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AH, HOMEWARD BOUND I GO!
T’A0 CH’IEN (YUANMING)

Ah, homeward bound I go! why not go home,
seeing that my field and garden with weeds are
overgrown? Myself have made my soul serf to
my body: why have vain regrets and mourn
alone?

Fret not over bygones and the forward
journey take. Only a short distance have I gone
astray,’ and I know today I am right, if yester-

day- was a complete mistake.

Lightly floats and drifts the boat, and gently
flows and flaps my gown. I inquire the road of
a wayfarer, and sulk at the dimness of the dawn.

Then when I catch sight of my old roofs, joy
does my steps quicken. Servants are already
there to bid me welcome, and waiting at the door
are the greeting children.

Though far gone to seed are my garden
paths, there are still left the chrysanthemums and
the pine! I take the youngest boy in by the
ha}.nd,' and on the table there stands a pot full of
wine!

1This refers to the very short official career (cf eighty-
three days) of the author as magistrate of P’engtseh,
Kiangsi, which he considered as a heavy blow to his free
conscience. Once he said, “I would never bend my waist
simply for the sake of five bushels of rice.” After the
resignment, he returned at once to his native place, the
South Villa, for retirement, where he enjoyed his poverty
very well, indulging himself in drinking and in enjoyment
of the landscape of hills and water.—7'r.
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AH, HOMEWARD BOUND I GO! [

Holding the pot I give myself a drink, happy
to look slantly at the boughs in the courtyard. I
lean upon the southern window with an immense
satisfaction, and note that the little house is cosy
enough to live in.

The garden grows more familiar and inter-
.esting with the daily walks. What if no one
ever knocks at the always closed door! Carrying
a cane I wander at peace, and now and then look
aloft to gaze at the blue above.

There the clouds idle away from their moun-
tain recesses without any intent or purpose, and
birds, tired of their wandering flights, begin to
think of home. Darkly then fall the shadows as
the sun is already going down, and I yet fondle
the lonely pine and loiter around. i

Ah, homeward bound I go! Let me from
now on learn to live alone! The world and I are
not made for one another, and why drive round
like one looking for what he has not found?

Content shall I be with conversations with
my own kin, and there will be music and books
to while away the hours. The farmers will come
and tell me that spring is here and there will be
work to do at the western farm.

Then I shall order a covered wagon or row
in a small boat, so that I can either explore quiet,
unknown ponds; or climb over steep, rugged
mounds.

There the trees, happy of heart, grow mar-
vellously green, and spring water gushes forth
with a gurgling sound. I admire how things
grow and prosper according to their seasons and
feel that thus, too, shall my life go its round.
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2 AH, HOMEWARD BOUND I GO! T

Enough! How long yet shall I this mortal
shape keep? Why not take life as it comes, and
~ why hustle and bustle like one on an errand
~ bound? ;

" Wealth and power are not my ambitions, and
" unattainable is the abode of the gods! I would
go forth alone on a bright morning, or perhaps,
~ planting my cane, begin to pluck the weeds and
il the ground.

i Or I would compose a poem beside a clear
. stream, or perhaps go up on the eastern plain
~ and make a long-drawn call on the top of the
~ hill. So would I be content to live and die, and
.~ without questionings of the heart, gladly accept
~ Heaven’s will.
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THE ORCHID PAVLIION

WANG HSICHIH

In the ninth year of the reign Yung-ho
(A.D. 353), at the beginning of late spring, we met
at the Orchid Pavilion in Shan-yin of Kweich’i
for the Water Festival, to wash away the evil
spirits.

Here. are gathered all the illustrious persons
and assembled both the old and the young. Here
are lofty mountains and majestic peaks, trees
with thick foliage and tall bamboos. Here are-
also clear streams and gurgling rapids, catching -
one’s eye from the right and left. We group
ourselves in order, sitting by the waterside, and
drink in succession from a cup floating down the
curving stream; and although there is no musie
from string and wood-winded instruments, yet
with alternate singing and drinking, we are well
disposed to thoroughly enjoy a quiet intimate con-
versation. Today the sky is clear, the air is fresh,
and the kind breeze is mild. Truly enjoyable it
is to watch the immense universe above and the
myriad things below, travelling over the entire
landscape with our eyes and allowing our senti-
ments to roam about at will, thus exhausting the
pleasures of the eye and the ear.

Now when people gather together to surmise
life itself, some sit and talk and unburden their
thoughts in the intimacy of a room, and some,
overcome by a senfiment, soar forth into a world
beyond bodily realities. Although we select our
pleasures according to our inclinations—some
noisy and rowdy, and others quiet and sedate—yet
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THE ORCHID PAVILION

hen we have found that which pleases us, we
e all happy and contented, to the extent of for-
tting that we are growing old. And then, when
tiety follows satisfaction, and, with the change
circumstances, change also our whims and de-
es, there arises a feeling of poignant regret.
the twinkling of an eye, the objects of our
= former pleasures have become things of the past,
= still compelling in us moods of- regretful memory.
Furthermore, although our lives may be long or
short, eventually we all end in nothingness.
“Great indeed are life and death,” said the an-
ients. Ah! what sadness!
- I often study the joys and regrets of the
ancient people, and as I lean over their writings
d see that they were moved exactly as our-
ves, I am often overcome by a feeling of sad-
ness and compassion, and would like to make those
hings clear to myself. Well I know it is a lie
0 say that life and death are the same thing,
d that longevity and early death make no dif-
erence. Alas! as we of the present look upon
ose of the past, so will posterity look upon our
present selves. Therefore, have I put down a
etch of these contemporaries and their sayings
this feast, and although time and circumstances
y change, the way we will evoke our moods
happiness and regret will remain the same.
hat will future readers feel when they cast thein
8 upon this writing I*
‘£ 1Incidentally, the manuscript of this essay, or.rather
early rubbings, are -today the most highly valued ex-
mples of Chinese calligraphy, because the writer and
hor, Wang Hsichih, is the acknowledged Prince of
igraphy. For three times he failed to improve upon
‘original handwriting, and so today the secript is pre-

ved to us in rubbings, with all the deletions and addi-
ns as they stood in the first draft.—77.
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THE HALF-AND-HALF SONG
L1 MI-AN

By far the greater half have I seen through
This floating life—ah, there’s a magic word——

* This “half”—so rich in implicatioﬁs.

It bids us taste the joy of more thar we

Can ever own. Half-way in life is man’s

Best state, when slackened pace allows him ease;

A wide world lies half-way ’twixt heaven and
earth; £

To live in huts half-way between the town and
country,

Have farms half-way between the streams and
hills ;

Be half-a-farmer, and half-a-scholar, and half

In business; half as gentry live,

And half related to the common folk;

And have a house that’s half genteel, half plain,

Half elegantly furnished and half bare;

Dresses and gowns that are half plain, half light
and bright,

And food half epicure’s, half simple fare;

Have servants half clever and half dull:

A wife and children half simple and half smart—
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