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OVER THE BORDER  
The moon goes back to the time of Qin, the wall to the time of Han, 
And the road our troops are travelling goes back three hundred miles.... 
Oh, for the Winged General at the Dragon City -- 
That never a Tartar horseman might cross the Yin Mountains! 
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BEYOND THE BORDER  
Where a yellow river climbs to the white clouds, 
Near the one city-wall among ten-thousand-foot mountains, 
A Tartar under the willows is lamenting on his flute 
That spring never blows to him through the Jade Pass
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Rage bristling under the cap, I lean against the railing, the rushing rain has ceased. 
Lifting my eyes, towards the sky I let out a battle cry, my blood is boiling. 
Thirty years: rank and honor, just so much dust; Eight hundred leagues: travelling with the moon and clouds. 
Do not let it slip away, when a young man’s head turns grey, regret will be too late. 
The national insult, Is yet to be avenged; your servants’ shame, when will it be erased? 
Let us ride the long chariots, to crush those mountain strongholds. 
Glorious quest: to feast on the flesh of the invaders.  We laugh and chat and quench our thirst with Tartar blood. 
Let us start, To take back our rivers and mountains, And report to the Heavenly Palace. 


