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Wait tll we empty one more cup
There are withered canes, old trees, dusk crows
In the good harvest year they feel village life is good

Long branches of the willow are brushing the spring wave

Swallows used to nestle before the Wang” s and the Xie” s manors
Talking mulberry and hemp with wine cups in our hands

In dim moonlight we walk on a small Westlake road

The How of time easily throws away the man

What makes the spring wind be not fair

The fallen petals are not as cruel as they seem

Visitors come from a far place

Reaching the top, I can hold all mountains in a single glance

Don tsay that one-thousand hectare of white clouds is good
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Swallows on the beam

’

It" sapity that nobody appreciates the remote place -
They only picked a branch of flowers to go down town &
At the sunset the 7995: has new worries *
I stand lonely in the world ?s&bm poems :dzm:. “
I'bought a chick and talk with it in the morning =
The man shoulders sorrows of the modern and the ancient 8
Descendant in the eye of the old man are only things &
The good bird on the branch is also my friend “
Though you are younger than me today “
Though today I come here and my master has gone “
The man 1s sorting his overcoat at top of a high mount =
j#:, are no battles in quiet place at the end of the world &
The old tree by the pavilion is visited by so many people &




Fortunately I come late against the sweet ran

jﬁ, w hite Loc? o:r: come ,_:a go fE_d%OEUZ

In the G:? morning the man hears someone r:opr 9» aoo«
A thatched cottage shoulders the green mountain

Laboring by a Jﬁiue_r planted with willow trees

The mountin stream is clear Ea shallow

The baby wants to go up to the black sky to get ﬁ:r ?F_: moon
Itis 9¢ _ﬁr_: moon of %m ,rx %,:&aﬁ

The L dscape of lakes and mountins befr _n:&f (Sﬁr %m r::ﬁ:
Only does the old pine tree grow before your house
After the people are dismissed

River fﬁ::r v: t ,S__Er to ?Er on to D,?m_c_/
The man is busy in study in the good flower season

Children return home early after school
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The man sold the old sword that was used to kill Loulan King

All lands are full of the spring water

After L::?: ra cup of 5:» %r 31 m:fr?

The woodwoman is collecting red leaves all over a# mountain

As _::: as one has true friends within the 3:_. seas

Speechless on West Tower alone, the man watches m#. moon %.: 1s like a rocr
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Don’t say that one-thousand hectare of white clouds is good,

and in the world there are a great number of worries.
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Reaching the top

I can hold all mountains in a single glance.
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Visitors come from a far place.
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BATFELES, MEFRREFIEL,
The fallen petals are not as cruel as they seem.
They are transformed into soil to nourish flowers in spring.




