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Two Lyrics to the Tune of Yumeiren (Beauty Yu)
I

When is the end of spring blooms and autumn moon?
Can so many past events leave me soon?
The east wind blew again through my attic last night;
How cruel it is to make me think of my lost land in moonlight!
The carved rails and jade steps should still be there;
Their red color must have shown signs of wear.
“How much distress do you have?” You ask me.

“Just like a full river of spring flood rushing to the east sea”

II
The wind returns to my little yard, and weeds turn green;
The willows’ eyes are opened to th’ spring sheen.
Half a day, I lean speechless on the rail alone.
The tunes of flutes and the new moon are like those of years
bygone.
The golden goblets are still served and the sheng’s played.
Ice on the pond’s surface begins to fade.
In the deep painted hall with bright candles and dim incense,
The sad thought brought by frost and snow on my head is

too intense.

Four Lyrics to the Tune of Yijiangnan
(Thinking of the River South)
I
How many types of rue
Did in my dreams of last night appear?
I wandered in my imperial garden like in the old year;
Carts went like flowing water and steeds ran like dragons too,

And spring breeze stroked flowers and the moon new.
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K I
Z/iH, How many tears I've shed?
piliieR I They wet my sleeves and stain again my jaw.
PSS FTH I can't tell what’s in my mind with drops of tears anymore;
RUEEAR T H BAR, Nor can phoenix flutes and pipes be played to my moonlit
o Wi B T RE bed.

I'll surely be heartbroken as I've said.

H= I
RAS T, My idle dream’s remote.
[IEN®E The fragrant spring falls on my Southern State;
A= TR ANTITRE N The town is filled with flying catkins and dust slightly raised.
TR AR A The river’s green, and music of pipes and strings floats from
TEARBELN th’ boat.

Flower admirers are busy on th’ road.

Ly v
WAL, My Idle dream’s remote.
EIENREL/E The clear autumn falls on my Southern State;
THITINFE @I, For thousands of miles, the stretch of hills wears a chilly
FAETRAL IS, face.
e H B Amid deep clusters of reeds is moored a solitary boat,

From the moonlit tower, tunes of flutes float.
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