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Bian Zhilin’ s Translation of Blank Verse in Shakespearean Tragedies

PENG Jian-hua'  XING LiHun’

(1. School of Literature Fujian Normal University Fuzhou Fujian 350007 China;
2. School of Humanities Fujian Jiangxia College Fuzhou Fujian 350108 China)

Abstract: Four Tragedies by William Shakespeare were mostly written in unrhymed iambic pentameter. Bian Zhilin’ s vernacular
Chinese translation of the tragedies is a successful attempt. It is a meticulous transplant of the original metrical patterns especially in
syllable cluster and rhythm. The translated verse is characterized by the clear-eut and unique personality of Bian Zhilin which is
known as Bian-Zhilinean.
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. ) ( Shakespeare Complete Works ed. By W. J.
( Craig London: Oxford University Press 1966) .
Hamlet 3. 1: 4 hY .
) 144 - 154( P887) P86 - 87 FP34
William Shakespeare
Oh what a noble mind is here
o’erthrown! ! !
» 15-6 . The  courtier’s  soldier’s
scholars eye tongue sword
Thexpectancy and rose of the
fair state
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The glass of fashion and the

mould of form

Thobserved of all observers

quite quite down

And I of ladies most deject

and wretched

That sucked the honey of his

music vows

Now see that noble and most

S()\*ereign reason

Like sweet bells jangled out

of time and harsh ;

N

(

) o

) o

)

looped and windowed raggedness defend you (

Your

(P972)

Macbeth 5. 5: 16 - 27
That unmatched form and ( P867 - 868) 4 ): P615 1 P272 -273
feature of blown youth
William Shakespeare N
Blasted with ecstasy. !
asted with eestasy ! She should have died .
hereafter; ’
There would have been a
o time for such a word.
Tomorrow  and  tomor—
row and tomorrow
Creeps in this petty pace
from day to day
That unmatched form and feature of blown To the last syllable of re—
yOthh( ) . corded time;
<< >> And all our yesterdays
have lighted fools
( ) ° The way to dusty death. o
King Lear 3. 4: 28 - 36 Out out brief candle \
( ): P429 1 P491 - 492 !
(P926) Lifes but a walking
William Shakespeare ~ shadow a poor player
Poor naked wretches That struts and frets his
wheresoe’er you are hour upon the stage
That bide the pelting of this And then is heard no o
pitiless storm more. It is a tale
How shall your houseless Told by an‘idim full of
. sound and fury
heads and unfed sides /
Signifying nothing. o o
Your looped and windowed N
raggedness defend you
From seasons such as these?
O I have ta’en ? ! 11 ~14
Too little care of this. Take
physic  pomp ! ; .
Expose thyself to feel what
wretches feel
That thou mayst shake the << >>
superflux to them
And show the heavens more ) o
just. ,
- Othello 5. 2: 1 - 15
o ¢ ): P326 - P666

William Shakespeare

It is the cause

cause my soul:

it is the
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Let me not name it to

you you chaste stars.

Tt is the cause. Yet 11l
not shed her blood

Nor scar that whiter skin
of hers than snow

And smooth as monumen—

tal alabaster —

Yet she must die else

shell betray more men.

Put out the light and
then put out the light:

If T quench thee thou

flaming minister

I can again thy former

light restore

Should T repent me; but
once put out thy light

Thou cunning’st pattern

of excelling nature

I know not where is that

Promethean heat

That can thy light re—
lume. When T have

plucked thy rose

I cannot give it vital

growth again;

It needs must wither. Til

smell it on the tree.

1917

(

o
o N
) o
Othello 4. 3: 88 - 99 | ( ) P317 - P659
(P971) -318
William Shakespeare N
Why we have galls and .
though we have some ’
grace
Yet have we some re-
venge.  Let husbands o
know
Their wives have sense
like them: they see and
smell
And have their palates
both for sweet and sour
As husbands have. What o
is it that they do ‘
When they change us for ? 5
others? Ts it sport? ? '
I think it is. And doth ° B
affection breed it? ? ?
I think it doth. Ist frailty . °
that thus errs? ?
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It is so too. And have

not we affections

Desires for sport and
frailty as men have?

Then let them use us

well; else let them know

The ills we do their ills

instruct us so.

( )

124 -129

» 3 112-113
e

10 ~ 16

speare) 124
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Hamlet 2. 2: 513 - 527
( P884)

§

Y: P73

William Shakespeare

King Lear 4. 6: 117 — 131( P224

(

): P470

William Shakespeare

But as we often see a-—

gainst some storm

Tot luxury pell — mell! for T lack

soldiers.

A silence in the heavens
the rack stand still

Behold yond simpering dame

Whose face

presageth snow;

between her forks

The bold winds speech—
less and the orb below

That minces virtue and does shake
the head

As hush as death anon

the dreadful thunder

To hear of pleasure’s name;

Doth rend the region; so

after Pyrrhus” pause

The fitchew nor the soiled horse goes
tot

A roused vengeance sets

him new a — work

With a more riotous appetite.

Down from the waist they are Cen-—
taurs

And  never did the

Cyclops” hammers fall

Though women all above:

On  Mars’s
forged for proof eterne

armour

But to the girdle do the gods inherit

Beneath is all the fiends” There’s

hell there’s darkness

there is the sulphurous pit Burning

scalding

stench  consumption; fie fie. fie!

pah pah!

Give me an ounce of civet good a—

pothecary

to sweeten my imagination:

( M The Tragedy of king Lear ed.
By Jay L. Halio London: Cambridge University Press
( the New Cambridge Shake—

1992)

With less remorse than

Pyrrhus” bleeding sword

Now falls on Priam.

Out out thou strumpet
Fortune! All you gods

In general synod take a—

way her power

Break all the spokes and

fellies from her wheel

And bowl the round nave

down the hill of heaven

As low as to the fiends.

8 ~15
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King Lear 5.3:259 - 264 . . N
(P941) € ) Ps01 1 PS48
William Shakespeare N
Howl howl howl | |
howl! O you are men of ! ’ ’
stones. ! . ° << )
Had T your tongues and N
eyes 1 use them so
That  heavens  vault °
should crack. Shes gone ° B ( )
for ever. : o
I know when one is dead
1 “ ”
and when one lives. ; ; o N
She’s dead as earth. .
Lend me a looking — - o '
glass; ' ; N N ~ °
If that her breath will
mist or stain the stone R
Why then she lives. B o 1 ) . M .
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