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PREFACE

During recent years the WeStern Democracios
have shown an increasing intercst in Chinese
culture, and since the Europcan War have been
particul.rly eager to Jearn more about the comtem-
porary literature of a great ally: In the field of
poetry, however, it i difficult for foreigners to
follow modern trends, for Chinese poetry has not
been fixed in form since the Literary Renaissance
of the early Republic, when certain poets began
to use vernacular idiom in place of the classical
style. Many poets now write in free verse and
in the language of the people, but many also
maintain the classical tradition,and of the latter
Lu Chien is perhaps the most brilliant and most
prominent. He is not only however the preserver
of a splendid yet dying school, but also a renovator
uf - Chinese poetry:

The classical Chinese poetry, througlout past

(1]



cen‘uries, has undergone many changes hoth in
form an:l spirit. The *Shil’ form of poetry of the
Wei, Chin and T’ang dynasties was a development
from the ‘Fuw’ of the Han dyneasty, while the ‘Tsu’
and ‘Ch’w’ forin were a r‘evemnment from Tang
poetry. Many pocts of the classical schoo1 today
si3) write in the ‘Shil’ form; but Lu Chien has
scen greater poien‘ialities in the ‘Tsw’ and ‘TI°W
and has carried these forms one step further by
the introduction of 2 new spirit and the termi-
nology of the present cday: Since the end of the
Tang dynasty Chinese poefry has been almost
eaclusively effeminate, but now Lu Chien sings
of war and theresurgznce of the people; To write
well in the classical forms one must be a good
scholar, well-read in history and literature: Lu
Chien’s poetry i3 nob only scholarly, but also
infused with a strong masculine optimism and
gincerity. In his own words,
‘My verse herald a new dawn,
Of this resurgence I am part.’

Thus, conbining the purity of the classical formn
with a new vigoro us spirit, new ideas and a new
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idiom, Lu Chien jwobably makes & land-mark in
Chinese poetry.

Lu Chien was born in 1905, of an ancient
family of scholars in Nanking. He was for fifteen
years a professor, and has since the War been
elected twice a member of the TFeople’s Political
Council. His insarests are wide and his cnergy
inexhaustible: A man of action, he has ofien regret-
ted that he was not a soldier in the ficld, alishough
he lLas on severul ocecasions visited the {ront. In
Chungking he is a well-known figure, tall, broad,
carelegsly dressed, with the thin short heard of a Wei
ov Chin dynasty man. Ex'berant and intensely pa-
triotic, he hag a zeal for living and a Jiking for wine,
When he has drank, he will sing anciént ballads, and
when he i8 inspired he will write ponins with grea
rapidity, — sometimes at the rate of from ten to
twenty po2ms in one night: Lu Chicn may perhaps
be compared to the Medieva) European post Chaucer,
for he also, in a swift-moving transient world of
many contrasts, sees life as a rich and colourful
pageant, and moves with griety and a light heard

throagh hardship and terror. Like Chaucer he is
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renovating ypoetry, and may even be preparing
the way for some Spenser or Shakespeare.

Our translations fail entirely to do justice to
the diversicy of his subject, or to his genius. Many
of his poems contain allusions impossible to
translate inie another Janguage, while the music
of his verse we bhave been unable to render. If
readers find any merit in the translation, it is
because Lu Chien’s brilliance shines througi even
a sober English drews, while if there are faults
ancd blennsles, these are due to the defects of the
translators.

Gladys M. Tayler
H. Y. Yang
Oct. 1942,
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PREFACE

My soul, once proud, has grown less bold,
But who will sing so wild a song?
The accents of the bards of old,

Cold and unroused have slept too long.

My verses herald a new dawn,
Of this resurgence I am part;
Although iny skill is faint snd worn,

Yet all 1 wriie comes from iy Leart,

(23
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ON TI'E ART OF POETRY

Know thien, if yoo aspire to write in rhymez,
Cur prezens age is unlike olden times.

Vie not with those who dainty petals weve,
Nor tlose wlo strave with me'ting chamas o weve.
To sing of poverty or of oll age

Will make your pen shake with vegres and ves.
Hard-pressed by Mongns thousand years before.
We had two bards who sang of migiiy war,

But naw, alas, tiinse greater berds ave done,
rom them I lewrned; my masters were nod one,
Their proud and mighty veice I imitate,
Striving for poctry both new and great.

China expeety her- sons o pliy their pavs,

An1l 1 shall dedicate myself to Ar.

Then weaker spirits VIl nos try 1o please,

Nor peayle’s hearts wish chillish joys appeasa.

Le]
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TO THOSE FIGHTING AT THE OLD NORTH
GATE OF THE GREAT WALL

In such a world les us sing loud end die;

The dust of hostile forces fills the cye.

Our mountains and our streams the foe Cefiles,

Toward the dark fort stretched out a thousand
miles.

Our young men now take up their sword in hand,

And beroearrise to fight throughout the lund:

Leaning upon our swords revenge we vow;

No tears our dauntless warriors will shed now.
If heaven turn against us we will die,

But rouse the whole world with your battle cry.
Our country of dishonour you will clear,

Which forty years ago we suffered here.

[67
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IN NANKING, AF1ER THE LOES Oi 1HE
NORTH—EASTERN PROVINCES

Where are the cities of the days of yore?

For five long years the people sufiere! sove:

Before the Great Wall winds and suow-3tw.nad
rage,

But here with songs we still opr pains assuiga.

Who will regain for us our vanquished luad;

And kill the traitors with his iron hand?

Tho brave are weaponless, the sage are spurned;
The land lies waste, by civil struggles buwrned,
Fate makes us work for unity in vain;

Thus to the capital we come again.

The Northern wanderers come ever lere,
Homeless anl desolate they all appear;

™
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THOUGHTS OF A I'ONGOLIAN YOUTH

1 may no more return,
Thoagh for that day I yearn.
Flocks lie low in grass
Gloom enwraps the pass;

On Spring breeze borne my dream comes nat, alas)

North-west the clouds are spad,

My friends of old are dead;

And, pacing lonely still,

I feel the Spring is chill,

The far-off exile’s heart deep longing; fill,

[15]
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FOR THOSE FALLEN IN THE NORTII WIST

Naw green the South shores lio,
The fluve’s faint choscs die;
In spring my sad heart grieves,
Like whirling willow leaves,

Or host of catkins that the Spring air cleaves

1 long for your 1'etdl'n,

That you co.ae snon I yearni
Ghasts from the shrine [ call,
Where dry grass rises tall,

Whila Spring i3 fair beyond the Norithern Wall,

[127
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CALLING THE DEAD OF THE NORTH EAST

Now the river tide is chill,

Bitter ¢ears the waters fill.

By the Great Wall girt around,

This the land where griefs abound.
Since the North-Fast I saw last,
Springs and autumns five have passed.
Hills and rivers slumber deep:

I would rouse them up from sleep.

L14]
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TO MR. YU YIU-JFN, AFTER HEARING
HI8 SPEECH DURING A DINNER

You deem yourself an ox yoked to the plought
Caring for work. but not for harvest now:

For thirty years myriads of miles you passed:
For what did you thus toil and work so fast?
You worked, I know, for those who suffered sore.
And our lost territory to restore.

Hearing your words ta rige up I am fain,

And smile to think that we may work as twain.

To smite the foe, and our new home to make,

We must prepare before the storm-clouds break.

And soon, when you have reached your seventieth
year,

Our victory will give your birthday cheer.

[167



BAERAESENT o P AR AR LR
BN T BCRE » SEETIDR - ZHESS A ] 0 18I E
G55 HEAE > REXREDRE -
( ZKERPIK i )
BERERE . §iBims: o
{BSDHIFE » TREARE B
=B
U MBREE
FIFRMTR ?
AN o BRI o

PHOLRE > BE8R AEHE-
§k§T — R Bkif > pLARRE o
Wi SRR T > BB WS
REFHNR o

RAB®F

e g o AR L

£17 2



TALKING ABOUT ABYSSINIA WITH A
FRIEND NEWLY RETURNED
FRCM EUROPE
The ancient West, whence you returned hut now,

Lies all in dust beneath a Tyrant’s brow.
Confusion reigns, yet Abyssinia’s free,

And would not bow before the Tyranny.
Although the Duce like a Tigar stare,

For their own liberty is all their ecare,

Who could insult such ones who dare to fight,
Who dare to die, and fight with all their might?

Drinking, 1 hear your words sa proud and stern,
Reflecting then, to our own state I turnm;

And 1 feel sad, and I could weep for shame;
For our disgraca we have ourselves to hlame.
Now who rules China? Are we free men still
With all the, will beasts roaming here at wili?
Westwards 1 gize, dashing away a tear,

But Abyssinia’s trinmph brinds me cheer

[18)
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VISITING THE NORTHERN LAKE WITH
GENERAL HUANG

The moun’ains in the North sre faintly green.
Green willows round the prince town are seen.
Mountains and lakes wear a heroic air.

Wood-pecker chirp upon the branches there.

Spring dreams are distant as the night tide flows;
Beside the bank a girl sings a3 she goes;
But sing no Southernsongs with their soft charms,

Before one who has known dread war's alarms,
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VISITING THE LAKE WITH A FRICND
AND MY SON

Long have 1 wished to set my books aside,
And with my friends to see the lake to ride.
When dawn is cool, nor risen yet the sun,
Our wheels like wind and thunder swiftly run.
You said, “Best in the morning is the sighs;
Acres of lotus blossom over night.”

Outside the town green lotus fill the eye.
Like hhap on heap of silk embroidery.

Of old in Southern chamber I did stay,

And at that time I came here every day.

1 gaze where ancient tow’rs and temples lomm.
An I, thinking of the past, am wrapped in g:oom.
To sail a while a little boat we take,

And we inay drink a litile on the lake.

When from the East the morning sun shall rise,
Re*member, son, to linger is not wise.

L22]



ZNHIR R TR 0 R UF Gom )

BE™E HAE
Fai%_k 2 o

2 B  RRE SRR -
T » R EE o
35 AHEEI o B
BEE— &R o

i g o SLELRTRAR »
SR THE o

EaE AT »
B2 B B AR RHE] o
B » SR -
PEEL AL o (R AR ©
BRI > —BER
AT ©
SR » fRITRIE it -
i SRR

231~



TALE OF AN OLD MAN

When the Japancse pirates invaded China
during the Ming dynasty, they attacked Kun
Shan, and the city was on the verge of defeat:
But an old man told the magistrate to pour tinil-
ing oil over the gaps of the city wall; they did
go, and routed the invaders. Later someone pas:ted
the temple of a certain genéral Pu of the Tang
dynasty, and struck by the likeness oi his image
to the old man, realized that the unknown old
man was General Pu’s sprit. The present magis-
trate of Kun Shan told me this story.

All in amazément spoke the passer by,

The image, he, that on the shrine did lie,
Thus born a hero, dead a patriot still,

His ancient prowess yet our hearts can thrill,
We live too late to see the wondrous deed;
Barbarian tribes now war on us with greed.

(247
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All bent on compronise, with efforts poor,
None now would think of strategis and war:

And thus I, thinking, strain my clothes with
teavs,

Ani vain my wish to serve our land appears

A patrios’s home, white s':0es within the hall,

Another sage and days of old recall.

If I should meet those patriots when I die,

Our present stats would bring tears to my eye

To-morrow I shall cone with pious heart,

Ta pay the oll man honage ere I part.
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READING THE HISTORY OF
THE TANG DYNASTY

Of the resurgence of that age 1 read,

And think of those who did their people lead.
Only of cowards now I am aware;
Commanding genius in our times is rare.
Who will for us the former world restore.

That we return to our )ost lands once more?

The brave will fight, the zealous forward go;
Awake, arise; strike fear into the foe.
Barbarian tribes can give no cause for fear;
Our kingly army is all gathercd here.
Those who accept the enemy’s foul pay

Turn renegade, and so themselves betray .

(28]
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TO A FAMOUS MIXSTREL

Your hoary head is here:
We meet as dies the year.
Beyon the clouds and snow
Travellers in haste we go;

While beacon-fires upon the East Sea glow,

You sing the deeds of oll.
When fought the heroes bold.
With casianets’ unroar,

—A lost art hearl no more—

In you I =ee agnin the bards of yare,

[ 307
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AFTER THE FALL OF DEIPIXG

Icinnat béar the map upon ghe wall,

For green of the West Hill I straight recall;
And ever with this enguish deep I yearn,

That makes men grieve when toward the Norith

they turn,

All men awake, but [ inlulge in wine;

Through out the earth with tears the homeless
pine,

War winnows out the firm from feeble one;

Do you not blush, sunflow’r, to face the sun?

[32]
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TO THE CHRISTIAN GENERAL, TUNG LIRG
KO, KILLED IN ACTION AT THE

MARCO POLO BRIDGE
Much have you suifered, and the men you trust,
Whom yeu have trained to fight our baitle just,
Far since the monarchy was overthrown
The people’s sufferings have been your own.
Our cruel foe came once more from the East,
Trampling our country like a wanton beast:
Hell was let loose; and oft your wrath io ease,

You read the gospels with their words of peace,

We pray for peace eterne, we pray for love,
That weeds be plucked out fro.n our sacred grove,
Our hero did not fear to lose-his head,

And now in glory rises from the dead.

With courage as our shield, and Gol as guide,
We’ll triumph yet, so fate shall yet decide.
Know you will have a warrior’s obsequy,
Though your grave pass, immortal you will be.

[34]
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TO GENERAL CHAO TUN-YU, KILLED
IN ACTION AT MARCO POLO BRIDGE

Beneath the bridge where Marco Polo roimed

The charge was given, and the dry plain foamed.

Then swords gashed wide and clouds of dust rose
high, _

Till scittered there the head-less foe did lie,

Then toward the sky the hero laughed aload;

I death must be, such hero’s death was proad.

He charged and eharged, charged thrice anl even
more,

His spirit high although his wounds were sore.

Dying he marked the glorious days to come.

And still longed for his mother old at Lome.

Alas, now our great general is dead,

And who is there i his footsteps to tread|

£36]
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TO A CRAB, THINKING OF THE TRAITORS

Come, you crab, upon my plate,

My appetite to satiate,

Beside the river you did crawl,

But today your pride must fall.

Yoa heartless one, where is your might?
We'll feast our guest with you tomight.

Your limbs are torn, your looks we taunt;
Your pincers gone, how can you vaunt.
In burning cauldron suffering pain,

You fool, your efforts all are vain.

Who can you blame, you thing of nought,
Into our hands by TFortune brought:

[38)
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TO THE SWORD, THINKING OF THE
SOLDIERS WHO TURNED RENEGADE

Forget not, ancient blade, your old renown,

Like serpents green you struck the enemy dow:

No matter if the foe was far or near,

You spilt their blood and struck their heart w*
fear.

We vowed to win back all our trampled land

And drive the foe away with our own hands

Yet in a twinkling all your glory passed;
The rest is silence; splendour did not last.
Why did you turn and try your kin to slay,
From the same root you Sprung, as well yon kn
Why do you fight your own and not the foe

(407
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TO MY SON

1. ON HIS BIRTHDAY

1L

Today is the tenth birthday of my san;

I ain amazed to find my life half done.
My mother old smiles to me in the hali;
“Bad was your temper, son, when you were
. small,

Because my mother loved you best of al).’”

1 have a son, and he resembles e,
But better than his father let him he.

That writing is not worth a cent, 1 know;
Then do not read my books, son, when you
grow. ,

My father spoke thus ta? once long ago.

Son, do you know the state of things taday?
Our life is like a boat that drifts away.
To play the man you must have conrage raure

[ 499
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And fortitude to meect rebuffs and care,
And sa Life’s burden on your shoulder bear,

For us ta write about the war is vain;

No victory shall we by speaking gain.

It matters not if but bare hands have we.

Tor when the end is reached a change wmust
be,

Only we must hold fast integrity.

[4t]
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AN AIR BA1TLE OVER SHANGHAI

Your air-craft carrier you call Pierce-the-sky.
But owrs the sauadron that soars up on high,

As godlike through the clouds our pilois fly.

Above, our heroes scale the azure height,
Bencath, the sun sinks down with dying light;
While stili the danntless wings glhasn blue and

white.
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HEARING THAT GENERAL PA1TSUNG HSL
HAS COME TO THE CAPITAL

The storin now broke, and swift the marshall came,
And all his followers were men of fame.

A new Great Wall they built there for defence,
With unity their good work to cominence,

And we shall win, our shame to swecep away;

For the resurgence of our race I pray.

The Southwest province you have governed long;
Youn feed the people, and your troops are strong.
Tor ten whole years you trained your men for wars
The time comes now our lost Jands to restore,
Midst shame our realm’s defence you ne’er foregot;
Now wha can save our land if yon will not?

[ 457)
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TO THE BATTLE-AXE, USED IN HAND TO
IHAND FIGHTING IN SHANGHAI

fn combat close the axes bright appear.

Like ancient blades which struck the foe with fear

The axes now as weapons new are used,

And at their sight the foe is still confused,

They wail and run, like grass by scythe mawe
down,

They fuil in heaps; the axes bright move ons

No$ taking rest, our men pursue the foe;
Though now avenged, yet onward still they go.
For thirty years we coweréd low in shame;
Tolay we win back honour to our name;

Anl with facility we learn this art,

And swift as winl we charge with all aur heart
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SENDING WINTER CLOTHES BO THE FRONT

We sew the paddel winter vlothesi with. eare,
Of bitter fros and éhilly nights beware, . , ;
The wititer<dlotlies’ thenivelves:we. widh: to b,
To share their cdld whem winids. bhlow. bitterly.
A bulwark for-our . eountyy: shexy have, made,
Anl to these warriors we Bhould offer aid.

How inuch they have advancéd 1 wish to.knaw;
Warm in theit winter dress thoy fight the foe,
fheir valour grows.a thousand times-end more,
With sounding drums they will onnilanl restore.
Not eo’ton enly in the clothes is-sewn. . o B
But our own,warm hearts, feryour of .our own,

[s2]
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HEARING THAT A FRIEND HAS MOVED UP
TO THE EASTERN FRONT

I hear that he, with reinforcements strong,

Has reached the Easterm front. for. struggle long.
A dauntless warrjor, his great; fame is known.
And soon the foz must.all be avep-thrown,

1 wait his further vigtenies:tw:henr,

And then with--wine 1. shall his 4riwmph cheer.

But when we win, and,oyy Jest dands restore,
A new song we shalleadd, e onr-old scove;
An'l we shall gather ajl our friends. of yore;
You s"all write verses, -1, shall spesk of war
No compromise; we, either ,win.or-fa)),

This forever pledge Jet:us.again .vecall.

i(51)
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THE BATTLE OF PAO SHAN

In lonely fort these heross’ blood was shed,
Resalling ancient deeds write Lurge in ved,

Six hundred men kept myriad foes ac bay;
Though death was sure, they did no; turn away.
They raised their arms and shouted withous fear;
Did it not chill the encmy’s pride to hear?

Though ammunition spent, and guns all torn,

Their hearts were Ligh, ¢ough they were left
forlorn,

Whil» yet the herees lived the town was safe;

No ins!: of land was yielded by the brave.

So, girt with steel and adamantine chains.

Our lin2 unbroken proadly suill reaains,
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TO THE EIGHT HUNDRED MEXN OF Tt
LONE GARRISON LED BY 3.AJO HSLEH
CHING YUAN AT SHANGHAL

The lonely garrison will still fight on,

Until the lust drop of their blood be gone,

For each one dead they would a thousand Ikill,
Their bugl: sounds, their flag is flying still.
''he white sun s'ines upon the azure sky:
Their ensign proud is seen by every eyc

Now all the peaple for these horoes pray,

And even children wipe their vears away.
While day by day men ask what happens now,
And foreigners to pay thein tribute bow.
Beyond the bridge the fortress loneé stands still,
Such deathless deeds lend glory to my quill.,

£58]
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ON HEARING THAT WU-HU HAS BEEN
RETAKEN BY OUR ARMY

The dust whirls down, the willow strands arg low*
The city is the same, but wrapped in woe,

The waning moon now hides from mortals’ sight.
In sadness dim, it will not show its light

As we gaze back the dense trees intervene,
The misty city nowhere can be seen.

We bid farewell here to the flowing stream;
When shall we come again, exeept in dream?

Now Tears 1 shed to Loar the tidings glad.

Is this a dream? the whole world has grown ma<,
Eetore the window 1 will go to pack;

I laugh and talk, make ready to go back.

A wanderer’s life no longer shall I lead:
Today 1 hear my forii.w hone is freed.

Our capital will be recovered yet,

Midst tears of joy all else 1 must forget:

Leo]
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REFLGEES LOOK SOUTHWARD FROM
THE RIVER

Our small selves now no longer can we love,
Ouar resting-place is every where we roam;
But when the little boat begins to move,

We feel deep sorrow for our Seuthern home.

The city left bzhind is still in sight;
A thousand fes blaze up the tongues of fire.
We knash our teeth in anger at our plight;

To fight the foe our only fierce desire,

[621
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GREITING A FRIEND 1 ROM THE NCRTH
WEST

The Great Wall sheltered dynasties of old,
Whose capital the North-west moun*:ins fold,
But where are fled those s»irits proud an1 stern?

Let’s sing aloud and drink to your return.

Cold grow our goblets in dim canlle light;
Together we shall watch the fleeling night.
But we shall see our ccuntry’s glory yet.

Not gazing at a lost cwuse with regret.

[64]
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WAITING FOR A FRIEND AT HANOW

L

IL.

Few days have passed since at the lake we
met,

But in far other scene we now are set.

Upon a small boat furtber brought was I:

What does it inatier if I live or die?

For children and the sged is my regret.

Now East and West I journey far in vain,

And somctimes tears my warrior’s garment
stiin.

I dare not ask my friends for news of war;

When we regain the eapital once more.

I shall send home my family again.

Outside the city all lies deep in snow;
A traveller across the stream doth go,
Al! ready are the chicken anl {he wine.
And as you tell me of the Fastern line,
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Then smiles my joy at your re.wrning show.

For you have seen the heross siruggle soro:
Your brave soul may take prile for ever move.
The valiant army soon will cross the stream,
‘T'hen I iny formsi promise shall 1edcem,

And shall rise up anl foliow you to war.
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11,

LEAVING HALKOW AND REACHING
CHUNGKING
Beneath my feet the river waters flow;
The hour is late, but I am loath to go;
For I can see the crests of green hills yet,
Which watch the wanderers 2s with regret.

Why must we take the weary westward way?
Stil Eastward flows the river day by day,
Whose ripples say “We meei, again next year.”
Before our feet the rising clouds appear.

Where shall we have our new base for the war?
Once more the boat draws up beside tlie shore,
Cld friens that see me know me still, they say.
Though it is eight years since 1 weni away.

Alarms of war still sound by strea.n and sea:
Eut siead fast is our plan for viclory.
The war-time capital is bright anl fair,

Anit I would live Leside the river there.

L70]
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ON THE ROAD iN EASTERN SZECHUAXN

Now willow-tendrils catch at passcers-by:

Bpring all arvound is lovely to the eye.

I look where. Westwards, fields far-sireiching
gleam,

And south of the great river walk in dream,

To the horizon ripening wheat is seen,
And yet the war looms large beyond the green,
For this abundance will the fighters cheor;

Thus there is more than beauty for me here,
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WRITTEN . "FR AD AIR-LKalL

Tong have 1 felt that life an: decth wre one;
What matters it if 1 be dead an’ gone?

Fut to dic fighting am 1 cver fain,

And now my spirit smothered is in vain.
Pure is iuy hear$, and T have no regeet,

I shsll depart now with this comfort ye.—
Never to live in shame hLas been my . .2(,
And 1 um ready now if tlers be need.

The plunes {ly puss, e Crowds omerge again;
My spiviv ond ny hears ciceavhed ren s,

) are a hell iet lcose befors my eye;

Corpses and shrapnel in confusion lie.

Cur will to victory shall n~ e face,

And tooth for footh the fez will e repail.
Surrender is the word we will noY suy;

We vow again to sweep this shame away.

[74]
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WINTRR HAS VANISHED WITH THE
MELTING SNOW

Winter has vanished with the mielting snow;
o crows fly now where red plum-blos;oms show,
Tihe withered willow weaves a new green strand:
No longer idle by the window stand,

Cold winds have passed, then let us work amair,

For Spring bas come back to our home again,

L7617
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ONE MAY TOO EASILY AT CROSS-ROADS
STRAY

One may too casily at crass-roads stray,
And straight and narrow is my parting way.
1 walk or rest beset by ecares and doubt,

While mortal dangers through me all alout

How can T rest where thorns and brambles grow?
The perils of my journey well 1 koenw.
A man must keep a bolidl heart in his hreast,

Nor backward turn to follow with the rest.

(787
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1 WATCH THE WAR-TORN WORLD
WITHOUT CONCERN

1 watch the war-torn world without concern,
Nor beat my seabbard and for splendour yearn
A wand’ring scholar’s life is pleasant still,

Why need a genius then some office fill?

Wine pour I, on monk’s hassock sitting down.
Wiih spreading sleeves is made my loose cloth gown,
In wand’ring life some ten yzars have been spent,

Although I have no fish to eat, content.

807



(B #5 KD

TR LB 7 5 0
B TR o
BEASIE EASERLE »
U AR o

SN 2 A5 o
MK AL o
THEBHILIE
HEDE I fa L B % o

(81)



