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When the market is over and they return homewards
through the dusk,

I sit at the wayside to watch thee plying thy boat,
Crossing the dark water with the sunset gleam upon thy
sail;

I see thy silent figure standing at the helm and
suddenly catch thy eyes gazing upon me;

I leave my song; and cry to thee to take me across.

FWHT, AMMEEATEELETHE,

RAAEH D, WEEIRGE /N, B RS KE,
A WORRAE AR A KU L 5

HE WA LB REIRT AR S, KRR, R
FIPRARRRE & T R 5

FAZ LIS, FFRAEIPR, RS,
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The wind is up, I set my sail of songs, Steersman, sit
at the helm.

For my boat is fretting to be free, to dance in the
rhythm of the wind and water.

The day is spent, it is evening.

My friends of the shore have taken leave.

Loose the chain and heave the anchor, we sail by the
starlight.

The wind is stirred into the murmur of music at this
time of my departure.

Steersman, sit at the helm.

BRT, BIBE T Rk R, AEFW, ERTR.
AV PTERGE B h, EEEMRMBEERTES,
HECYE, HERTMK.
FEMAANEREE.

FRAEEEAIE, FATEAE L TAUT.
FEREHZ PR, RILBRHER—ESIE.
FEF, 08 TR,
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Accept me, my lord, accept me for this while.

Let those orphaned days that passed without thee
be forgotten.

Only spread this little moment wide across thy lap,
holding it under thy light.

I have wandered in pursuit of voices that drew me
yet led me nowhere.

Now let me sit in peace and listen to thy words in
the soul of my silence.

Do not turn away thy face from my heart's dark

secrets, but burn them till they are alight with thy fire.

WL, AN, SR IEZ], KFREIE.

IEREHARBA R, MEFHES.

(B R R X e R AE AR PR RO R i %), FEARAg LR
THRABER,

KGR ER, RERIREMI, ASCRAEER SN
7R i

BUAE, TR AL, BT (A0 1] i 7 TR Y R 2R
.

AR BRICOIRASRIFRIALE, RS JIEREREN],
HIEMNBt R H e,
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The scouts of a distant storm have pitched their
cloud-tents in the sky; the light has paled; the air is
damp with tears in the voiceless shadows or of the forest.

The peace of sadness is in my heart like the
brooding silence upon the master's lute before the music
begins.

My world is still with the expectation of the great

pain of thy coming into my life.

W7 BB R EIRERIR T, CREREHRHET Bk,
PEOEIER, WARTCRAIMITH, BEE THERB KIS

T LI 1 T 1, 018 A U 8% 5 B Wi AR UL A

FAHE AW T R R, W E ROk B A
g
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Thou hast done well, my lover, thou hast done well
to send me thy fin of pain.

For my incense never yields its perfume till it burns,
and my lamp is blind till it is lighted.

When my mind is numb its torpor must be stricken
by thy love's lightning; and the very darkness that
blots my world burns like a torch when set afire by thy

thunder.

RIEN, IRTAGEN], GEAEAR AR FRE R A,

FAKBEA SR, MEAS RIS AR,
WAL,

FARTICES FIRRARYLo, A VAIREY 2 B RE DS A fiE

SCRE s TARESTS T IA i AR, RA PR Z R ERE
i, A SR ASE AR R,

i
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Deliver me from my own shadows, my lord, from the
wrecks and confusion of my days.

For the night is dark and thy pilgrim is blinded,

Hold thou my hand.

Deliver me from despair.

Touch with thy flame the lightless lamp of my sorrow.

Waken my tired strength from its sleep.

Do not let me linger behind counting my losses.

Let the road sing to me of the house at every Step.

For the night is dark, and thy pilgrim is blinded.

Hold thou my hand.

| 1130 &XRIRIOLIFER
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SRR P ERUHRIE,

RoABCR R R, MRRESEXZEEHR,

Fir AT RLAE A T
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T S B AU 1, W IR E BRI,
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The lantern which I carry in my hand makes enemy
of the darkness of the farther road.

And this wayside becomes a terror to me, where
even the flowering tree frowns like a spectre of scowling
menace; and the sound of my own steps comes back to
me in the echo of muffled suspicion.

Therefore I pray for thy own morning light, when
the far and the near will kiss each other and death and

life will be one in love.

KFEPRERITE, 7y BEEREE S A,

SR FYERTR ., HETERRA BB IR R PR,
SRR ] BB, T E Tl B 5 5 [ el fed e 2%
A 0

B, FATHEIRR BB DR IR, AREY, 5 AR
Wy, SRR Pk,
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When thou savest me the steps are lighter in the
march of thy worlds.

When stains are washed away from my heart it
brightens the light of thy sun.

That the bud has not blossomed in beauty in my life
spreads sadness in the heart of creation.

When the shroud of darkness will be lifted from my

soul it will bring music to thy smile.

BIAGFNVRA KB, MR IR R R AT AR IR
HHEZ P,

BRI PRI TSI, B S EIRA K P .

A MR EE WAL, &Y ERN TSR
AP

LR RIS AR AT O R B TR, EESHRR
B RAH KT R
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Thou hast given me thy love, filling the world with
thy gifts.

They are showered upon me when I do not know
them, for my heart is asleep and dark is the night.

Yet though lost in the cavern of my dreams I have
been thrilled with fitful gladness;

And I know that in return for the treasure of thy
great worlds thou wilt receive from me one little flower

of love in the morning when my heart awakes.

PREG ARG 205 T3, A )2 A0 FE 1 2 i e AL

TRE BB H R IER S L, FIRKE, HAEEO
ULHEER , TBROURBRERR.

VLRI 2k R AEFBERS AR /X, SR T FAT /a8 —
e R B F) AR

A, ABRUDRIE, REOREER, ReEEIHKE
—IREHINME, ERIMFARTTH B9 R R it F A B4
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My eyes have lost their sleep, in watching; yet if I do
not meet thee still it is sweet to watch.

My heart sits in the shadow of the rains waiting for
thy love; if she is deprived still it is sweet to hope.

They walk away in their different paths leaving me
behind; if I am alone still it is sweet to listen for thy
footsteps.

The wistful face of the earth weaving its autumn
mists wakens longing in my heart; if it is in vain still it is

sweet to feel the pain of longing.

FAIR A BRI ST 2, BRI B IR, ARy 2
TR .

K OCREWNENRET, FHERNERE, BHEE
Bk, MARRETRIMHER.

AA G % ESHEE, FREEGE, PHEMES—
A, BT VRE B P AT R B A

KHtmPENKT, EUHBNEHEREROCFHBE, B
A B, MEZEH5 RS2 HER,
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Hold thy faith firm, my heart, the day will dawn.

The seed of promise is deep in the soil, it will
sprout.

Sleep, like a bud, will open its heart to the light, and
the silence will find its voice.

The day is near when thy burden will become thy

gift, and thy sufferings will light up thy path.

DILBF, BFREES, KA, ROIRRFRE,

KGR, WRRTURTHE, Zf5%2F, B,

WERR, RIEE, ?ﬁ%@%i‘ﬁ%fﬁﬁﬂ'fﬁﬂ, UUBRZAT Kt
P

PR ERF O AREIALYD , REY e MR B e R i i A
X— KB Hk
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The wedding hour is in the twilight, when the birds
have sung their last and the winds are at rest on the
waters, when the sunset spreads the carpet in the bridal
chamber and the lamp is made ready to burn through the
night.

Behind the silent dark walks the Unseen Comer and
my heart trembles.

All songs are hushed, for the service will be read

under the evening star.

HERABHENRIR, AN, SILEZEE—HK,
RULAEE EARET, MR, WE A mairhes, A
MIBCAKERHIIT K AL HE B SR

IR, AR A ILRRE IE— 0k, AL
Bizh# .
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