Three Poems by Du Fu #-E5 (712-770)

Translation by Steve Bradbury
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To Wei Ba in Retirement

Our lives are such we never seem to meet;

I move like Scorpius to your Orion.

What happy turn of fate then brings us now

within the compass of this lamp wherein

we see our youth has flown, our locks have thinned,
our looks, such as they were, have gone to ruin?
How it sears the heart to hear so many

old acquaintances are dead and gone.

Who could have imagined twenty years

would lie between these visits to your den?

Then you were unmarried, now, behold!

Standing in the best Confucian fashion,

rows of boys and girls honor me by

asking where I’'m bound and where I’ve been,;

and I can hardly say a word myself

before they’re bustled off to fetch the wine,

and we step out into the evening and

the rain to gather spring chives from the garden.
“Well met,” you say, “to meet against such odds,”
and one by one we drown ten cups, and when

I feel the warmth of all that wine I think,

what wine could match the warmth of your affection?
Tomorrow when I cross the hills I’ll find
the world has come between us once again.
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The Defensive Maze of Zhuge Liang
Grand Marshal of the Last Emperor of the Han Dynasty

His deeds and works outlived the Han yet none won more renown
than this array of massive stones the river courses through

as if in mournful measure of his infinite remorse that

time felled him before he could contrive the fall of Wu.

Untitled Autumn Quatrain

A pair of yellow orioles warbles in the willows,

while flocks of snowy egrets soar into the clear blue day.

My window frames the Himalayans’ thousand-year old snows,
and near my door are anchored boats from half a world away.
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