原诗：

潘文礼校友 译
An Innocent Seed of Affection

We planted an innocent seed of affection,

Before we conceived what fruit it would bear.

Though it seems growing all by itself,

It now turns out a divine trial to my care.

This vine of our love may burgeon and bloom,

And twine round our hearts with tendrils too tight;

While its blossoms fill the night with perfume,

It may tangle our fortunes and set souls into flight.
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乡  情
（仿词牌永遇乐）
骤雨初晴，彩练横空，清风过林。

远山如洗，草树碧透，闲步桥畔吟。

凭栏眺望，两三轻燕，水上翻飞殷勤。

此番景、难得一现，直引倦客醉心。

眷情暗生，难迈归路，不觉斜日西沉。

家园何处？千里万里，尽在余梦魂。

乡愁真切，谁与同病？旧友无几于今。

莫浩叹、青春故事，已属烟云。

                   二○一二年五月十五日

乡  情（英译）
It’s fine again right after a heavy rain.

A rainbow runs across the serene sky

And a breeze is passing through woods.

Mountains afar look clean and clear as if washed.

Grasses are brightly green everywhere.

Leisurely I walk up to a bridge and chant.

Overlooking from the bridge I spot

A couple of swallows whirling over the waters high and low.

It is a rare chance to enjoy this intoxicating beauty.

I’m reluctant to leave for home

Because a tender feeling touches my heart.

Then the sun is setting before I realize it.

Oh, where’s my homeland?

It’s thousands of miles away. 

Oh, nay! It’s well in my dreamland.

It’s true I’m homesick.

And who else is sick too?

Shame, old folks of mine are few.

Now stop grieving at the youth,

That’s vanished like smoke in the wind.

诗人新语（英译）
The Whisper of the Poet

The long night witnesses my efforts

to light inspiration slumbering in the ancient metre.

I still find stars twinkling at corners of the sky

though the gorgeous lights of city are dazzling high.

A solitary traveler I’m treading along an endless age-old path,

trusting Erato will offer guidance in silent sympathy.

While Fates seem unfriendly to me,

Muses are kind enough to stand on my side.

For mountains and seas I do have a tender love.

 Wind, flowers, snow and the moon

are often what I’m intoxicated with.

I love all lives on earth;

they are the products of the Creator.

I did have a talk with Him, heart to heart,

and sang my praises of Him because I owed my life to Him.

He said to me, “Yes, you are the man who knows thanksgiving.
But you only have the freedom

to treasure everything I have created.”
花朵与果实（英译）

Flowers and Fruits

In trees all over the earth, joyful buds are coming into bloom, nourished by soil and rain and dew. Stamina（雄蕊）and pistils（雌蕊） are so tender and lovely, and petals are so bright in colour , sending off sweet perfume generously.

Look! There come the bees and there come the butterflies. Even the greedy humming-birds arrive. They are here to suck nectar and collecting pollens. The flowers are smiling so joyfully and sweetly! But fine days like this seem to pass quickly.

Then, one night, strong wind attacks suddenly while heavy rain invades. The wind drives the rain against the earth and trees in hissing gust.

The uneasy night finally passed and the sun rises as usual, beginning to shine over the earth, not knowing what has happened last night. The stars at dawn tell the sun with tears what disaster the flowers have suffered. Seeing the fallen flowers scattered on the earth, red and white, the sun keeps silent without a word ...

Before long comes the days of autumn and the sun rises again as usual. It finds that thousands of trees are bearing ripen fruits with all kinds of colour — red, yellow, purple and orange. All of them make such a beautiful scene. Then the sun begins to smile widely. It keeps smiling whole-heartedly all the time.

