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For what am | looking? For what am | seeking?
So chilly and so dreary!
So miserable, so woeful, and so sorrowful!




N e
=,
1

RIS, R

,,,,,,

At a time of sudden warmth and sudden chill,
it is hard to keep my mind still.
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Two or three cups of light wine
hardly can quiet the gust wind at night.




Seeing a flock of geese passing by only breaks my heart.
For, they once were my old acquaintances from afar.
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The ground is piled up with yellow flowers,
so pallid, hurt, and withered.
Who now cares to pick them up?




Alone by the window, how long must |
wait until it gets dark?
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Drizzling rain drifts from the parasol tree at dusk,
drip by drip, drop by drop.




To sum up my feelings at this very moment,
how can one single word of “sorrow” be enough!
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Sad Feelings
(Tune: Sheng, Sheng Man)

Written by Li Qing Zhao
Translated by Yun Xing Zhe

For what am | looking?

For what am | seeking?

So chilly and so dreary!

So miserable, so woeful, and so
sorrowful!

At a time of sudden warmth and
sudden chill,

it is hard to keep my mind still.

Two or three cups of light wine

hardly can quiet the gust wind at night.
Seeing a flock of geese passing by
only breaks my heart.

For, they once were my old
acquaintances from afar.



The ground is piled up with yellow flowers,
so pallid, hurt, and withered.

Who now cares to pick them up?
Alone by the window, how long must |
wait until it gets dark?

Drizzling rain drifts

from the parasol tree at dusk,

drip by drip, drop by drop.

To sum up my feelings

at this very moment,

how can one single word of “sorrow”
be enough!

Note: English translation is provided
for the convenience of bilingual
readers whose mother tongue is not
Chinese.
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