Final Translation

The Return

Do not sleep now, do not

My darling, the road is still very long

Do not near the forest’s temptations

Do not give up hope

With water cold from melted snow
Write the address on your hand

Or else leaning on my shoulder

Bypass the haze of morning mist

Once we lift this transparent storm
We will arrive at our hometown

Where a plot of green field
Lies beside an ancient pagoda

There I will
Stand guard over your weary dreams

To drive away the flocks of night

Leaving only bronze drums and sunlight

On the pagoda’s other side

A congregation of tiny currents
Quietly climbs the sandy coast

Collecting a trembling of sound…
