附件1：英语诗歌原文
1. THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
May Sarton
 
I am the unicorn and bow my head
You are the lady woven into history
And here forever we are bound in mystery
Our wine, Imagination, and our bread,
And I the unicorn who bows his head.
 
You are all interwoven in my history
And you and I have been most strangely wed
I am the unicorn and bow my head
And lay my wildness down upon your knee
You are the lady woven into history.
 
And here forever we are sweetly wed
With flowers and rabbits in the tapestry
You are the lady woven into history     
Imagination is our bridal bed:
We lie ghostly upon it, no word said.
 
Among the flowers of the tapestry
I am the unicorn and by your bed
Come gently, gently to bow down my head,
Lay at your side this love, this mystery,
And call you lady of my tapestry.
 
I am the unicorn and bow my head
To one so sweetly lost, so strangely wed:
 
You sit forever under a small formal tree
Where I forever search your eyes to be
 
Rewarded with this shining tragedy
And know your beauty was not cast for me,
 
Know we are woven all in mystery,
The wound imagined where no one has bled,
 
My wild love chastened to this history
Where I before your eyes, bow down my head.
 
  
2.DANCE OF THE MOON
Edward Hirsch
 
She means nothing to me
Familiar old crone, spoiled Latin bitch
With her rumpled palms and swampy breasts
Fattening nightly, offering herself to strangers.
 
What does it matter to me
If she bares her bosom to the trees
Like a spayed cat, or an aged whore
Promising a tourist his fortune?
 
Each day she wastes herself in sleep;
Each night she douses herself in perfume
And buries her body in layers of cloth,
In red petticoats and white slips
 
Until finally, at the end of each month
She emerges, dancing from the clouds
Naked, leaving her wet clothes
In a puddle of branches!
 
Let her dance all night if she
Wants to, let her dance on the lake
Or in the folds of the red curtains,
But keep her away from me
 
With her drowsy lips and warm mouth,
With her tongue pressed against the glass.
Each night I tell myself that she's only
A pomegranate, or at best, the skull of a cabbage,
 
And yet she continues to haunt me,
To keep me awake with her sensual dancing;
And turning away from the window
I can hear her calling to me
 
With my voice, nuzzling under my arm,
Singing to me from the moisture of my lungs;
That staggering old bitch, my heart,
Flaming up in a chest of branches!
