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fERFIK? B0, R RFRCOR T 7 e TF3aX A o] 1, BT B A A
EHEFERAEIR. BRI, — M EEHE AN F T LA
S WFR T R ERANIE T 2R EFTHER FESR MR Less is
more R . B, KM RARRER, KL ERMFFELAE
EERETHFR . RBEREPNEEER. B =, FKIFRF
B HB AR R, AR EE RN E RO MBI Y E K. &
Vi BATTE R LAFFIn_E 55 09 50, BRRP ORI BT R Ak . 4
ZEAEHT TR UL, “ TR SR FURE I B R, ER T T#h R
PR MHE ", (Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of power-
ful feelings; it takes its origin from emotion recollected in tran-
quility. ) F 8 , SR A% 40 B AR HE R A &, T8 P4, R AR A B A A
EERRBa . tean, B EIATRE AT S 8 R R — R
S R L 22V SO RESR , MU 2 B A8 R
HH U EEATE 7 Z0RR I, I BN S S AR R L, R
RVEWNEY L, EMESANTECUNIES”. HERE EGF
AT B T X2 4, “ PR B R A 5 3K, BEA Hi oK 2
LABH IF—3#bfB” . (Poetry is the lava of the imagination whose
eruption prevents an earthquake. )
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DIMESSE RRaR 240 . 503, JATTAT LAUE, A MR R T Rk a9 41
FEMRR . THER, IR BEAT, Z L 48 s
o R ABRISEE L BR T ERBBUNTE S IS M M sk 1
R LS A SR R R TE T2 —Fh RS IR, X A R
AFARGERE. — BRI, B AR TR AR 45 B R BVE B
B FNHG 2 B 5 R, B A DL B O R R B 1
DR MR e S B EE B S R A = = R,
AAFEEER B, B R LUE—Fh 2 BB, o a] LU —Fh R
SRR, H B 1Y i i BE R T BE i — R s 5UR B, LA R
¥ « W5 (Robert Hayden) (R4 K ) B 8 H ) ( Those Winter
Sundays) B, X B AU AR, BERA S KN ER, A
SRELA R WIRA R IE S 4 ARG 2 A KRBFIK.
B 2 T, RIS R, X4XHE—H EARE IR, A
BHEMAE, EEA.ORMREE. 2R MNILTF 89 B %12
YRR, i T X AL B MR A 1 & X AR — IR B % .
Ik B P4 “ What did T know, what did I know /of love’s aus-
tere and lonely offices?” Ji H 4 A Wi S IV ; 2 A B 75 2 8 4 1
ULHE JB AR B! R, B AZ B2 . A AN Z [ H
WOCE A A A BRI S R R P TR B . R ALEX
B RS R (8 A PP SR, R AR RE . Xt
SR 3K T e 50 /N I i D BT, L R B B R R IR E RN
GHFTTE.

PR E/E R A L 3 sh AUR B, B R AR AR O R K6 T
RE @A mE ER A&, 51 AR SN LT RA
wWHEE . P E - KB (Elizabeth Bishop) B 5 —H(—
AR (One Art) . X FFE, PR AT A HE T AN A TE B
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AR CIF) » d B IE 2445 F 5 F BRI, A AL IR W8 5 704 1
. FAFERCA BB A B R/, LA — S 2 0 8

If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim,
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

And treat those two impostors just the same:

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

And stoop and build’em up with worn-out tools;

------

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

If all men count with you, but none too much:

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!
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There is another sky,

Ever serene and fair,

And there is another sunshine,
Though it be darkness there;
Never mind faded forests, Austin,
Never mind silent fields-

Here is a little forest,

Whose leaf is ever green;
Here is a brighter garden,
Where not a frost has been;
In its unfading flowers

I hear the bright bee hum:
Prithee, my brother,

Into my garden come!
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Poetry is life distilled .

—— Gwendolyn Brooks

RS AN — DI ARBI S, /048, T h v, i
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MBRFEMAETSE. REZFAEW - B3 (Mary
Oliver) & 48 i, “FrBOFAEL , ER—FAETE . B —R
ZEMNE T RIEE S ANERA K S, BI2F il ik, ” (Poetry
isn’t a profession, it’s a way of life. It’s an empty basket; you put
your life into it and make something out of that. )X /a) GG Wb 2Z 4% ,
ARIER T RS A4 (BRFE B4 18) Z RIS R AR
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ARG . B, AR AR R OB 2 15, L fE )
B) (Mowing) . ( #& 1 ) ( Mending Wall ) #1( 5 1% #k #1 /N 8t )
(Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening) %5 ANMB B % & WAR A H
F S S L1ES, LB T A TSR A i E AT
HEAEMTEE . SR8, 7o B 43R R R R 54 1% . 2
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Ui, FFA A AR AU A B A i EEE AR, 7 Bk
FZER, HAE AR b SEE# 0 E M0 RBNMMALKE, €
I Bk U, il B SR R — ALK TR B R FBEAN £ A A 1E 1
REA S (EAE 75— J7 T, A i R B B B B AR R A S I AR A
2 R At Az b L AR A BT 7E

B, WA ERE M RSOk X ER AR AT, PRI
RFZEARMERRE , FEFFIKE, AT LB X F R &
2, AT ARG WT 5 Ll /K 2 3 » W LASE S A8 4R i) 3 JB A e U, v
DAY TG 75 8 P B R 20 S A IR SR Bk BRI B 3 A B B
Z, BERATIE RS AR 7 (Poets make men witty) B{ 48
AR R PP X —RE R TR, EEHR B . ER.TEMEX
A5 FRAIKRESE N T B — v i KM, BRI 45 AT R0 R
FIM B G L A2, BRI A IR v (R AR 2 AR BB IR .
BsZ, EXRAEFENSRA . FEANENNBRYREE. UE
1« SRR /R » 25)(Annabel Lee) R, 7 ME 3 i B4
FEH IR IR B R A R i K A FAMATEh T 2 A K
Lo FHIN, MBS (Ode on a Grecian Urn), HA
X E P AE T LB MR R R BRI M N A B
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RARER /AT AR, 8 =I5 50 1 O , e A 352 3 i 2 b
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J1. WRRERIFHEHER, WEXBINE , TR A, DAARN
FREE K, 7] LIE AR VIRARFITE F 45, o nl UG ¥ 2K 1,
EEIET, (HR, BMEREHTE AR E 71 0 A4 K5, AR
HE R € R A B A N LA B & . Frig A F
A — A IE RS AR R R S AERDEE . DLIR/RT
(%W )(On His Blindness) J#], iX R E 2 E FRAERD
T AT RFZ — R TF AN B AR K E B A AR
HMERNERTERN. FRIREGEER), — iR iES T
Bk B TR Rt & . A, PR ARl E B BER: , AMERK
T B AL R B AR, IR T RO R OB R, W
IEREHEX—FE KARE# &, A EERF A RN EEZ
TRBRTCRAE (BAERCH LS FEELRE. 2R
(John Donne) () ( ## % + 4712 1 ) (Holy Sonnet X: Death .
Be Not Proud) 12— 25| I F. XEFFERNRDZ
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Ioca s SRR SC RS BT Rk GEE 2 BT 1 SC 24 i) B
PR T N A B — B AR . A (8] 44 JXURURRT R A AR S8 8 A6 G
B GRANATE: , JRT DLAE TR B OX AR K5 o 4R B % Y DR . R K
BB REA N AEODHPHE RIEIKIK . A 8K A B
FHUAERR A EHRABREARNAT A3 L B2 thA Xt
RERER A & L XIERA 7 EEE A WEm D> b ARE
FRABFABRKATAHM G FE. XTI, HEEME
K2 A (William Hazlitt) 35K U6, “ReioR A 1% b — DIME S %
CHI A5 ” (Poetry is all that is worth remembering in life. ),
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1. My Papa’s Waltz?
Theodore Roethke

The whiskey on your breath
Could make a small boy dizzy;
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But I hung on like death:

Such waltzing® was not easy.

We romped until the pans
Slid from the kitchen shelf;
My mother’s countenance®

Could not unfrown itself.

The hand that held my wrist
Was battered on one knuckle;
At every step you missed

My right ear scraped a buckle.

You beat time®on my head
With a palm caked hard by dirt,
Then waltzed me off to bed
Still clinging to your shirt.

[FA®S] 2 % - F 4 % (Theodore Roethke, 1908—
1963), £ B+ #Lw i+ FRRFLNGFAZI— A E—H
REABRERE. T2FEA: (FN6EEN9M4D) (FXRILT
B H A )(1948) (3 B2 )(1953) (R 47 )(1958) F .

@ MiFE BYEH 1948 4 AR A BAETER AR BRI
2 R E R LT B HAth ) The Lost Son and Other Poems) ,
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@ waltz: —fFE 218, B “HIR IR, Ar Bk B K 47,
BEAL ) waltzing 3l 28], E 18, BN “BRHE/R25 87, Sy
BE=AT Y waltzed W) R 3hia 195 2.

@ countenance: [HA ;1 ;F1H.

@ beat time: THAF.
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(BEWERZIRXBEFABLS - PHANLEZ—, —
BANZFEANENEEEY.

fEd AILT oA R &, B2 T AN R o R E — 42 & 4R R
EWNNEFRRBHEY. KERMUZFZANEEIA,
RFMERE P N FHRATEEFRT. RASEKERS
FHE A HERIERZE, A EXmRBERk ELE., £
4 REKAEZINREELR —FRANES, AFHEERH
FEES EFEHB R FERR —RTENEZ, bR LA LBt
PAEEHILTFHE— 4. IPEFHRELE -—FAZLBRKRZSE,
WA FAFFLRENdB T X BERBEE. RFH
REREBERRERFCAHTLLAEE MLFHEHHLREER
FHEF. SR XIHFHERL, XFFIRELBEET. ER, T
ZAHRRAB RARILT HEERL LA BRI EW
BT, o HHE. MREEREL FADACHBT 75
HWERLSRE/EFLRTR, B, EFHFEHHOTE.
FHBERHO X WER b —F KA -—RHKXTRRTRE,
FA AT 4 P X i R A A ARl i o R A VE AR R

REWHHAHBEF —EWNRKEXRER, XEFR.EUF
REF EMBRELAF  AEFLTHAXEHNZMES . FRF R
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5P EHNRBEFRILAEE, FALERE LETEH K&
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#n, % — % % = 47T 8 hung on like death fu 4 # & J& # Still
clinging to your shirt X EF X FAMZEH T — P HEFHRXEH
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2. The Ache of Marriage”

Denise Levertov

The ache of marriage:

Thigh and tongue, beloved,
Are heavy with it?,
It throbs in the teeth

We look for communion
And are turned away, beloved,
Each and each
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