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The Song of a
Fallen Dragon (1)

Translated by Zhu Chunshen

Spring flowers
The autumn Moon
An endless string of
living

memories

My chamber
A small chamber
Last night the wind
visited

again

My country
now lost
in the moonlight
turns into a heart-breaking land

to recall

Marble terraces must have remained

But the glamour is not the same

How many are you still carrying
in your bosom
miseries

regrets

Like the banks holding a river
of spring tide
running and
running to
the sea

BIKAMET
e SIE 2!

/NERFE R SR A »
B EEE A -

it 18 S B e A AE
HRERBES

HEEEER 2
& AL F KA R -

SN




F78%, The Song of a L
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outside
the Rain
keeps
falling

the Spring wears on
a fading diffusion of

hues

the Dawn is
breaking

the twilight Chill
breaks

into my silk bed sheets

in that broken

dream

i found myself back
in my Palaces

again

stealing a forgetful moment
of that opulence of

pleasures
oh, no

don’t go to the balcony

alone
don’t cast your eye on

the Land
the boundless bounty

that bears no longer your name

let Waters flow
let Flowers fall

let the Spring go

from
the world above
to
the

world

below
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