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(Keep in mind that these are translations of translations of the originals)
1. The Han house is declining, the barbarians of the four directions have become unfriendly; 
They raise arms, and wars are incessant. 
Pity my father and mother who bore and reared me: 
For witnessing partings and turmoil - this is the moment. 
At gauze windows, looking into mirrors, I had not experienced the world; 
I thought that the beaded curtains could shelter me. 
One day the barbarian cavalry entered China. 
Suddenly everywhere we met nomads. 
My unfortunate life is now at sword's point, 
Alas, a helpless woman carried away into the aliens' dust.

2. I was taken on horseback to the ends of the earth; 
Tiring of life, I sought death, but death would not come. 
The barbarians stink so. How can they be considered human? 
Their pleasures and angers are like the jackal's and the wolf's - how unbearable! 
We travel to the end of Tianshan, enduring all the frost and sleet; 
The customs are rude, the land is desolate - we are near the nomads' territories. 
An overcast sky stretches beyond ten thousand miles. Not a single bird is in sight. 
The cold sands are boundless: one can no longer tell the south from the north.


3. I am like a prisoner in bonds, 
I have ten thousand anxieties but no one to confide them to. 
They can make me work, or they can cut my hair; 
They can eat my flesh, and they can drink my blood. 
Knowing this is death, I would suffer anthing willingly. 
But to make me his wife is worse than killing me. 
Alas, how a pretty face has made me suffer, 
How I resent it that I am weak and soft like water.
4. Mountains and streams a long way away - who can remember them? 
Where, at the sky's edge, is my native land? 
Since my terrifying experience my energy has faded. 
Gradually, wind and frost have ravaged my countenance. 
In the night I dream of returning, to and fro; 
In my half-dreaming state is it possible that some messages may be transmitted? 
In the vast barbarian sky my cries are not answered, 
Yet the bright moon is my Han moon, which should recognize me.
5.  I sleep by water and sit on grass; 
The wind that blows from China tears my clothing to pieces. 
I clean my hair with mutton fat, but it is seldom combed. 
The collar of my lambskin robe is buttoned on the left ("barbarian style"); 
The fox lapels and badger sleeves are rank-smelling. 
By day I wear these cloths, by night I sleep in them. 
The felt screens are constantly being moved, since there is no fixed abode; 
How long my days and nights are - they never seem to pass.

6. I resent it that the spring is so short here; 
In the nomad land there are few flowers or willows. 
Who knows if heaven and earth have not been turned upside down? 
Here we see the Great Dipper in the south. 
Since our names, sounds, and signals are wholly different, 
All day and all year I keep my mouth closed. 
"Yes" and "no" and accepting and giving things away all depend on finger gestures; 
For expressing our feelings, speech has become less useful than the hand.

7. Their men and women both carry bows and arrows; 
Their border ponies and native sheep lie about in frost and sleet. 
How can there be freedom for me to take a single step in any direction? 
Neither living stealthily nor begging for an early death can be my true wish. 
I listen to the pili of Qiuzi (in Xinjiang) in sadness; 
The pipa of Suiye (west of Lake Baikal) makes mournful sounds in the deep of the night. 
Through the cloudless night the moon rises high in the sky; 
Oh, but I must see my home town again!


8. I remember the past, when I was an attractive but spoiled child at home. 
From afar was obtained a rare bird, which I tamed. 
Now, lost and abandoned, I think of my old home; 
I regret that I did not release my bird to the forest. 
The north wind whistles and the cold sun sets; 
The lonely river of stars hangs above, until dawn comes again in the nomad sky. 
Day and night I think of returning, but I cannot return; 
My sorrowful heart, I think, must be like that bird in its cage

9. In the past, when Su Wu was questioned by the Khan, 
It is said that the migrating geese knew how to carry a message. 
Imitating Su Wu, I prick blood to write a letter; 
In this letter I write a thousand and ten thousand grievances. 
But the bearded barbarian youths are excellent horsemen; 
They bend their bows and shoot flying birds, far and near. 
Now the geese of the frontier are afraid of people; 
How can I have my heart heard from these ends of the earth?

10. How I am grieved by the indignities I have suffered, and revolted by rank smells; 
How I despise the nomad land and hate the nomad sky! 
When I became pregnant with a barbarian child, I wanted to kill myself, 
Yet once I bore it, I found the love of mother and child. 
His looks are strange, and his speech is different, yet my hate turns into love; 
Deep inside, I feel the tug of my heartstring. 
Morning and evening he is with me: 
How can I not pity that which my womb has borne and my hand nurtured?

11. Days come and months go by, time hurries along; 
By the movement of the year-star (Jupiter), it is now almost twelve years. 
Winter or summer, we lie in frost and sleet; 
When the water freezes and the grass withers I mark another year. 
In China we have a cyclical calendar to mark the full and new moon, 
But in these far-off lands the sun, moon, and stars only hang meaninglessly in the sky. 
Many times the migratory geese come and go; 
I am brokenhearted as the moon wanes and again grows full.


12. A broken bottle dropped into a well is lost forever. 
With no hope in sight, I have given up all thought of returning. 
How could I have known that an envoy would come from afar, asking names? 
The Han speech, pleasing to the ear, brings happy news. 
How many times had my soul wandered home in my dreams? 
Each time after I awoke my sorrow was deeper still. 
Now that I am faced with what I dreamt, 
Grief comes after joy; my emotions become unbearable.


13. My children pull at my clothes, one on either side; 
I cannot take them with me, but in leaving them behind, how I shall miss them! 
To return home and to depart in sorrow - my emotions are mixed. 
Now I must abandon my children in order to return home. 
Across ten thousand miles of mountians and rivers, I shall arrive at our border stations. 
Once having turned away, forever there shall be no news from my children. 
With tear-stained face I turn toward the setting sun; 
All day long I have stood there, looking to the south and then to the north.

14. Do not think that the nomad children cause me shame; 
Anyone would speak of his or her children with love. 
The ten fingers of the two hands are of different lengths, 
Yet the pain of one cut off is the same as for any other. 
Upon my return, I shall be reunited with my kinsmen, 
Then this part of my life will be as remote as the dead are from the living. 
The southern wind blows across ten thousand miles to stir my heart; 
My heart will follow the wind and cross the Liao River.


15. I sigh that my feelings are undefined: 
I was grieved then by coming away, and now I hate returning; 
I no longer understand such emotions of worry and sorrow, 
And I feel only a sharp knife stabbing at my heart. 
Sorrow mixed with joy is not a happy feeling. 
My thoughts are at cross-purposes. I keep asking myself this: 
Unless it was fate that preordained such a marriage, 
How could I have become bound to my enemy in love and trust?

16. On my way here I noticed only the vast blue sky. 
In the days of my return I realized how distant is the nomads' land. 
In the overcast sky it is difficult to know where the sun sets, 
But the direction in which the geese fly must be the south. 
Looking in all directions, across the flat sands, one easily gets confused, 
So we follow the geese, near and far away. 
Long before the end of the journey no more horse tracks can be seen. 
No other humans are in sight, only the yellow grass of the steppes.


17. We traversed thousands of miles under the nomads' sky, 
Seeing only yellow sands and white clouds rising. 
The horses are starving; they race across the snow to feed on grass roots. 
The men are thirsty; they break through the ice in order to drink the running water. 
At Yanshan (northern Hebei)we begin to see bonfires and the garrison; 
The sound of military drums tells us that we are hearing the forts of China. 
We rally and make our way, assured that the Emperor's land lies ahead. 
Life lies ahead, and I have escaped death among the nomads.

18. I return home and see my kin; 
The fields and gardens are half wild, but the spring grass is green. 
Bright candles are lit again from ashes and ruins; 
Cool spring water cleanses a jade that had sunk in the mire. 
As I hold towel and comb, I rediscover the good rituals and etiquettes; 
Touching the qin again enables me to live or die without regret. 
From going out through the pass to my return was twelve years; 
Now all my sorrows are told in this Song of the Nomad Flute.
