





B AXFE £BF
(ED) H/XROF XIZOHHZF

SHIJIAN ZUI WENROU DE WENZI YUANDING JI XINYUE JI

T it ey S5

i T4 B4k

PR By B

EDUCATION PRESS  BEUNG



EHEREE (CIP) #iE

HEFRIRERN T T4 AL/ () Tk
IR X\gmvk. —dbat: @AEEE R, 2012.1

(BB, AXCFE)

ISBN 978-7-04-028571-0

P IV.DI1351.25

op = AR B CIPEE 7 (2011) 552568515

BEE - AXFE ZBF

HEsEFRHNXF ETE A%

M ?
F & (H) IR
o B X A
R e A
T R

E iy an .

HeRhilfE  EbeE A%

TUEEPH] A

WREAT  EAFEE

o kb JbRUIPERIK AN K4S B 48 100120
VI T | 2y E L

JF A 8501450 1/64

ik 2

% % 80 000

M R 20124E3HEB 1R

El W 201243 H 55 1R EIRI

E Mt 20.000C

JgF#Ek  010-58581118 #ifjHiih  400-810-0598
%4 HE  http://www.hep.edu.cn  http://www.hep.com.cn

W 3T hip//www.landraco.com  http:/www.landraco.com.cn
AR AT, (BT, SR T R I, T T A T T R A
WAL BRLR

# ¥ S 28571-00



) B =

Y3

# A4

-EBTHE

(8] SRR 22 B L

DR REIINDE<" OBk REfkhe R SusmmsE

| MEERREXT LAREEC 19138 SRRE (ISR ) BN
BN ER<EEERET [ ERROH<EER [ <7 KES

191347 HREREkE T RNXEXEERREHE KIEDRES |
TR RO AR SRR e M e SRR

BRI REEMR R XTSI R e R




_____ CRERRED DadRe-EE OB EERKRR RS |
_____ EENE=ERRER Er S2ERe | ERETRTER

EER R ER | BT SREKRIRNLEIRE XECER " EiLERT

_____ REGENERE2REY m ERISEIE° B | Re@




(FRRBEFHLT - BTE #HAK) BR

=

Se\NRr I &




TN S A S



KEPRLEFRHY KL
L RN LR - °




QW no. 1

Servant

Have mercy upon your servant,
my Queen!

(1IN
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Queen

The assembly is over and my
servants are all gone. Why do you
come at this late hour?

ZFE

ELUBLR, RMIMAITEET
It LA X AWRA

Servant
When you have finished with

others, that is my time.
(VN
EEBABRIEL G, MR T .

I come to ask what remains for
your last servant to do.

BRI 2B T, iR
e — MM AL
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Queen

What can you expect when it is too late?
ZE

KRB RIS E R AW

Servant

Make me the gardener of your flower garden.
(N
AR B T

Queen

What folly is this?
ZE

PR A&7

Servant

I will give up my other work.
(N

BRI T HA AL TAE

I throw my swords and lances down in the

dust.
FACFI BRI Fidb b 4

Do not send me to distant courts; do not bid
3



me undertake new conquests.
AEYREEIBIEA T E; ANEAIES N .

But make me the gardener of your flower
garden.
JURGEBAS AL HAbE T

Queen

What will your duties be?
¥

VREERSTRE A 287

Servant

The service of your idle days.
(VN
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I will keep fresh the grassy path where you
walk in the morning, where your feet will be
greeted with praise at every step by the flowers
eager for death.

WS LT RROP M AR RIS, SRl — N
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I will swing you in a swing among the
branches of the saptaparna, where the early
evening moon will struggle to kiss your skirt
through the leaves.

RENERGIKT, {ELRE R, i HREx
U JY I SRV AR

I will replenish with scented oil the lamp
that burns by your bedside, and decorate your
footstool with sandal and saffron paste in
wondrous designs.

RAACLIR DN I EIRI AR, KR
JR LA A LA ) SE e PR

Queen

What will you have for your reward?
ZFE

VREAT AFRE?



Servant

10 be allowed to hold your little
fists like tender lotus-buds and slip
Sflower chains over your wrists; to
tinge the soles of your feet with the
red juice of askoka petals and kiss
away the speck of dust that may
chance to linger there.
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Queen
Your prayers are granted, my
servant, your will be the gardener

of my flower garden.
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“Ah, poet, the evening draws
near; your hair is turning grey.
6
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“Do you in your lonely musing hear the
message of the hereafter?”
R S AR P T B ORAERITEE A7

“It is evening,” the poet said, “and I am
listening because some one may call from the
village, late though it be.

SRR T T AR, CRORR, e,
PR AT A g

“I watch if young straying hearts meet
together, and two pairs of eager eyes beg for
music to break their silence and speak for them.

TG R AR DR, PIXHEE
(1) AL &R AR TR AA I OB AR A AT 3 0

“Who is there to weave their passionate
songs, if I sit on the shore of life and contemplate
death and the beyond?

AR AR AR iy i R A FARSE TR, ST
R 5 AT TR 1 7

“The early evening star disappears.
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“The glow of a funeral pyre
slowly dies by the silent river.

CRFE AR R LTI I ) T S0
U

“Jackals cry in chorus from the
courtyard of the deserted house in
the light of the worn-out moon.

CBRHABBOE T, MR
ke,

“If some wanderer, leaving
home, come here to watch the night
and with bowed head listen to the
murmur of the darkness, who is
there to whisper the secrets of life
into his ears if I shutting my doors,
should try to free myself from
mortal bonds?



