. M. His collection,
The Stringless Lute, contains many successful attempts 1O free
poetic expressions from old and new linguistic conventions. The
proper thythm for 3 theme, be 1t an old horse trudging on an
ancient road or a sting of boatmen pulling 2 huge wooden junk,
is very well captured 10 Tus verse.

LONELINESS

Loneliness

The moon shines on 2 tree-shaded sidewalk

One listens to the sound of lonely footsteps vanishing into
the immense quiet night.

Loneliness

The clock faces the candle’s tears

One listens to the tick-tock marking the intervals betweeh each
winding and unwinding of time’s axle.

Loneliness

Lymng covered under a layer of clothes but with eyes wide, wide
open

One listens to the rumbling waves from inside the heart.

Loneliness

It”s not the window of night opening without winds,
Tt's not the side of 2 pond without {he shadow of a man Of the
croak of a frog « + ¢

Sy
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Loneliness

It's not the pain caused by a world deserted and desolate,

It’s the mability to bear the human desert made of a multitude
of men.

Loneliness

It’s not a thought wandering afar either, casually leaving this
world behind,

It's a buming love for mankind.

Lonelmess
Ah!
Just because he is unwilling to bear loneliness.

Chunghing, sprimg 1941
The Stnngless Lute, 89—go

IF I KNOW

If I know (like the crystal blue sea near shore),
I am lucky:
If I don’t know,

Still I am lucky. (The singing lark in flight and the swinging
willows,

They don’t know anything about this at all.)

To know
And then again not to know, ah! . . .

Looking at the hazy days through the mist of this mountain city
One sees something, and then nothing at all.

The sun

Please come out, you, the Lord of light!
Let your burning rays

Be my eyes of wisdom that see all . . .

And let me, too,

Open my eyes wide like the sunrise dispelling the clouds,
Let me have enough clear wisdom,
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And enough strength to control the gloom of sorrow (like a
sturdy hne trimming a full white sail)

Thus my own eyes become
Two new suns
Rising from the myriad of ghttenng dewdrops in
the wildemess. . . .
Chunglung, spnng 1041
The Stringless Lute, 85-87

from BOATMEN

IV. One Cable

Their steps in cadence (like a column of seasoned soldiers
answering a “Fall n” command),

Their steps solemn (like the cusp thythm of the morning frost
on a sandy beach),

Their steps firm (so firm that they almost cease bemg human},

Therr steps silent (everyone of the men being as silent as an
won statue):

One cable ties up afl—

The huge wood junk and the men pulling it,

The grain and the seeds on board and the men pulling them,

The force and the direction and the men exerting force,

And the men themselves, each individual and the entire group,

One cable unifies the steps,

Otrganizes the force,

And organizes the group,

Together with the direction and the road—

Only one of those flaxen ropes, long and thin, looking so fragile.

Forward,

Forced march forward,

The road for this march,
Mind you, my friends,

Is not covered mule by mile
Not even step by

But only mch

Every inch hike

Every inch ke

And every inch
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A shapeless rock

Or a stone 1tself already so ironically broken,

Or a halfrotten rusted nail dug out accidentally by a rabbit

from an ancient grave . . .

But one mch forced forward, 1s, after all, one inch advanced,

And one mch advanced 1s one inch of victory.

With one imch’s force,

The force of man and the force of a group,

They move one inch closer

To the morning sun, the disc that spits fire in the sky.
Chungking, February 5, 1942
Wen, Complete Works, Hsin, 569~70

OLD SOLDIER

An old soldier

On a lean horse

Emerges from the morning mist,

A blurred 1mage approaching the woods,

And agan receding nto the blurnng mist,

He has

A durty service cap pressing on his furrowed brow,

A beard frozen in thick frost,

And a nose spouting warm vapor.

His sunken eyes are closed,

His wrnkled cheeks drooping,

His hands hidden in the depth of his padded jacket sleeves.
The remns he unattended on the horse’s shaggy neck.

The outhne of his back
Hunched mn fatigue

Lets the sluggish, rocking steps carry it to an unknown destination,
Day after day,

Carrying a sword

That has a bit of dust

A gleam of metallic light,

A touch of rust,

A Tlayer of frost,

And a trace of blood reflecting the rising sun.

The Stringless Lute, 10-12



Lu Li (49202- )

Lu L1 was a young student when the Japanese began a shooting
war 1 northeasten Chima. He dnfted m and out of Japanese-
occupied areas and found himself in the “border zome” hving
with the guemnllas who fought under the Communists against the
Japanese. In Ius poetry he records his prison expenence, battlefield
experience, and his expenence of working for the Communist
party and later for the Communst regime. In one of his earher
collections, When He Wakes Up, there are examples of his shorter
Iyrics, cast in a style very different from his later works; his “Wild
Flower,” written in 1938, shows a sensitive response to minute
suggestions from the outside world:

Wild flowers grow in the bush,
Laike visions coming to hife in prison.

We walk on the riverside;
The wild Howers nod to us from the shore.

Gazing at the wild flowers,
We no longer fear the difficult road ahead.

‘Wild flowers are about to bear fruits,
Qur wisions are also about to bloom.

Yet even the earher short lyrics embody a view of life that later
finds more eloquent expression m a longer poem, “Lafe,” written
in 1g50. Lu Li, together with I Men, Chang Chih-min, and a
number of others, belongs to a group, that bndges the gap between
Pien Chih-ln and the latest folk-song wnters. Lu Lv’s works reveal
a path of growth, but no trace of any dramatic inner struggle or

traumatic emotional expenence, such as Hu Feng’s works seem to
indrcate.
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A MIDNIGHT’S MEMORY

Moonlight seeped in over the threshold.
I thought it was the sun,
Opening the door, I found it was shll mudnight.

Soon, wind blew in from the north,
Strumming the string of the bow—the moon.
And I heard the sound of daybreak.

The nivershore weighted down under the mountains’ shadows,
And a star flashing across the immense wilderness:
Everything lingered m a sound sleep, I felt.

I alone was the first awake,

When He Wakes Up, 87-88

from LIFE

One day, a lady comrade said to me,
“You are a busy man, you seem to enjoy yourself.”
Thank you for your unenjoyed comphment.

At a time hike this

Of course we are busy.

Many things are beginning,

For many other things we need to prepare fully.
Yesterday we dissolved the old system,

Today, we must, from the warp and woof of history,
Discover the thousands of threads

With which we'll weave a backdrop for the new era.

If you feel that our life is meaningless,

That’s because you haven’t plunged yourself into Iife,

Nor have you dedicated your Iife,

Nor have you embraced this world with your flesh and blood.
You have your small world of liberty,

That winds around your neck like a woolen scarf.
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We, I'm sorry to say,

We ate stupid, not as clever as you.

We know only how to dig dirt,

Placing the heavy yoke of the world on our shoulders,
And laboring hke bullocks.

And every day, we are very happy.

You can hear us laugh aloud any day,

And any day you can hear us sing.

‘When our arms are hooked in our comrades’ arms,
We walk out of our workshops, our factories’ gates.
We, young men and women,

In our laborers’ steps,

Dance our Yang-ko toward a new era.

Poets of our time
Please wnte this kind of poetry,
‘Whte this kind of daily life of ours.
‘Write down the details of our lIife,
Whte how we collect chips of coal to warm up a winter,
Write how we collect scrap iron to build a world of steel,
Write how we polish our machines, handling them like
sweethearts,
Write how we are chagrined because a piece of glass was
accidentally broken,
Write how we save on power and yet produce more,
And how we repair our dormitory, and how happy we are . . .
Just write about us, ordinary people,
About our happiness and sorraw,
About how we conclude a day’s work
And how we march toward tomorrow.
1950
I Sing of Mao Tse-tung, 114-19



Chang Chib-min (19182- )

OnE oF THE newcomers 1 poetry, Chang Chih-mmn began pub-
lishing his verses 1n the late 19405 He descuibed himself not as a
poet, but “a worker with a mouth and a pair of hands”: his mouth,
“to curse as well as to sing,” and lis hands “to hit as well as to
comfort ” He wanted no sadness or despair but rather shouts of
protest, and he got them.

He went to live with the peasants dunng the political transition
and sat 1n on their “Speak-bitterness” sessions when they accused
the landlords of crimes Chang wrote down these narratives 1n the
folk-ballad style, and then read them back to the peasants to see
if they understood them. He mamtams that he changed every
word that was not a part of the peasants’ true language.

The folk ballad 1s particularly swited to story-teling Its thymed
couplets lend themselves to easy recitation, sometimes accompa-
nied by simple folk musical instruments. The stonies Chang has
recorded (some of them undoubtedly true) are usually hife histo-
nies from the birth of a peasant child, to the climax of his triumph
over the landlord and other socal vices with the approach of
Communist hiberation. Many passages have a sweeping and gallop-
ing flow which, sustamned by the feeling of the characters involved,
can be very moving. His “Can’t Kill Him” 15 a fine specimen.

Chang'’s shorter poems are also cast in the folk-song style.

AFTER THE RAIN

The rain halts,
The wind ceases.

The guls

Agan spread out their colorful clothes in the sun:
The children

Chase a rainbow on the lawn.
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Look!
Who has painted another coat of fresh color on the blue hills?

Listen!
The cornstalks are talking in their crackling voice.

Summer 1957
Personalities in the Commune, 128

from CAN'T KILL HIM

TrE REMINISCENCES OF A FIFTY-SEVEN-YEAR-OLD PEASANT WHO
Has Cuancep His Lot

Part I. Fafty-seven Years Passed in Hell

My Name Is “Can’t Kill Him”

My mother said: “You and Larhsi were bomn on the same day,
But Lar-hsy’s famuly was a nich famly.”

For the rich family a new baby is a great joyl
The poor cannot afford feeding another boy.

His family bought wine and weighed in flour,
My mother lost her eyesight shortly after she delivered me.

To be born with lots of money is always lucky,
So they called him “Fortune comes” to a good family,

Fully six months had passed after I came,
No one had yet given me a name.

“What shall we call our child?” asked Mother;
Father said, “Call him ‘Can’t Kill Him,” the King of Hades must
have made a mistake.”
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Strangle My Sister
Mother gave birth to a Iittle sister
There was not even nice gruel to feed her.

My sister was strangled to death,
So Mother could work for others as a nurse.

Father would give me to the Li family,
Mother said: “Before you take my son away, first take me.”

This was hard for him, for I was his only son;
His tears fell like pearls from a broken strng.

All my blue veins showed, I was so thin;
Deep as wine cups my eyes sank 1.

One day I saw Larhsi in the street, white steamed bread 1n his
hand,

He called me to stop me, “Hit Can’t Kill Him!

“You crawl on the ground like a dog;
I'll give you a piece of bread; you snap at it with your mouth.”

I crawled on the ground, hunger had killed my pnde;
Right 1n my chest, he gave me a kick.

“Why don’t you slap yourself when you are dying for food;
When did you last eat things so good!”

Sell My Mother
‘Two pecks of rice we owed Lar-hsi,
Hard as we tned but we could not repay his family.

On New Year’s Eve, we had nothing to eat.
Lai-hst’s father came, he was burning mad.
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“I came to collect, not to beg, today.
Sell your wife, if you can’t repay.”

He forced us on the spot to sell Mother for money,
And at midnight he brought over a black donkey.

Mother saw it, she clawed her own face;
Blood streamed down her cheeks.

Father knocked his head against the wall;
I hung on the donkey’s tail, and wouldn’t let go at all.

“Mother, Mother, you mustn’t go, you see,
If you go, who's to take care of me?”

Part I1. I've Come Back to Life

Speak-bitterness
A thunder rocked heaven;
Along came the Communist Party.

Under a big tree, Lai-hsi and his father were hung;
One whip flew up as another came down.

“You drove my whole family to ruin;
You forced my father to death and my mother to marry again.

“You, heartless wolf who sought only the death of the poor,
Even for cash you wouldn’t sell your gram to us hungry folks.

“T've tended your sheep for over three years;
You figured agamn and agam and said I still owed you more.

“You've beat me in the past, now I'll beat you;
Even after eating your flesh I still won’t be through!”

September 5, 1947
The Sun Has Come Out, 12~27
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RENDEZVOUS

The little creek gurgled

On 1ts bank a gil sat washing clothes.

Never, 1t seemed, could she finish washing her clothes,
As she kept at 1t from dusk till moonmse.

But she was not just washing clothes,

She looked to the east and to the west.

Clearly she was waiting for someone on the riverside,
She was waiting for the shepherd, little Wan-ch’ang.

Had Wan-ch’ang really forgotten their appointment?
The more she waited the more anxious she became.
A spell of anger followed a spell of worry,

Finally Wan-ch’ang arnved at her side.

“As I was just herding the sheep this way,

The ditch 1n our commune broke a lock

The water 1n the vegetable patch was nsing higher and higher,
Which do you think I should take care of first?”

Seeing that Wan-ch’ang was drenched through and through,
Her anger took flight, all m all
“Quuck, let’s make some hot soup to help you perspre,

There 15 still a piece of ginger at our house . .."

Autumn 1957
Personalities m the Commune, 62-63

SEWING

The dawn is breaking

And the roosters call,

The lamp 15 still shiming 1n Third Sister-in-law’s room,
Why has she stayed up all mght?



Chang Chih-min (19187~ ) 399

Ah, so Third Brother 1s gomng out to work,

To build imgation ditches along the Yung-ting River.

She fimshed mending his trousers and started on his bedding
And sewed his jacket after doing the socks and shoes.

Because Third Brother had a bout with dysentery early m spring,
She made him a quilted apron.

She thought to herself as her fingers moved on the stitches:
When water comes down along the canals

We'll fill the northern reservorr first, then the southern.
To soak the several hundred acres of dry field.

No longer need we worry 1f the Old Heaven does not rain.
This fall the yield 1s going to be twice as high.

The bags that he needs are packed and ready now,
Thurd Sister-in-law gently calls Third Brother
“Hey, hey!
It’s time to get upl”
Autumn 1957
Personalities i the Commune, 73-74

WHAT KIND OF TROOPS ARE THESE

Listen! The thunder! The rumble that rocks the sky.
Look! A wave of smoke spanning mile upon mule.
What kind of troops are these,

Every one of them in full combat dress?

Carrying picks, hoes, hammers, and rakes . . .

And baskets for durt, for manure, for other things to be moved . . .
They dnive 1 front of them horses and bullocks

Pulling carts large and small.

A bosterously surging river!

A rtoaring and roling nver of humanity!
This is an army corps formed upon a will,
They move toward their battlefield

Summer 1958
Persondlities i the Commune, 157
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VERSE ON THE WALL
The People’s Speech

“Let’s attack herel
Drive away the mountain gods,
Break down the stone walls
To bring out those 200 mlhion tons of coal.

“Let’s stnke herel
Let the Dragon King change his job,
Let the nver chmb the hills,
Let us ask it for 8ooo acres of nce paddics.

“Let that valley open its bosom
To yield soo catties of oats every year.
Cut down that knoll
To make a plam over there . . .

“We want flowers and fruits all over the mountain,
We want fat sheep and pigs to fill up the pens.
We want electnc lights to shine n every house,
And every cart, large or small, to go uphill.”

Challenge the Great Earth

Let’s wage war against the great earth!

Let the mountans and rivers surrender under our feet.
March on nature,

Let’s take over the power of rain and wind.

We shall tolerate not a single inch of unused land!

Nor a single place harassed by cisaster.

Make wet rice, wheat, and yellow com grow on top of the
mountain,

And beans, peanuts, and red kachang nse on sheer rocks . . .
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Break It

Which generation left with us “No strong man can control a
flood?”

Break it! We must control floods,

Making them hsten to our command.

Why must New Year’s Eve be spent at home?
Break 1t! Bring your ration
And let us keep vigil over the year’s passing at our place of work.

Who said “Even Old Man Heaven cannot plug all rat holes?”
Break 1t! Under our hands

The rats are to disappear totally and return no more.

Who said “No good farm can raise three crops of vegetables
a year.”

Break 1t! Under our hands

The vegetable leaves will stay green on the farm all year
round . . .

{(An inch of time is worth ten thousand pieces of gold.)

The sky shakes, and the earth trembles!

Our warm blood boils day and might without stop.
By day we chase the sun,

At might we pursue the stars,

“An inch of time is an inch of gold,”
That’s the value of yesterday.
Time’s worth today
Is “An 1nch for ten thousand pieces of gold.”

Summer 1958
Personalities i the Commune, 149~52



402 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

I'M A NEWCOMER
Y CuunG Hsuan

I'm a newcomer.
There are young girls gathering shells on the beach.

I'm a newcomer,

And I'm seeing for the first time:

From the other shore of the immense sea

Rises a beautiful dawn with pecrless warmth.

Its pure white light

Shines on the bent, naked bodies of the young gitls.

I'm a newcomer,

And I'm seemng for the first time:

All the fishermen who live on the beach

Carry guns to go fishing i the sea.

They love the sea so dearly:

They are prepared to kill every enemy invading it,
The mother who has nursed them for generations.

I'm a newcomer.

And I'm seeing for the first time:
‘The dawn breaks on the young guls,
And on the fishermen.

1939
I'm a Newcomer, 8081

YEN HSI-SHAN'S TAX AGENT
BY Liv CHia

Yen Hsi-shan’s tax agent

Came to the village.

Immediately he got hold of the village chief,
“In three days the nce levy must all be 1n,

If one grain 15 mussing

WEe'll use your head to make up the balance.”
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He rode away as soon as he finished speaking.
Behind his horse

A tope led a cow and two sheep.

The villagers peeped from behind their doors,
Tears ghstened m their eyes.

The willage chuef struck his gong

The wvillagers’ hearts sank.

They went home,

Searched every basket and every urn;

Even the nice already 1 the kettle was taken, dnpping,

And household articles were sold for nice to be given to the
mulitary governor.

The Japanese
And Governor Yen,
Six and half-a-dozen, they were the same.

The tax man came again.

His horse was chewing com at the stable,

He himself sat half-drunk in the big house.
Before the village headquarters

Gathered a huge crowd 1n tatters.

They watched their food hauled on the scales;
Their hearts, like rocks, plunged.

He who scampered over the wall mn fight

Was roped back,

And those liding 1 haystacks,

Or sick 1 bed,

All were dragged out.

The tax man’s whip was raised higher and higher,
The rope on the willagers was drawn tighter and tighter.
Lockers, beddimgs, clothes, pots and pans . . .
Everything was carmed away.

From down the road came a woman running.
She tushed forward, her hair flying.

Pushing the crowd aside,

She threw down a sack:
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“This is the tax grain, ah!
To be handed mn to Governor Yen. If not enough . . .
Take me to the Governor.”

The village chief was stunned.

Opening the sack he poured out the contents.
Everyone fell back, hornfied—Good Heavens!
There were two children’s heads, still dnpping blood.
One head with a pigtail

Was the woman’s child,

The three-year-old, Little Silver.

“Murder, Murder!”

The crowd scattered

The woman turned around:

“I am the murderer.

I killed them with my own hands

To pay my tax to the Governor.”

The tax man smiled.

Coldly he urged the village chief
“Hurry up!”

Those remaining stood motionless.

The northern wind was whistling 1 higher notes.

On the Westem Front, November 20, 1945
Lwn the Tenant, 15-17

NIGHT
BY A1 Mu

Night

The miserably wet long might of the northwest . . .
‘The wolf’s

Fiery red eyes

Are highted 1n the wild underbrush of the northwest.
Countless stars

In the depth of the night
Hang like npe lemons.
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In the forest—

That pitch dark

All-embracing tent—

The hunters leap forward in the thicket.
Greedy fire snakes are their guns,

Spitting their explosive flaming tongues.

And four of us
Panting
Gropmng toward a faraway place.

From “Leap Forward,” m
I'm a Newcomer, 103-05

THE GREEN SPRING
BY SHAN MEI

When spring comes

I see the woods turning green,

The water 1n the nver turning green,
The hills tuming green,

The fields turning green,

The httle beetles tumning green,

And even the white-bearded old man turning green.
The green blood

Nurtures the fatigued earth,

And from the earth bursts forth

A green hope.

I'm a Newcomer, 82-83

from LOVE SONG OF TURFAN
BY WeN Cuien

Young lad under the apple tree,
Please don’t, don't sing any more;

A gul is coming along the creek,

Her young heart throbs in her bosom.
Why is her heart throbbing so,

So violently, even skipping beats?
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Springtime, she works in the orchard,

The songs pass by her ears softly,

The buds on the boughs are not yet open,
The young lad already hopes for fruit.

She cannot understand his strange 1deas,
She says, “Don’t bother me with your songs.”

The young man spends the summer in the orchard,
Gazing at her all the time while working.

The fruits are only as big as grapes,

In his songs he already urges their picking,

She cannot guess all his thoughts,

She says, “Don’t stick to me like a shadow.”

Pink fruits weigh low the green branches,
Autumn is a season of ripening,

Night after mght she cannot sleep.

Is she thinking of the tree full of good apples?
These things he should understand, she says,
“There 15 something, why don’t you say it?”

. . . Young lad under the apple tree,
Please don’t, don’t sing any more:
She 1s coming, treading on the meadow,
What 1s she hiding behuind her smiles?
Say 1t out, what hes truly in your heart.
It’s time to harvest the love sown long ago.
1
Selected Contemporary Chinese Poems, 202—4



New Folk Songs

Conrucius, 1T is said, preserved The Book of Poetry for us because
the folk songs therein teach moral and political lessons. The “music
academy” of the Han Dynasty was an official bureau to collect
folk songs not only for the enrichment of poetry but also as a
murror of the people’s feelings about the government.

The Communists have encouraged the collection of folk songs
since 1949. A concerted drive to encourage the laboring masses to
wnte verses reached 1ts height in 1958. The campaign was con-
ducted with the same efficient organization and total mobiliza-
tion as that used in all other major movements sponsored by the
new regime mn Peking. “Cultural workers,’—teachers, writers, and
students—descended on the countryside, the factories, and the col-
lective farms to arouse interest in verse wnting and several types
of mass activity were instituted. In the “poetry contests” the bards
mounted a makeshift platform in the village square to compete in
extemporaneous verse writing. The challenger would say the first
lme or couplet and demand that the contestant complete the
quatrain, which seems to have been the stanza form exclusively
used in these contests. The winner, chosen by popular applause,
would replace the challenger and occupy the platform until he
in turn was defeated by a more resourceful minstrel. At “poetry
fairs” model verses were posted and broadcast over a loudspeaker.
Poetry booths offered aspiring “poets” an opportunity to win
recognition by completing an incomplete stanza posted on the
wall. A writer or a group of writers from a factory might challenge
another ndividual or another production unit—from farm or fac-
tory. These challenges were also posted.

The participants in these contests and fairs were all sorts of
people, boys and girls, old and young, hterate and semiliterate.
An old facory worker, Ts'ao Wen-ming, reccived an invitation
to take part in the “poetry fair” in the Wu-hua district of Yunnan
Province toward the end of November 1958. He was too excited
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to sleep that night. He had been singing folk songs and making
songs all his life for us own entertainment, but now he was to
challenge other folk-song singers and he wondered if he could
write down half of the words he could sing. The next day, as he
stcpped down the “poetry lane” where an mfinite number of
songs, complete and incomplete, decorated the floats and side-
walk booths, he waxed courageous and completed four poems in
his clumsy child-like handwriting before the day was over. During
the five or six days of the fair, over 60,000 visited and took part in
the contest, netting a total of over 10,000 verses.

No accurate statistics are available on the total result of the
1958 poetry movement throughout the country, but these figures
will serve as an indication of 1ts general scope: national publishers
collected over 700 volumes of folk songs, while on the local level
the figures were astronomical—3733 volumes were printed in 141
cities and villages in Szechwan Province; some 6oo pamphlets of
verses were published in one city alone, Ku-ling in Fukien Prov-
ince; and there were 23,000 poetry clubs in the province of Hupeh.

Out of the flood of new folk songs have emerged quite a few
verses which demonstrate the resourcefulness of the participants.
An old peasant wrote:

Three feet decp I dug and there the crop grew more.
One stalk rose to pierce the sky.

Colorful clouds tied a sash around the com’s waist;
That scared the moon into taking a Jow bow.

And another:

An 1lliterate like me takes a pen to write poetry,
Joy fills my heart as water fills the niver.

For a thousand years the tip of my pen never talked,
Now I have more to say than I can ever finish.

Some of the songs in print may have been subjected to shght
cditorial polishing, but these are few. Most of them are recorded
as they were first heard. Through them one can hear the quality of
the Chinese voice—untrained, unsophisticated, but always proud,
robust, and stimng,
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WOMEN TRANSPORT CORPS
A Toix SoNG OF TiENTSIN, HopEl PROVINCE

The stars have not yet retired, and the sky is still dark,
From down the road comes the women transport COTPS:
Pushing gmall carts and puling Jarge carts.

They have 2 load of laughter for every 1oad of coal.

She pushes her cart, fast 3 flying,

Crushmg the pearly dewdrops OB the grass.
That big s1stel> she has picked 3 twg of flowet
Wonder to Whom she wants 0 BVE it.

“gpeaking of yesterday’s 1abor hero meeting,
The hero of steel production ;s named Wang Kuel.
1f you, big sister, have him m mind,

Td be glad t0 deliver the messages without charge.”

She wets her hand with dewdrops and wipes 1t OB her fdend,
Seolding her: «You and your nasty mouth.

Wait until out steel output has isen,

1f you want to marry i, 1 can be your go-be’cween.”

They push their carts, fast 85 flying,
Wath a load of Jaughter for every load of coal.
{With stars on thert dhoulders and the moon above they keep DUy
running,
One more droP of their sweat, On° more drop of molten steel:
The Songs of the Red Flag 325-20

WITH ONE STROKE 1 DIG THROUGH
THE CRYSTAL PALACE
A SHENSI FoLk SONG

Tron hoe, EWO catties and 3 half heavy,
With on€ T through to the crystal palace:
The drago™ stop trembling when he sees ity
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He kowtows, and he pledges:
“I'll give water, I'll give water, just as you say.”?

The Songs of the Red Flag, 194

MANY, MANY ARE THE SONGS OFF GOOD HARVEST
A Fovrk Song rroM Tsun-1, Kwricnow ProvincE

Many, many arc the bumper crop songs
We pack them on horses.

The first horse has already rcached Tsun,
The last horse 15 still on the Erh-lang Ruver.

The Songs of the Red Flag, 209

A BIG MOUNTAIN IS MOVED AWAY
A Szrcuwan Forx Soxc

A roar of songs,
Ten thousand people start at once.
Under blows of spades and hocs,
A big mountain gives way.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 92

IT CAN BEND THE HUGE RIVER

A pole, three feet three inches long,

Cames dirt when we build a dike or dig a pond.
Even a high mountain it can camy off;

Even a huge nver 1t can bend.

The Songs of the Red Flag, 94

TOMORROW WE TAKE OVER
THE HEAVENLY PALACE?

1Legend says that the dragon Ling controls ranfall and water and lives
underground m a crystal palace —Ed

2 Heavenly palace refers to the higher realm where at one time the
legendary Magic Monkey mtruded, msulted the gods, and n general tumed
things upside down The sacred peach trees were said to be m the prvate
garden of the queen mother of all the gods —Ed.
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A Forx Sonc FroM TaN Hsien), SHANTUNG PROVINCE

Patches of white clouds float on the sky;

On each cloud unfurls a red flag.

Are they heavenly soldiers arrayed in battle?
Why do the red banners flutter on the clouds?

Look at them carefully, again and again

Hey, they are the members of the commune working half way
up the mountain.

With the blue sky on their heads and picks in their hands,

They run over the mountain, riding on the clouds.

They are competing with the gods,

Their shouting pierces the ninth heaven.

They raise the five grains on hard rocks

And plant the sacred peach trees on the clouds.

The sun, emerging from the sea, becomes alarmed,

Tigers and wolves are frightened, fleeing in all directions.

‘Tomorrow we'll take over the heavenly palace,

And seize the heavenly river to water the sacred peach trees.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 8g—go

OUR SONG MAKES THE YANGTZE RIVER
FLOW BACKWARDS
A Foix Sonc or Su HsmEn, ANawED PROVINGE

Our songs now fill baskets;

Basket upon basket, they fill storehouses.

Don’t say that they are but colloquial words,
Once broadcast in the field they turn into grain.

There are twice as many folk songs this year,

A large baleful of them rolls off our tongues, casually.
Don’t leave them to be sung next year,

No one can use last year’s calendar.
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If you walk, walk the long, long road;

If you sing, sing forty songs at a stretch.

Think about our prospects of happiness,

We laugh until mudmght, unable to go to sleep.

It takes good hoes to till the land,

It takes good singers to sing songs.

Now that everyone 15 a singer,

Our songs make the Yangtze River flow backwards.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 57-58

PLEASE TAKE GOOD CARE OF MY HOME
BY A RED ARMY SOLDIER

Taking off my insignia, handing in my ID tag,
I can’t hude my ten years’ feelings.

To leave my outfit, ah,

Is Iike leaving home.

I left home, still talking in a child’s high-pitched voice.
Though young, my determination was firm,

Leaving my father and mother behind

To pick up a nfle, to change our fortune.

In heavy snow my company commander gave me his cotton-quilt
jacket;

Late at night my platoon leader mended my socks and shoes.

No amount of words or time 15 enough to tell

Of the comradely affection I have felt.

In seven days I learned to shoot the old 38;

In half a year, to nde a war horse.

Neither heaven nor earth did I fear,

In following the Communists to conquer the country.

Never have I straggled 1 the marches of ten thousand i,

Never have I heeded the forest of guns and the shower of bullets.
1 wrestled Maxims from the enemy with my bare fists,

On foot I caught up with the tr-axled trucks.
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Cooking wild greens, swallowing burned rice flour,

We nightened our belts to pursue the Hu’s and the Ma’s®
With the blue sky as our blanket and the grass our mattress,
We camped at the foot of the T"1en Mountain Range.

We fortified the hilltop, defending it to the last,
Calluses prled thick on our hands,

We forgot hife and death to cross the rivers,
Covering ourselves with battle scars.

I joined the Party under a canopy of gunfire,

I studied without going to school.

From a buffalo-herding lad to a soldier in uniform,
It is the army that has fostered and raised me.

Taking off my insignia, handing in my ID tag,
I can’t hide my ten years’ feelings.

To leave my outfit now, ah,

Is ike leaving home,

This afternoon I'1l go back to the country to work in the fields,
This moming I am polishing my nfle for the last time.

A well-polished nfle I shall hand over to my leaders,

So that a new comrade may use it.

I seize the hands of my comrades at arms, so difficult to let go;
I hug my leaders, long and hard:
“Al, leaders and comrades, please
Take good care of this outfit—my Home.”
The Songs of the Red Flag, 363-64

MONGOLIAN PASTORAL

Marching beyond the Great Wall,
Beautiful is the northland.

The grass is tall,

And the horse, strong,

S$Hu Tsung-nan and Ma Pu-fang, two Nationalist generals —Ed.



414 Twentieth Century Chinese Poetry

And Mongol lads herd their cattle
On the bank of the Yellow River,
Or at the foot of the Yin Mountain
As the brave ones nde across the waterway.
In solitude they gaze at the setting sun,
Listening to the camel steps in cadence with a bell,
In cadence with a bell.
Still more lonesome
Is the long, long road leading to a deserted river crossing.
Gray sky
And infimte wilderness,
The brave ones ride downhill from a knoll.
Chinese Rhymes and Songs, 2-B, 162

from ASHIMA
A Barrap oF THE SA-NI TRBE 1IN THE YUNNAN PROVINCE

[Ashima was a beautiful girl who rejected a wealthy and influen-
tial swmtor of her tnbe, Ah-chih of the Je-pu-pala famuly. The
latter gathered a strong group of armed men and kidnaped
Ashima. Her brother, Ah-hei, was the best horseman and archer in
the community. Upon hearing the bad news, he sped to the kid-
naper’s family 1 anger . . .]

Ab-hei jumped on his horse

And whipped his mount savagely.

Following the direction given by the old woman
He took off in flying pursuit of Ashima.

The sun could not bear to shine,

The bluebirds hovered on the road.

The house of Je-pu-pa-la was dank and dreary,
Where Ashima was suffering,

“Why is this dungeon
So very, very dark?
The rocks, damp and cold,
Are chillier than ice.



New Folk Songs 415

“Ah, wind, why can’t I hear you sing?
Ah, birds, why can’t I watch you fly?
And sun, why can’t I feel your warmth!
And moon, why can’t I see your light!

“What is that calling outside?
Is it not the voice of my father and mother?
But when I listen carefully,
1t’s only the churping of the crickets.

“What is that running outside?
Is 1t not the happy noise of my playmates?
But when I listen carefully,
It’s only the throbbing of my own heart.

“What is that blinking beyond the wall?
Is 1t not the eyes of the flying dragon horse?
But when I look carefully,
It’s only two fireflies darting by.”

The dark dungeon may be as strong as rocks
But Ashima’s will can break it;

'The dark dungeon may be as cold as ice.
Ashima’s heart can melt it.

The bluebirds call in the sky,

The sun shines above,

Ah-hei, soaked in sweat, pressed on
With anxiety gnawing his heart.

Two days’ journey he made in one day,

And in two days he covered five days’ distance.

You could see only the woods flying backwards,

You could see only the mountains fall away from him.

[Finally Ah-hei arrived at the kidnaper’s house. The kidnaper re-
sorted to the tribal custom of a series of contests whereby only the
winner could have his wish. Ah-chih and Ah-hei competed in sing-
Ing and in strength. Each time Ashima’s brother emerged the
winner. Ah-chih tried a number of tricks without success, and in
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desperation he plotted to kill Ah-her by letting three vicious tigers
Ioose on him. Ah-hei shot all three to death. As the victorious Ah-
her and lus sister were setting off, the Je-pu-pa-la family broke a
dike to drown them . . .]

As they arrived at the foot of the Twelfth Chff,
As they approached the nver,

Suddenly a flood roared down from above,

In a minute the small stream became a huge nver.

If the brother walked ahead,

The sister could not cross the niver.
If the brother walked behind her,
The sister still could not cross 1t.

Ah-he1 held on to the hand of Ashima,
And Ashima grabbed Ah-her’s hand,
Braving the flood water

They walked ahead together.

The flood water rolled down,
Along came a whirlpool
The lovely Ashima

Was swept away 1n the waves.

Only her voice

Kept coming back
“My brother Ah-her

Hurry and help mel”

[Ashima was saved, according to the legend, by a fairy named
Shih-chia-tu-le-ma, who had once been a mistreated girl and had

committed suicide, and whose spirit remained on the hill as an
echo . . ]

From then on

Ashima became an echo.
Whenever and however you call her,
She’ll answer you exactly.
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Her voice
Remains forever in the ears of the Sa-ni people.
And her shadow
Is forever printed on their hearts.
A shih ma, 45 ff.

WATER FLOWS AROUND OUR VILLAGE
A Forx Sonc or Ho-cmen, Hoprer PROVINGE

At sunset the day before yesterday,

Water stayed in the river to the west.

This morning under the red rising sun,

Our ditch led water to the east

By noon the sun moved to due south,

Our ditch already guided water around the village.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 182

I STAND ON MOUNTAIN HIGH
A Forx Song or Tsamam, ‘T'siNgiiAl PROVINGE

I stand on mountain high, looking west,

There a white belt windg its way through the hills.
No, it’s not a belt,

But a newly cut highway climbing the peak.

I stand on mountain high, looking west,

There patches of white clond Hoat over the hills,
No, it’s not white cloud,

But the shed of off drills Tuilf on the peak,

I stand on raomntain hizh, looking down,

Black waye, chnrn in the water floving over the wells,

No, ity not water, T

But crude il ainhing y'h an opening in the 1¢sevoit
@ Bongs of the Red Flag, 320
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™M A LONGSHOREMAN
A Fork Song or I-cw'ane, HureEs PROVINGE

I'm a longshoreman,

My power controls the ten-thousand-li course of the Yangtze River.
My left hand brings m the city of Shanghai,

My nght hand moves away the city of Chungking.

'm a longshoreman,

My dnve shatters the ninth heaven.
I've loaded thousands of suns,

I've unloaded thousands of moons.

I'm a longshoreman,

I fight and I produce on the river.

With a shout I lower a load of 1ron into the hold,

The dragon king falls off his throne in the crystal palace.

I'm a longshoreman, '
A fighting vanguard on the production front,
In order to outdo the Bmtish
We load and unload, fast as the wind.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 323

MONKEY SUN DESCENDS TO EARTH
A Fork Sone or Feng-jun, Hoper ProOVINCE

Sun the Magic Monkey descends to the earth,

He transforms himself into a sparrow to appear among men.
Before he plants his feet firmly on a branch

A shotgun blast roars close by.

In a hurry he transforms himself into a fly

And lands near the stove of the Chang house,

But a swatter mstantly looms up to greet him,

He has to flee the Chang household.

Summoning the local god he asks.
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“Why do people hit me?”
The local god answers with a smile,
“Now that everybody is bent on removing the four evils,
Shooting sparrows or swatting flies is no news.”
The Songs of the Red Flag, 249

ONE STEP COVERS TEN THOUSAND LI
A Forx Song oF CHUNGKING

The hall is full of red “fowers of production,”

Index arrows shoot up piercing the sky.

The worker's one step covers ten thousand li,

He dares to challenge the Monkey King, Sun Wu-kK'ung.

Red flowers bloom in technological revolution,

The workers clap their hands in glee

Their laughter rides on the wind to reach the river

The river laughs with them, turning up whitecaps.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 272

THE ELECTRIC LIGHTS SHINE
IN EVERYBODY’S HEART
A Nursery Rayme or Ts'a0 HsieN, ANHWEL

Big stars and little stars in the sky,

Electric lights upon electric lights in the commune.
Look, so many stars there are in the sky,

Look, so many lights there are in the commune.

The many stars in the sky light up the earth.
The many lamps in the commune light up our eyes.
Now when Grandmother wants to do sewing
She no longer needs me to thread the needle.

The stars in the sky give twinkling light

'Ijhe lights in the commune are burning bright.
Sister embroiders flowers, so colorful,

No longer need she hurry during the day.
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The stars i the sky are crowded as sesame seeds
The lights in the commune shine on our family.
Mama carries hittle brother in her lap,

Under the light she learns reading and wnting.

Stars face stars in the sky,
Under the beam of every house hangs an electric lamp.
The stars are dim against the lamphght,
The electnc lights shine m everybody’s heart.
The Songs of the Red Flag, 23334

BUILDING PUMPKIN TRELLIS
A Horzer Forx Song

Young pumpkin leaves

Large as nice bowls,

Two lovers are building a pumpkin trellis.

One ties the comnstalks mto poles

The other ties the poles to make frames.

Just don’t let the young lad step on the flowers.
Ah, pumpkin seedlings,

Hurry up and grow.

Vines grow long,

And leaves grow big,

To chmb along the comnstalks

To cover the whole trellss,

So the pumpkins can hide themselves under the arbor
To have a téte-a-téte cheek to cheek,

The Songs of the Red Flag, 224

THE RHINOCEROS MOUNTAIN
A Szecawan Forx Sonc

A Rhinoceros Mountain in front of the door,

That Rhino had slept for thousands of years.
Suddenly it woke up, blinking its eyes in surprse,

To find wide, wide highways winding all over 1ts body.
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An electric wire spans the space,
Loudspeakers are now mounted on the Rhino’s back,
The Rhino had never made any nowise before, but now
Its resounding roar vibrates through the sky.

The Songs of the Red Flag, 232

HAYSTACK
A Forx SoNg oF TsuNG-YANG, SHENSI PROVINCE

The haystack rises, round and round,
On top, a haying comrade of the commune reaches the sky.
He tears a piece of white cloud to wipe his perspiration,
And he Jeans over to light his cigarette on the sun.

The Songs of the Red Flag, 218

A SWEET POTATO ROLLS OFF THE HILL
A Tork Song or Kwanes:

A crystal river flows to the east of our commune,

From its bank rises a gentle slope.

On the slope the communers are digging sweet potatoes
In a happy hum of Jaughing chatter.

Suddenly T heard a noise in the river.

Water splashed up over ten feet high.

‘And I heard my own frightened voice shouting,
‘Who 15 the careless one that fell down?”

Everybody heard me and roared and roared,
One girl answered:

“Nobody fell off, nobody at all,

It's only a sweet potatol”

The Songs of the Red Flag, 223
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