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Four Poems by Shu Cai

Translated by Lin Hsiang-Chen, Qi Lintao and Zhao Zengtao

Led by Ouyang Yu

In early July 2012, Chinese poet Shu Cai came to Melbourne for the first time, to attend
the second annual Monash University Literary Translation Winter School & Festival.
Over the course of a week, three students — two from the Mainland China and one from
Taiwan — selected and translated three poems by Shu Cai.

Our agreed approach was to first listen to an explanation of the poems by Shu
Cai and to look at the finer linguistic points of the text before the participants embarked
on their own translations. The second step was for participants to present their
translations, sharing the results with each other, making comments or suggestions, and
hearing comments or suggestions from Shu Cai and the workshop leader. Finally, after
another round of revisions, more suggestions, comments and corrections were made.
Following are some of the examples that show how the participants dealt with specific
details in their translations.

One poem, selected for translation by Lin Hsiang-Chen, is titled {E3X) ,
which, if literally translated, is “Go Come”, and, in Shu Cai’s style of twisted meaning
and rearrangement of words to bring out new meanings, is intentional. Lin rendered it as
“Come and Go” which we all thought worked in English. In the case of another Shu Cai
poem, titled (IXMEHWF) , Qi Lintao rendered the title first as “This Vulgar Body of
Mine” before he further revised it as “The Vulgar Body of Mine” after an exchange of
ideas with others. As for the poem translated by Zhao Zengtao, one line, /0] 8] 281
&M, is translated as “But the door of Heart is locked”. On closer examination,
“Heart” could be further revised as “heart”.

All in all, the Winter School provided an excellent opportunity for the
participants to work among themselves with the assistance of a poet and a translator.
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Z3¥ Come and Go

Translated by HSIANG-CHEN LIN

Where are you going to spend the night?
To the Great Awakening Temple

Why do you come here?
To the Great Awakening Temple

There is no gate at Great Awakening Temple
So come in and go out as you like

There is a gate at Great Awakening Temple
So naturally guava trees are living there

How can I come if you have already left there?
How can you know if I haven’t even said it?

When our talk goes deep
The night gradually gone away

When you get to the bottom of something
The answer comes by itself for sure

Argue what argue? Debate in what ways?
Debate what debate? Argue about what?

Circle around the Stupa three times
Come and go, come and go, come and go

Left side goes left foot with ‘Go-Buddha’ Ruqu
Right side goes right foot with ‘Come-Buddha’
Tathagata

Despite all the comings and goings

The Great Awakening Temple, is not yet, awakened.



XHHE S The Vulgar Body of Mine

Translated by QI LINTAO

REZEXMERS What should I do with
EADE? this vulgar body of mine?
BERIREN Neither the answer nor the decision
LFEHFERFH, seems to be resting in my hands.
FOZER , WX Empty and solitary is my hand-heart, like the wind in
—R |, EQEETEIB) ? autumn,

once blown, can the palm-lines not tremble?
APHHIK—Hf
Y& 17188 AR AR B s o As soon as the sun emerges and shines,

the fallen leaves would be reduced to submission.
Faxaf R
— U ENRR— All the reason for my lingering in this dust-world, is
the dream for the warmth from a mother, which,
LERIBEE , EBEK
hEEXNERS. less flaunt than flame yet larger than love,
retains this vulgar body of mine.
EREEHE , BE
MHIELRRA T ik, Wherever you run, the room
still traps you in the jail of its walls.
RIFEXR , BFED

REFAHFER, I end up having to look at the sky, casually,
but the colours of the sky are not your choice.

EE LR

EEERNE...... Taking the road away from home,
. taking the road back home...
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What can [ use to describe the relationship
between this vulgar body of mine and myself?

A drop of water? No. A leaf?
No. A cloud? No!

Possibly, only a bundle of dry wood,

1B —ANERE Y BR 4 which may not be lit by the setting sun,
= /m N y

SR TR AL Tk AT SR .
RRETBIELERRR but may be set alight by,

R SRR a warm looking.

mEME , CREX.

Burn to ashes, burn to dusts,
and fly over the treetop, high into the sky ...
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Translated by ZENGTAO ZHAO

Alas! wine and liquor,

where is the cup?

Fetch me more, I need more!

Dry the cup

and then go back home

individually,

Now the empty streets will see you off,

And in the empty skies any other things
besides the stars?

What?

fairies in the Heavenly Palace?

Must be a gang of swaying drunkards!

Falling down upon the streets on the
way back home,

And regarding the streets as their cosy
beds.
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F/REY/L» Open Your Heart

Translated by ZENGTAO ZHAO

Open your heart
What do you want?
But the door of Heart is locked,

And there are no keys for you.

Open your heart
Why do you want to open it?
The door is always open.
Come in, if you want.

Open your heart
Are you chanting a mantra?

Can the heart be opened?

Says my wildly beating heart.

First it is a heart,

A pump, propelling the blood

To braing and four limbs.

What! This is not the heart you refer to?
Then which one?

Does that mean one has two hearts?

Or “a red heart has to prepare for the
worst

and the best”?
Open your heart

But could you bear it if the heart were
opened?

What if a northeast tiger were trapped in

it?

What if nothing were in it at all,

But a puff of breath?

Open your heart

Oh, I see

You want me to have my ears pricked,

And tell me your innermost thoughts.

My heart is like a bowl,

My heart is like a pond of water,

My heart is like the Moon,

And my heart is like the So White Gold
Star,
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So close that I can’t see it.

My heart, I can hear,

My heart, beating wildly,

My heart, is like a bird,

My heart, is like a blast of wind.
It has long flown away,

Flying into the Erewhon.

Open your heart
Stop ordering me like that, OK?
Order yourself instead.



