Four Chinese Poems for Translation

Translation by class members

1. Robert Fox

(1) Kite    Heng Fu (Chen Wuxiong) (1922- )

You’ve tied me down

That’s how we formed this

Unbreakable bond

  Do what you will

  I’m at your mercy

I’m still flying high

You grip my slender thread of life

What are you worried about?

Are you holding on so tightly because you’re

Afraid I’ll fall into depression and die by my own hand

Or that weaned, I’ll fly away

Only the wind sympathizes

Supports my upward flight

Modulating altitude

The higher I fly, the wider the world appears

Still, you are in the wind

You’ve laid down a dark line

Blocking my way

Stopping me from beyond the border to love the clouds

(2) Peace Play   Dufang Fangge  (1927- )

Every year is a year of peace and prosperity

Every year the Peace Play is performed

Only the peaceful ones who only know how to bow down

Only the peaceful ones who only know how to endure

Ring the stage

Buy tickets to watch the play

You tolerate his performance

So many peaceful ones

Would rather stand at the foot of the stage

Chewing on sugar cane with plum salt

Hanging on to the only life they have

(3) Lost   Qiao Tong (1956- )

Coming home alone, I lost my way

Is this a long branch road?

A one-way street where U-turns are forbidden?

The farther I walk, the farther away I get

I’m afraid I won’t be able to find the place

Where we talked about old times

The possible number

The uncertain silhouette

The corner I recollect has sunk too deeply

Around every turn an insinuation lies in ambush

Every exit is a forked road of ambiguity

My restless (idea, burden theme) gyrates

Circles the world of loneliness

Ahead, the yellow ahead flashes in warning

A suspicious look

Measures the distance between us

Do I really want to take the road back?

Or am I anxiously looking for a way to hurry back

Rush back to the place we parted

(4) On Parting    Du Mu (803-852)

Too much love is like no love at all

How can I smile at a farewell feast?

The candles have heart – they

Weep for us all through the night
2. Marko Kovacevic

(1) The Kite     Huan Fu (Chen Wu-Xiong)

Moored to you like this

we are thus  

inseparable...

Under your rule,

under your manipulation,

i am yet far above.

You tightly hold the string

of my life.

Why are you still troubled then?

Holding me fast, 

are you worried I shall drop to my death?

Giving me slack,

are you afraid I will fly higher and higher?

Only the wind pities me

and thrusts me upward,

Adjusting my height,

ascending,

the world I see,

becomes ever wider.

Yet, as the wind blows,

you affix that hidden string,

and hold me back

contain me,

so I don’t cross over and make love to the clouds.  

(2) The Play of Peace    Dupan fangge

Every year is a year of peace.

And every year a play of peace is performed.

Obedient are those men of peace gathered to watch.

Patient are those men of peace gathered to watch.

Encircling the stage

Clapping as they gawk

After all, it is you that allows him to perform

Many, many of those there 

Would rather be off-stage

Gnawing sugar cane and sucking on sour plums

Than preserving that one life

Watching the play of peace.
3. Lost     Jiao Tong

Returning home alone, I find myself again lost. 

It is a long forked road, 

A one way road where turnarounds are forbidden.

Farther and father it leads me, 

And I worry I won’t find the address of our old times,

Instead, possible numbers, 

and undefined figures. 

I have fallen too deep in the corner of my memory.

Suggestions lurk at each twist and turn 

and all exits branch into ambiguity.

And this indecision,  

Whirling,  

as if circling a lonely world.

The yellow light ahead sends a warning 

With a suspicious eye,

it measures the distance between us.

I yearn to set foot on that road home.

and anxiously search for a exit to hurry me there, 

and return to the place where from which we parted.
4. Sending someone off          Du Fu 

Brimming with emotion, yet appearing as if none

Only noticing that over cups,

my smile does not come.

The candle, at your parting,

is full of reluctance and sorrow

and sheds tears for you till the ‘morrow
3. Daphne Chang

(1) The Kite 
by Huan-Fu (1922- )

I’m tied to you, who’s

tied the inseparable knot

between us.

  I’m under your control.

  I’m at your mercy. Still 

higher and higher I fly, 

but it’s in your hand 

where my lifeline lies.

What worries you?

Should you hold too tight,

  I might crash down from high?

Should you let loose,

  I might wean off, taking wing?

Only the wind has pity on me,

  supports me to fly higher,

and adjusts the altitude for me.

Higher, the world I see wider.

Yet even in the wind

you draw a line

to circumscribe me

from loving the clouds beyond the boundary.

(2) The God-thanking Play

by Du Pan Fang-ge (1927- )

Every year is a good year.

Every year we put on plays to thank gods.

We good people know nothing but obedience.

We good people know nothing but endurance.

We surround the stage.

We cheer and we see

plays played with our permission.

Lots and lots of us good people

would rather be the audience,

munching sugar canes, having dried prunes,

and cherishing the only life we have.

(3) Lost

Jiao Tong (1956- )

Lost again on my lonely way home.

Is this an endless wrong way? 

I can’t turn about on this one-way road,

leading me further away from the place 

where we talk about our good old days.

Possible doorplates.

Blurry silhouettes.

I’m wedged at the corner of my memory.

At every turn ambush the clues.

At every exit fork different paths,

and there I’m in two minds to decide,

and again decisively turn back to lonely.

Ahead the traffic light warns, glinting

its suspicious glance, measuring

the distance between us.

I’m not looking for my way home?

Or I’m looking for the exit to hurry

back to where we’ve just parted?

(4) Adieus  Du Mu (803-852)

A couple of nonchalant affectionate lovers,

with glasses of wine hold to their mouths, 

with the wick of a candle burning low, 

moaning, shedding tears for the lovers.
