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PREFACE

During recent years the Western Democracios
haze shown an wcreasing iuterest in Chinese
calture, and since the Buropean War have been
pardicularly eager to learn more about the comtem~
porary literature of a great ally. In tne field of
poetry, however, it is difficult for foreigners to
follow modern trends, for Chinese poefry hasnot
been fizxed in form smece the Literary Renaissance
of the early Republic, when certain poets began
to use vernacular idiom i place of the classical
style. Many poets now write in {rce verse and
m the language of the people, bus many also
mawmfain the classioal fradition, and of the latter
Lu Chien 18 perhaps the most brilliant and mosé
promunent. He i8 not only however the preserver
of a splendid yet dying schoo], but alsoa renovator
of-Chinese poetry.

The classical Chinese poetry, throughout past
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cen’uries, nas un‘lergone many changea both in
form and spirit: The ‘Shih’ form of poetry of the
Wei, Chin and T’ang {ynasties was a development
from the ‘Fw’ of the Han dynasty, while the ‘Tsu’
and ‘Ch’w’ form were a development from T’ang
poetry. Many poets of the classieal schotﬂ today
skl write in the ‘Shik’ {orm; but Lu Chien has
seen greater poteniialities in the ‘Tsw’ and ‘Ch'w’
and has carried these forms one step further by
the introduction of 2 new spirit and the fermi-
nology of the present day: Since the end of the
Tang dyaastiy Chinese poetry has been almosi
eaclugively effeminate, but now Lu Cbien sings
of war and the resurgence of the people: To write
well in the classical forms one must be a good
scholar, well-read in history and JIiterature: Lu
Chien’s poetry 13 not only scholarly, but also
infused with a strong masculine optimism and
sincerity. In his own words,
‘My verse herald a new dawn,
Of this resurgence I am part.’

Thns, combining the purity of the classieal form
with a new vigoro us spirit, new ideas and a new
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jdiom, Lu Chien probably makeg  land-~mark in
Chinege poetry.

Lu Chien was born in 1905, of an anceny
family of scholars in Nanking. He was for fifteen
years a professor, and has smce the War been
elected twice a member of the People’s Political
Council. His in‘erests are wide and his energy
mexhaustible. A man of acticn, he has often regret-
ted that he was not a soldier in the field, although
he has on several oceasions visited the front. In
Chungking he 18 a well-known figure, tall, broad,
carelessly dressed, with the thin short heard of a Wei
or Chin dynassy man. Exr.berant and infensely pa-
triotic, he has a zea] for living and a Jiking for wine.
When he has drunk, he will sing anciens ballads, and
when he is inspired he will wrice poems with great
rapidity, — sometimes at ihe rate of -from fen to
twenty poeros 1n one night. L Chien may perhaps
be compared to the Medieval European poet Chaucer,
for he also, 1n a swift-moving transent world of
many contrastg, sees Jife as a vich and colourful
pageant, and moves with gaiely and a light heart
throngh hardship and terxror, Like Chaucer he is

- [



renovating poehry, and may even be preparmg
the way for some Spenser or Shakespeare,

Our translations fail entirely to do jmstiee to
the diversusy of his subject, or to his gepws: Many
of his poems contain allugions mpossible to
tranglate nio another language, while the music
of his verse we have beéen unable to render: If
veaders find any merit in the iranslation, it is
because L Chien’s brilliance shines through even
a sober English dress, while if there are faulis
and blemshes, these are due to the defecis of the
translators,

Gladys M. Tayler
H. Y. Yang
Oct; 1949.
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PREFACE

My soul, once proud, has grown less bold,
But who will sing so wild a song?
The accents of the hards of old,

Cold and unroused have slept too long.

My verges herald a new dawn,
Of this resurgence I am parf;

Although my skill ig faint and worn,

Yet all I write comes from my hLeart,
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ON THE ART OF PORTRY

Know then, if you aspire to write in rhymes,
Our preseni age 13 unlike olden times.

Vie not with thoge who dainty petals wove,

- Nor those who strove with melting charms vo move.
To sing of poverty or of old age

Will make your pen shake with regret and rage.
Hard-pressed by Mongols thousand years before.
We had two bards who sang of mighty war.

EBut now, alas, shose greater bards are gone,
¥rom them I learned; my masters were not one.
Their proud and mighty voiwce I imitate,
Striving for poetry both new and grest

China expects her sons to play their part,

And 1 shall dedicate myself to Art.

Then weaker spirits IIl not try to please,

Nor people’s hearts with childish joys appesse.
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TO THOSE FIGHTING AT THE OLD NORTH
GAIE OF THE GREAT WALL

In such & world les us smng loud snd die;

The dust of hostile forces {ills the eye.

QOur moeuntains and our sireams the foe defiles,

Toward the dark fort stretched out a thousand
miles.

Our young men now take up their sword in hand,

And herces rise to fight throughout the land:

Leamng upon our swords revenge we VOw;

No isars our dauntless warrrors will shed now.
If heaven bturn against us we will die,

But rouse she whole world with your baitle cry.
Qur country of dishonour you will clear,

Which forty years ago we suffered here,

[6]
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IN NANKING, AFIER THE LOSS OF THE
NORTH—EASTERN PROVINCES

.

Where are the cities of the days of yore?

For five long years the people safféred sove:

Before the Great Wall winds and snow-storma
rage,

But here with songs we still our pains assuags,

Who will regain for us our vanguished land;

And kill the traitors with his iron hand?

Tho brave zre weaponless, the sage are spurned;
The land Iies waste, by civil struggles burned.
Fate makes us work for uniby in vamn;

Thus to the eapifal we come again.

The Northern wanderers come ever here,
Homeless and dezolate they all appear;

£s]
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THOUGHTS OF A MONGOLIAN YOUTH

1 may no more return,
Though for that day I yearn.
Flocks lie low in grass
Gloom enwraps the pasg;

On Spring breeze borne my dream comes not, alas!

North-west the clouds are spad,

My friends of old are dead;

And, pacing lonely still,

T feel the Spring 18 chill,

The far-off exile’s heart deep longings fill.
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FOR THOSE FALLEN IN TEE NORTH WEST

Now green the South shores le,
The {lute’s faint chozes die;
In spring my sad heart grieves,
Like whirling willow leaves,

Or host of catkins that the Spring amr cleaves

I long for youar resurn,

That you come soon I yesrnt

Ghosts from the shrive T eall,

Where dry grass rises tall,

While Spring is fair beyond the Northern Wall.

[127
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CALLING THE DEAD OF THE NORTH EAST

Now the river tide is chill,

Bitter rears the waters fill.

By the Great Wall girt around,

Fhis the land where griefs abound.
Since the Norih-Fast 1 saw last,
Springs and autumns {ive have passed.
Hills and rivers slumber deep:

I would rouse them up from sleep

L14]
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TO MR. YU YIU.JFN, AFTER HEARING
HIS SPEECH DURING A DINNER

You deem yourself an ox yoked to the plough?
Caring for work: bué not for harvest now:

For thirty years myriads of miles you passed:
For what did you thus 0l and work so fast?
You worked, I know, for thoss who suffered sore.
And onr lost territory to restore.

Hearing your words to mise up I am fain,

And smile to think that we may work as twan.

To smite the foe, and our new home to make,

We must prepare before the storm-clouds break.

And soon, when you have reached your seventieth
year.

Our victory will give your birthday cheer.

[1e]
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TALKING ABOUT ABYSSINIA WITH A
FRIEND NEWLY RETURNED
FROM EUROPE
The ancient West, whence you resarned but now,

Lies all in dust beneath a Tyrant’s brow.
Confusion re1gns, yeb Abyszinia’s {ree,

And would not bow befare the Tyranny.
Although the Duce like a Tigar stare,

For their own liberty 15 all $heir care,

Who could insult such ones wha dare fo fight,
Who dare to die, and fight with all their might?

Drinking, 1 hear your words se proud and stern,
Reflecting then, to our own state I furn;

And 1 feel sad, and I could weep for shame;
Tor our disgrace we have ourselves to blame.
Now who rules China? Are we free men still
With all t;hes.‘xwild beasts roaming here at wil?
Westwards I gize, dashing away a tear,

But Abyssinia’s triumph brings me cheer

[18]
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VISITING THE NORTHERN LAKE WITH
GENERAL HUANG

The mounsains in the North are faintly green.
Green willows round the prince town are Ssen.
Mountsins and lakes wear a heraic air.

Wood-pecker chirp upon the branches there.

Spring dreams are distant as the night tide flows;
Beside the bank a girl sings a3 she goes;
But sing no Southern songs with their soft charms,

Before one who has known dread war's alarms,

£20]
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VISITING THE LAKE WITH A FRIEND

AND MY SON

Long have I wished to sei my books aside,

and with my friends to.see the lake to ride

When dawn 15 cool, nor msen yet the sun,

Our wheels Like wind and thunder swifily run.

You said, “Best 1n the mormng is the sight;
Acres of lotus blossom over night™

Owwside the fown green lobus fill ihe eye
Tike heap on heap of silk embroidery.

Of old in Southern chamber I did stay,
And at that time I came here every day.
I gaze where ancient tow’rs and temples Jon
And 1, thinking of the past, am wrapped in g!
To sail a while a little boat we take,

And we may drink a litile on the lake
When from the East the morning sun shall

DO

rise.

Iamember, son, to linger 18 not wise.

[22]
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TALE OF AN OLD ¥AN

When the Japanese piratey invaded China
-during the Ming dynasﬁy, they attacked Kan
Shen, and the city was on the verge of defeak
But an old man told the magistrate to pour bel-
ing oil over the -gaps of the city wall; they did
80, and routed the invaders. Later someone pas:ed
the temple of a certain genézal Pu of the Tang
dynasty, and struck by the likeness ol his image
to the old man, realized that the unknown old
man was (eneral Pu’s sp nt The presenu magis-
trate of Kun Shan told me uhlS sﬁmy

All in amazement Spoka the passer by,

The image, he, that on the shiqne did lis,
Thus born a hero, dead a patnot sHll,

His ancient prowess i’et.'b!u? ‘Hearts can thrill,
We lLive too late to see the wondrous deed;
Rarbarian fribes now war on us with greod

L#4]
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All bent on comproomse, with efforts poor,
None now would think of strategies and wax.

And thus 1, chinking, strain my clothes with
vears,

Agpd vain my wish to serve our land appears

A patriot’s home, white shoss within the hali,

Another sage and days of old recil

If I shoull mest {".03e pairiots when I die,

Our present stite would bring tears to my eye .,

To-motrow I shall come with pious heatt,

Ta pay the old man homage ere I part,

267



FCEMNEE
RS ErEES -

PR 5 o
WEIHSE o

shr kg - Bl

st 28

S BEEG

P EENT > SIS o
KRR BIE »

ERIEFE o

{271



READING THE HISTORY OF
THE TANG DYNASTY

Of the resurgence of that age I read,

And think of those who did their people lead.
Only of cowards now I am aware;

Comnmanrling genius in our times 18 rare.
Who will for us the former world restore,

That we return to our Jost lands once more?

The brave will fight, the zealous forward go;
Awake, arse; sirike fear into the foe.
Barbarian tribes can give no cause for fear;
Our kingly army 18 all gathered herve:
Those who aceept the enemy’s foul pay

Turn renegade, and so themselves betray.

-[28]
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10 A FAMOUS MINSTREL

Your hoary head is here:
We meeb as dies the year.

Beyond the clouds and snow

Travellers in haste we go;

Winle beacon-fires upon the Fast Sea glow,

You sing the deeds of old.
When fought the heroes bold.
With castanets’ uproar,

—A lost art hear! no more—

In yoa I tev ugain the bards of yare,

(301
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AFTER THE FALL OF IEIPING

Toannot béar the map unen the wall,

For green of the West Hill I straight recall;
and ever with $hi3 .nguwh Jeep 1 yearn,

That makes men grieve when toward the North

they turn.

Al men aweke, bes L mluide 1o wne;

Througn oub the »wth with tears the homeless
pine,

War winnows out the firm from feeble one;

Do you not blush, sunflow’r, to face the sun?

[82]
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TO THE CHRISTIAN GENERAL, TUNG LING
KO, KILLED IN ACTION AT THE

MARCO POLO BRIDGE
Much have you sulfered, an1 the men you frust,
Whom yeu have trained to fight our bastle just,
For since the monarchy was overthrown
The people’s sufferings have been your own.
Our cruel foe came once more from the Wast,
Trampling our country like a wanfon beast:
Hell was let looze; and oft your wrath fo ease,

You read the gospels with their words of peace:

We pray for peace eterne, we pray for Jove,
That weeds be plucked aut from our sacred grove,
Our hero did not fear to lose his head,

And now 1in glory mses from the dead.

With courage as our shield, and Gol as guide,
We’ll triumph yet, so fate shall yet decide
Know you will have a warrior’s obsequy,
‘Though your grave pass, immortal you will be.

[34]
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70 GENERAL CHAO TUN-YU, KILLED
IN ACTION AT MARCO POLO BRIDGE

Beneath the bridge where Marco Polo roamed

The charge was given, and tue dry plan foamed.

Then swords gashed wide and clonds of dust rose
high,

Till scattered there the head-less foe did he.

Then tovard the sky che hero laughed aload;

1f death must be, sach hero’s death was proud.

#He charge | and eharged, charged thrice and even
more,

His spiriu high alshough his wounds were sove.

_Dying he warked the glorious days to come.

And ssill longed for his mother old at home.

Alas, now our great general 1s dead,

And who is there in his fooisteps 6o tread!

£36]
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TO A CRAB, THINKING OF THE TRAITORS

Came, you crab, upon my plate,

My appetite to satiate,

Begide the river you did erawl,

Bus today your pride must fall.

You heartless one, where 18 your might?
We'll feast our guest with you fonight.

Your limbs are torn, your looks we taunt;
Your pincers gone, how ean you vaunt.
In burming cauldron suffering pain,

You fool, your efforts all are vain.

Whe can you blame, you thing of nought,
Into our hands by TFortune braught:

[38]
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TO THE SWORD, THINKING OF THE
SOLDIERS WHO TURNED RENEGADE

Forget not, ancient blade, your old renown,

Like serpentz green you Struck the enemy down.

No matter if the foz was far or near,

You spilt their blood and struck their heart with
fear.

We vowed te win back all our trampled lands,

And drive the foe away with our own hands.

Yet in a twinkling all your glory passed;

The rest is silence; splendour did not last,

Why did you turn and try *your kin to slay,
From the same root yon Sprung, a5 ‘well you know;
Why do you fight your own and not the foe?

[407
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TO MY SON

1, ON HIS BIRTHDAY

I

Today i the tenth birthday of my son;

1 am amazed to find my life half done.

My mother old smiles to me in the hall;

“Bad was your temper, 80n, when you were
smali,

Becanse my mother loved you best of all.™”

I have a son, and he rezembles we,

But befter than his father let him be.

That writing 13 not worth a cent, I know;

Then do not read my books, son, when you
grow.

My father spoke thus too once long ago.

Son, do you know the state of things taday?
Qur Iife is like a boat that drifts awevay.
To play the man you must have ceurage rare,

(42]
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And fortitude to meet rebuffs and care,
And sa Life’s burden on your shealder bear,

For us to write about the war 13 vam;

No victory shall we by speaking gain.

It magters not if but bare hands have we.

For when the end is reached a changde must
be,

Only we must hold fast integrity.

[44]
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AN AIR BAITLE OVER SHANGHAIX

Your aw-crafi carmer you call Pierce-the-gky.
But ours the sgnadron that soars up on high,

As godlike through the elonds our pilois fly.

Above, our heroes seale the azure height,
Beneath, the sun sinks down with dying light;

While still the dauntless wings gleam blue and

white,

L4867



CEEVL T (man)

T EERERE (] »
RESENEE -
TRIFAETH K ©

iR RIS -

FRAGERE
B HRABEM

(472



HEARING THAT GENERAL PA1 TSUNG BSL
HAS COME TO THE CAPITAL

The storm now broke, and swift the marshall came,
And all his followers were men of fame

A new Great Wall they built there for defence,
With unity their good work to commence,

And we shall win, our shame to sweep away:

For the resurgence of our race I pray.

The Southwest province you have governed long;
You feed the people, and your troops are strong.
For ten wholc years you trained your men for wart
The time comes now our Jost lands to restore.
Midst shame our realm’s defence you ne’er foregot;
Now who can save onr land if you will not2
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TO THE BATTLE-AXE, USED IN HAND TO
HAND FIGHTING IN SHANGHAI

in combat close the axes bright appear.

Like ancient blades which struck the foe with fear

The axes now as weapons new are used,

And at their sight the foe 1s still confused,

They wail and run, like grass by scythe mowe
down,

They fail in heaps; the axes bright move om:

Not taking resf, our men pursue the foe;
Though now avenged, yet onward still-they go.
For thirty years we coweréd low in shame;
Tolay we win back honour to our name;

Anl with facility we learn this art,

And swift as wind we charge with all aur heart.
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SENDING WINTER CLOTHES PO THE FRONT

We zew the padded winter clothez with eare,

Of bitier froit and chilly nights beware,

The winter clethes themselves we wish tc be,
To share their cold when winds blow biiserly.
A bulwark for our ceumtry thex bave made,
Ani to these warriors we should offer aid.

Fow mueh they have advanced I wish fo know;
Warm in their winter dress they fight the foe,
Their valour grows a thousand times and more,
With sounding drums they will our land restore,
Not cotton only in the closhes 13 sewn,

But our eown warm hearts, fervour of our own.
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HEARING THAT A #RIEND HAS MOVED UP
TO THE EASTERN FRONT

I hear that he, with reinforcements strong, -
Has reachel the Bastern front for struggle long:
A dauniless warrior, his great -fare is known.
And soon the fos must all be aver-thrown.

1 wait his furfher victories to hear,

And then with wmne I shall his triumph cheer.

But when we win, and em>lest Jands restore,
A new sang we shell .gdd fo.our old score;
And we shall gather all our friends of yore;
You ghall write verses, I shall speak of war
No compromise; we either win or fall,

This forever pledge let us again recali.
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THE BATTLE OF PAO SHAN

In Jonely fort these heroes” bleod was shed,
Recalling ancient deeds write large in red,

Six hundred men kept myriad foes at bay;
Though death was sure, they did not turn away.
They raised their arms and shouted withous fear;
Did it net chill the enemy’s pride to hear?

Though ammunition spens, and guns zall torn,

Thejr hearts were high, though they were left
forlorn,

While yet the herces lived the town was safe;

No inch of land was yiclded by the brave,

So, girt with steel and adamantine chains.

Our line unbroken proudly still remains,
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TO THE EIGHT HUNDRED MEN OF THE
LONE GARRISON LED BY MAJOR HSIEH
CHING YUAN AT SHANGHAI

The lonely garrison will still fight on,

Unti), the last drop of their blood be gone,

For each one dead they would a thousand kill,
Their bugle sounds, their flag is flying still.
'"he white sun shines upon the azure sky:
Their epmigu proud is seen by every eye.

Now all the people for these herces pray,

And even children wipe their tears away.
While day oy day men ask whht happens now,
And foreigners to pay them tribute bow.
Beyond the bridge the fortress-lome stands still,
Such deathless deeds lend glory to my gquill.
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ON HEARING THAT WU-HU HAS BEEN
RETAKEN BY OUR ARMY

The dust whirls down, the willow strands are low
The city is the same, but wrapped in wos.

The wamng moon now hides from mortals’ sight
In sadness dim, it will not show its light.

As we gaze back the dense trees intervene,
The misty city nowhere can be seen.

We bid farewell here to the flowing stream;
When shall we come again, except in dream?

Now Tears I shed to hear the tidings glad.

Is this a dream? the whole world has grown mads
Before the window I will go o pack;

I laugh and talk, make ready to go back.

A wanderer’s life no longer shall I lead:
Today 1 hear my former home is freed.

Our capital will be recovered yet,

Midst tears of joy all else I must forgets
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REFUGEES LOOK SOUTHWARD FROM
THE RIVER

QOuar small selves now no longer can we love,
Our resting~place 13 every where we roam;
But when the little boat begins to move,

We feel deep sorrow for anr Southern home.

The city left behind is still in sight;
A thousand feet blaze up the tongues of fire,
We knash our teeth in anger at our plight;

To fight the foe our only fierce desire,
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GRELTING A FRIEND FROM THE NOGRTH
WEST

The Great Wall sheltered dynasties of old,
Whose capital the North-west mounfains fold.
Bub where are fled those spirits proud and siern?

Let’s sing aloud and drink to your return.

Cold grow our goblets in dim candle light;
Together we shall watch the fleeting night.
But we shall see our country’s glory yet.

Not gazing at a lost cause with regret.
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WAITING FOR A FRIEND AT HAN: OW

IL

Few days have passed since at the lake we
met,

But in far other scene we now are Set.

Upon a small boat futher brought was I

What does it inatter if I live or die?

For children and the sged i3 my regret

Now Fast and West I journey far in vamn,

And somectimes tears my warrior’s garment
stain.

I dare not ask my friends for news of war;

When we regain the capital once more,

I shall send home my family again.

Owiside the city all lies deep 1n snow;
A traveller across the stream doth go,
All ready are the chicken an‘ she wine.
And as you tell me of the Eastern line,
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Then smiles my joy at your refurning shaow.

For you have seen the heross siruggle sore:
Your brave soul may take pride for ever more.
The valiant army soon will cross the siveam.
Then I my former promise ghall redeem,

And shall vizse up and foliow you ta war
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LEAVING HANKOW AND REACHING
CHUNGKING
kY

I. Beneath my feet the river waters flow;
The hour is Jate, but I am loath to go;
For I can see the crests of green hills yet,
Which watch the wanderers as with regret.

Why must we take the weary westward way?
Still Eastward flows the river day by day,
Whose ripples say “We meet again next year.”
Before our feet the rising clouds appear.

II, Whereshall we have our new base for the war?
Once more the boat draws up beside the shore,
Old friends that ses me know me still, they say:
Though it i3 eight years since 1 went away.

Alarms of war still sound by stream and sea:
Buib stead {ast is our plan for vietory.

The war-time capital is bright and fair,
And 1 would live beside the river there,

(703



()

=)

BENER 2R ELT)

T RILE »

B RATRER DN
RRGEEHEHEE S5
WEFTANEERE

IEE AL ?
LERHARER

B iR E ) B o
WEARI A 0

&
B2l 2
B EWREOR
REARERZIR > BRi
Bt ] g5 ASNAE:
1LIEE >
IEgEHRTRL
VB BRATAERR 0 TRER 0
BREFE T —E 0

L7}



ON THE ROAD IN EASTERN SZECHUAN

Now willow-tendrils catch at passcers-by:

Spring all avound 1s lovely to the eye.

I look where. Westwards, ficlds far-stretching
gleam.

And south of the grea$ river walk in dream,

To the horizen ripening wheat is seen,
And yet the war looms large beyond the green;
For this abundance will the fighters cheer;

Thus there 13 more than beauty for me here.
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WRITTEN AFTER AX AIR-RAID

Long have I felt that lifée and death =zre one;
What matters it if 1 be dead and gone?

But to die fighting am I ever fain,

And now my spirit smothered is in vain:
FPure 13 my heart, and I have na regret;

I shall depart now with this comfort yer—
Never to live 1p shamre has been my creed,
And T am ready now if there be need

The planes fly past, the crowds emerge rgain;
My spirit and my heart unscathed repan,

T see a hell leb loose befors my eye;

Corpses and shirapnel in confugion le.

Our will to victory shall never fade,

And tooth for tooth the foe will ba repaid.
Surrender is the word we will not say;

We vow again to sweep this shame away.

(741



FA =R BT E R
ATELESE 5
FERE—KEL  SMEEo
BUEREBMET »
MAPLEZH o
. ol B0 dERE 5
B A RS
SRR EEERR
a5 RITHR S

BRI
WEESEH - WAL
1B R ARFIZE R

TR EEME o
FERTREES o
DEEFELE
HRBREBREAT o

BEEW > Wl o .

£ 75 ) T



WINTRR HAS VANISHED WITH THE
MELTING SNOW

Winter hag vanished with the melting snow;
No crows fly now where red plum-blossoms show,
The withered willow weaves a new green strand:
Xo longer idle by the window stand.

Cold winds have passed, then let us work amaun,

For Spring has come back to our home agam,
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ONE MAY TOO EASILY AT CROSS-ROADS
STRAY

One may oo earily at cross-roads stray,
And straight and parrow 18 my parbing way.
I walk or resk beset by cares and dounbt,

While mortal dangers through meé all about.

How can I rest where thorng and brambles grow?
The perils of my journey well 1 konw.
A man must keep a bold heart in his broass,

Nor backward turn to follow with the rest.
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1 WATCH THE WAR-TORN WORLD
WITHOUT CONCERN

I watch the war-torn world withaut concern,
Nor beat my scabbard and for splendour yearn.
A wand’ring scholay’s life is pledsant still,

Why need a genius then some office fill?

Wine pour I, on monk’s hassock sitling down.
With spreading sleeves 18 made my looze cloth gown,
In wand’ring life some 1en yeara have been spent,

Although I have no fish to eat, contens.
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