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Midst flowers, with a jug of wine,

Along 1 drink, no friend with me.

I raise my cup and invite the bright moon to join me;
Now, with my shadow, we are three.

The moon knows nothing about the joy to drink;

My shadow merely follows me.

Just with my shadow and the moon

Spring is the best for enjoying life and having fun.

I sing, the moon goes to and fro;

I dance, my shadow looks in disorder.

When sober, we have fun together;

When drunk, we leave each other.

We forever, make fun together in a carefree way,
And to each other, we three made an appointment that we

would meet on the far Milky Way.
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Translation Version 1
?/E B Wl ﬁ‘ I wordlessly climb up the West tower alone.
gy The moon looks like a hook.
3 15 1 The lonesome Chinese Parasol tree!

TR A A

The deep courtyard locks the clear autumn inside.
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Cutting can not sever, sorting just makes it messier,

It is the sorrow of leaving apart here.

o ER I especially have it on my heart!

Translation Version 2

Silent and along, I ascend the west tower.

The moon is like a hook.

In solitude, the wu tung trees

imprison the clear autumn in the deep courtyard.
Scissored but not severed,

trimmed, but still masive:

it is the sorrow of parting,

another strange flavor in the heart.
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After playing swing,

I stood up and cleaned my beautiful slender hands.
Heavy dew were on the small flowers, and

little sweat already went through my thin clothes.
Seeing some quests were coming,

I hurried to dig my feet into the shoes and

fled away, with shyness.

When going into the door, I saw back,

and suddenly wanted to sniff some green plums.
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Withered rattans, old trees, crows in the sunset,

Small bridge, flowing river and people' houses,




= iE ok S o Historical roads, west winds, and an emaciated horse,
s HEaE T The sun is declining down ,

s 2T E o .

WA X R And a sad man is at the end of the world.

I 3F Modern Poem (1)

Xianglchou4  Yu2 Guangl Zhongl
<HEROE> A ko

| P I When I was a child,

2RI H — 4| o] rER L homesickness is a small piece of post stamp,
A A LER I am at this side,

A R A TRER mother is at that side.

£ X 18 When I grew up,

Vi ﬁ H-58F Fendp L homesickness is a narrow ferryboat tickets,
2\ f{r_féfﬁ I am at this side,

Frd A 7RER my bride is at that side.

(8 R Later on,

FRBA- S ERETH R homesickness is an short tumb,

AN eURd) Eﬁ I am outside,

A4 BEp mother is inside.

m I A And now,

PRI E - BN OR R homesickness is an shallow strait,

A BT ER I am this side,

< [ A TRER China is at that side.




