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Thoughts in the Silent Night
By LiBai (Tang)

The moonlight shines in front of my bed

I wonder if it’s frost that on the ground lies

I see the bright moon as I lift my head

As I lower it, longings for my hometown arise
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Ode to the Countryside

By Shao Yong (Song)

Within one stretch of two or three miles,

Visible: four or five hamlets in mist-veiled village,
Which is dotted with six or seven pavilions,

And with flowery twigs numbered eight, nine, ten.
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On the Stock Tower
By Wang Zhihuan (Tang)

The sun along the mountains bows;
The Yellow River sea awards flows.
You can enjoy a grander sight,

If you climb to a greater height.
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Deer Fence

By Wang Wei (Tang)

Empty hills, no one in sight,



only the sound of someone talking;
late sunlight enters the deep wood,
shining over the green moss again.
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Dreaming of the South
By Bai Juyi (Tang)

The South’s dear to me;

The scenes stay in my memory.

Over the waves the sun glows, redder than fire,
And the spring water flows, as blue as sapphire.

How can I not the South desire?
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Song of the Chile
Anonymous (Northern Dynasties)

The Chile Prairie

From the Yin Mountains expands.
The vault of heaven

Covers the vast lands.

The sky is ever so blue,

The pasture offers a boundless view,

Herds emerge when winds ripple through.
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Quatrain

By Du Fu (Tang)

Two golden orioles warble the emerald willows,

A line of white egrets upsoar the sapphire sky.

The window frames the West Ridges covered with snow for centuried years,
My cottage berths a boat to eastern Wu, ten thousand miles to ply.
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Spring Rain in Atlanta
By Xu Pengxiao (Modern)

Cherry flowers rustle in spring,

like dew, gently cling.

By chance, I cross the city's layers,
enveloped in a mist of green.

At this moment, no need for an umbrella
as [ gaze at the fall,

For I love the rain and mist feel

just like Jiangnan, a gentle, sweet call.
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Mountain Villa at Autumn Dusk

By Wang Wei (Tang)

After the rain freshens the empty hills,
The autumnal dusk deepens the chills.
Through pines the bright moon glows,
Upon the stones the clear spring flows.
Amid bamboos giggle the washer-maids,
Lotus leaves stir as the fish-boat wades.
Even spring fragrance has faded away,

Here is still a nice place for me to stay.
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Delightful Rain in a Spring Night
By Du Fu (Tang)

The nice rain senses the subtle season time,

And arises spontaneously in this very spring.

With the wind it sneaks into the night,

Moistens creature things mildly but mutely.
Among wild paths clouds are all blackened,

Still and only one lamp is lit in a river boat.

Early morning I look around where is red and wet,

The flowers flow over the Brocade Bureau City.

R i 2

k. A R RS
R, ALEBE.
SR S h .
BhEaE, RALAL.
TAAbh, AEREE,
SR S

ﬁb?ﬁnuﬂ B ET .

Drinking Wine 5
By Tao Yuanming (Jing)

In people's haunt I built my cot;

Of wheel's and hoof's noise I hear not.



How can it leave on me no trace?
Secluded heart makes secluded place.

I pick fenceside asters at will;

Carefree I see the southern hill.

The mountain air's fresh day and night;
Together birds go home in flight.
What revelation at this view?

Words fail me if I try to tell you.
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Eternal Longings By Lixiang (Modern)

The river flows long, the water flows long,
The tides between both shores stretch
to the edge of the sky.

You have gone, making the night even more desolate.

Your voice remains, your image remains,
The mountains and seas share my sorrow; our ambitions are still unfulfilled.
But our loyal hearts are as crimson as autumn.
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Musing on the Moon
By Zhang Jiuling (Tang)

The sea mirrors th’ rising moon bright;
Miles apart, our hearts share tonight.
Dewy-eyed, I wail this lone night:
Nostalgia stirs my heart all night.

The candle doused, brimming is light.
Dressed in a gown, I’'m still dewy slight.
Too hard to hand you sweet moonlight:

In sleep, will dreams us reunite?
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Reveal My Innerness During Travelling Night
By Du Fu (Tang)

Slim grass, with slight breeze by the shore,

The tall mast, is on the solitary night boat.

The stars droop, and flat fields become vast,

The moon surges, while the great river flows.

How could my name be noted for my Letters,
Official career should resign because of Slow-death.
Yet what this free-floating seems like?

A sand gull amid the heaven and earth.
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Recapture of the Regions North and South of the Yellow River

By Du Fu (Tang)

Tis said the Northern Gate is recaptured of late;



When the news reaches my ears, my gown is wet with tears.
Staring at my wife’s face, of grief I find no trace;

Rolling up my verse books, my joy like madness looks.
Though I am white-haired, still I’d sing an drink my fill.
With verdure spring’s aglow, “its time we homeward go.
We shall sail all the way through Three Gorges in a day.

Going down to Xiangyang, we’ll come up to Luoyang.
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Water Melody
By Sushi (Song)

When did the bright moon first appear?
With cup in hand, I ask of the blue sky,
"I do not know in the celestial sphere

What name this festive night goes by?"



I want to fly home, riding the air,

But fear the ethereal cold up there,

The jade and crystal mansions are so high!
Dancing to my shadow,

I feel no longer the mortal tie.

She rounds the vermilion tower,

Stoops to silk-pad doors,

Shines on those who sleepless lie.

Why does she, bearing us no grudge,
Shine upon our parting, reunion deny?
But rare is perfect happiness--

The moon does wax, the moon does wane,
And so men meet and say goodbye.

I only pray our life be long,

And our souls together heavenward fly!
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