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SEPTEMBER 26 ON THE COAST OF CALVADOS W H —_4ZH
(& BT R RO Villneuveles-Avignon 7 515 ¥ - 72484731, S A
K622 B 550 London #EL KT, B, HBIE» O WIF &M
T ek B, OB, Dover k% ¥ - C. Caen B Normandy ®
BRI > TO—XLTH b,

EEDWEPIRAIVTRNIED BN 6. BIZIIBEBR - T, BEHEAN
ERN e LML L TITKRRFDS, BBRZHEES, ANTHRUSELE
B REEAL L TET, BIZEETH L,

The leaden sea plashed her indolent rhythm: all along the lonely
shore the orchards stood motionless, sombre, metallic looking in the
lifeless, thunder-charged air; and amid a rugged flare of smoky flame,

the sun went down in the West.
(Ibid., p.26 Italics 13 4£3E)

T, HANRT 512D T, ‘Ababy breeze rustled past, fleeing before
the distant storm: then all grew still again, while, across the horizon, a
quiet rift broke, revealing a long, lurid line of fantastic coast—mysterious
desolate valleys, and ragged towering cliffs.” (Ibid., p.26) & . FrE8.
BIOFRT & & 2 V). ‘The leaden sea plashed her indolent vhythm; and the
bleak bulk of a steamer, pitching in the offing, moved like a beast in
distress.” (Ibid., p.26 Italics 132%) & . EROBRET BRI T 224 Ho
T~ ‘The leaden sea plashed her indolent vhythm;, ¢ [Fl U XE% KIEXH 5
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2K > T, FHFEIL ‘indolent’ Bl % inactive 7 MDY, JE TTiE~ & B1L
T ARk %E T &7 F T, ‘And once again, fresh and cool, carrying the
scent of storm, the breeze came fleeing, trailing an inky stain over the sea;
and across the West there defiled a vague squadron of gigantic pillars of
rain.’ (Ibid., p.26) & . EBROKBEOKRELZELELZRZROELLEXEZ S
DTHbo

The parched trees swayed their boughs, uneasily whispering;
and of sudden, wrapping all things in a dense shroud of dark-grey
mist, clattered the ponderous rain.

And overhead, on, through the growing night, the white, jagged
flashes of lightning, and the frenzied flight of screaming wind, and the
dull booming of thunder told of great, distant battle of the clouds.

(Ibid., p. p.26~27)

‘a baby breeze’ % ‘the fleeing breeze’ 27 ). ¥ IZ. ‘The parched
trees swayed their boughs. & ) ARERIZEAL L, B2, the screaming
wind & %> CTIRETRNLHEZ, WHICE LHTHER. RoEROE
WEEN R L &R BTG TH 5o

SEPTEMBER 30 IN NORMANDY AIEICH EEE, EA
Normandy #t 77 @ ~} # T & % 3. ‘In all the landscape no trace of the
slovenly profusion of the picturesque; but rather @ distinguished reticence
of detail, fresh, coquettish, almost dapper.’ (Ibid., p.28 Italics (3 5EH) &
H OO reticence * HFHE L TR 5. AKBEROH—ERDILAIZ
T BERDOERBICIEAWIEYVH L4 OBERHT ICHT ARED
—EHE LT, MBROELEZT A LB 72 L HEH L 72,

A mauve sky, all suble; a discreet rusticity, daintily modern,

femininely delicate; a whole finikin arrangement of trim trees, of
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reclangular orchards, of tiny, spruce houses, tall-roofed and pink-
faced, with white shutters demurely closed. Here and there a prim
farmyard; a squat church-spire; and bloused peasants jogging behind
rotund white horses, along a straight and gleaming road.

(Ibid., p. p.27~28)

OCTOBER 4 PARIS IN OCTOBER VER DT HIH B D Paris
X, BEICEKE A ANRE T, ‘garish, Petulant ZfrWIdAEE S TH 5,

PARIS in October __ all white and a-glitter under a cold,
sparkling sky, and the trees of the boulvards trembling their frail,
russet leaves; garish, petulant Paris; complacently content with her
sauntering crows, her monotonous arrangements in pink and white
and blue; ever busied with her own publicity, her tiresome, obvious

vice, and her parochial m_odernity coquetting with cosmopolitanism.
(Ibid., p.28)

28D cosmopolitan # E X DT Tl FREBEEHTOFEE TH 5,

OCTOBER 6 LA COTE D'OR G T | e | b DN SR S RN i WS
Sadne JIl 7% B #& ¥ 5 Bourgogne 3 5 @ Cote D'or & % . ‘untiring,
rhythmically throbbing’ |ZREET AFIEOBILERLI-ETH 5,

Strips of ruddy earth: poplars flecked with gold, and vineyards
with autumn 7ed; the dark, sleek Sadne; and beyond, the pale green
plain, spacious and smooth, stretching away and away towards the
blue haze that wraps the Cote D’or, hesitating and soft as the lines of a
woman's body.

The sun sets, trailing a wash of pale, watery gold; torn, inky

clouds spatter the sky; sombre shadows fill the acacia-groves; and on,
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on, pounds the train, untiring, rhythmically throbbing.
(Ibid; p.29 Italics I3%%)

‘hesitating and soft as the lines of a woman's body’ & & 9 £33, W
WCHDHDERS LWEBRE LTEELD)., COBEOEL BT, &%
DIEBEADERTH 5, ARSLROEHROMWEIL, B¥E2ELTEN
PHBICHAT 2BIISEAES b DD ruddy 75 inky ICEARED
EAROEINIE, WOROBESLE-> TEXZEN,S ), BHED
ZHICHEVTIE. RmOBBETHEIRITATFETH S,

OCTOBER 7 ILAUSANNE M B P B A I C B8 B2 9 4 Lac Léman
(BUFF Lacde Géneve) % —-¢ 5 {£3%# Lausanne |ZIEE L 22B 0. &
DMOENROTHLIEETH 5,

Deep-blue, she lies plunged in silent meditation; wrapped in the
opal-tinted mists of evening, she dreams the vague, glad dreams of
fancy; now she smiles, she laughs, even as little ripples, all gilded by
the sun-rays, trip across her surface; she has her grey days of despair:
she has also her jours de féte, and her jours de grande toilette, under a
sky heavy loaded with blue: often, in the moonlight, ske lies white,
tranquil, statuesque, like a beautiful, sleeping woman: at times her
humour is bewilderingly capricious; the fleeting, furious rages of a
spoilt child sweep across her, or ink-coloured, she sulks during long
hours, sullenly wrathful.

(Ibid., p. p.29~30 Italics |3 %%)

[FHEAECTELLERLRIL] L) BHENOZHNZBRILEL 1D
Fk% ‘she lies white, tranquil, statuesque, like a beautiful sleeping woman.”
EE)MBEZO, #AILL T ‘at times her, humour is bewilderlingly
capricious. &S DHEBEDO LG 2 EE L X485 D DM X realistic 72 &
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BEL, HOBRBEOTREGDICEEL ELIETH 4,

OCTOBER 10 OLD MARSEILLES AT MIDDAY
Alpez-de-Haute-Provence I8, Hautes-Alpes [&. Alpes-Maritimes [f & %
DN E F & B TH B R &8 @ Provence-Apres-Cote d'Azur # 5 @
Cannes & Uf Nice & i A THFRIZAE V>, Mer Méditerranée (2T L 7=
PREEH Marseilles % BN 7-BEDEIRFELTH 5,

B/ Marseilles i, When all the smooth stone pavement lies bathed
in lust sunshine, you may feel the pulse of old Marseilles quicken to fever-
neat in turbulent throbbing.... (Ibid., p.31) & . Paris HE D ILE BT,
BBRBLIZEzZ. EORENFPMKKE L TEIE T, %0HIZ Negroes,
Chinamen, Arabs, Lascars, Italians, Greeks £ D% AFEHRIE L T, YT
WSO BETLBIOEREEZ TFE 5,

Oh! for the crude crowd of blatant hues and the flood of fierce
vitality that belong to Old Marseilles at midday!
(Ibid., p.31)

OCTOBER 15 MONTECARLO

High, beneath the lofty dome of sullen sky, like a great white
globe of electric light, the full moon hangs; beyond the bay, the
twinkling lights of Monaco are dropping long golden tears into the sea;
no breath of breeze to sway the black drooping palms; only the full
solemn phrase of Gounod's “Ave Maria” slowly recurring to linger in
the still, grave air of the night. 7

(Ibid., p.32 ltalics |3 5E¥)

‘the twinkling lights of Monaco are dropping long golden tears into the
sea. LF ) RIMOPIZ, HOEROFHBMEIFEATN L 9 o 'the twin
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minarets of the temple of Chance’ (X Within, through the great marble
vestibule, where the shuffle of feet rings hollow, they hurry to huddle
around the bright green shrines of the goddess, to await, with tense,
yellow faces, the unflagging tide of her relentless caprices. (Ibid., p.32)
LEIHWEL. BOTH RN TH S,

OCTOBER 20 AT THE CERTOSA DI VALD'EMA

‘Florence, all ruddled and sullen, lay chauntering her ponderous notes
of bronze.” (Ibid., p.33) RT3 HIKD terrace T, TTHRHETTHAH
EHELVWZEDT, BEOWITHOMTERSL &L EMIRDOTEAR, &£
SR, BESE JU A 12 8 L 72, Certosa Di ValD'’Ema @ ‘half-darkened
chapel #HEfL72< %> T, B&Y B LMo %, By the roadside, the
grey olives matched the sky; all around, the vines hung delicatety dying,
drooping in tired curves their fragile garlands of pallid-gold leaves; and
here and there peeped speaks of scarlet, like lingering traces of some by
gone féte. (Ibid., p.34) OExXBYIKIT. ZTWMEALLZEREZEHVC,
B 4FBRICHEIEFT 5. H8 2 TR N7 Brother Agostino id ‘a quick
smile of recognition’ * BT, BENZFEH L TEN S A5, ‘the groups of
noisy village youths and raffish, Florentine cabmen’ DEBE DI b H o T
7>, ‘the patient vacancy of habitual fatigue’ DT % 2% 9 &9, ‘the
great well, over-grown with rank grass, wore a forlorn, decripit air; and a
musty scent, as of approaching decay, floated over the vast garden.” (Ibid.,
p.35) &, BIEIGFNZBEOR L I3IEE (BRI BEN T IC R 2 Ed—
FE) DEADH DO Z DBLIZ, BWERERKIZEBDN/-DTH o7

And the place seemed all changed: its fine distinction was gone:
the old Certosa exposed to the hurried gaze of every passing tourist;
and stern-faced Brother Agostino, footsore and weary, degraded to
the 7dle of a common, obsequious guide.

(Ibid., p. p.35~36)
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HMORBICEBBIELTT o7& R L, ZHOBEELRRITENDOEE
Ty EA IR LEANIZ mannerism (28 L TIT BRBEDOARE 2 REE
.~ S AN, BRICFIEL TR TH 5,

OCTOBER 30 MORNING AT CASTELLO
ROBEHOHEIL, EFIZ, real TH S,

The morning’s breath tastes cool and clean. The distant hills
seem yet asleep, tranquil and dark __ a long, low, wavering wall.
Above the plain floats a lingering, pearly film, and the air grows busy
with a vague rumour of awaking life __ the rumble of wheels, the

cracking of whips, the plaintive whistling of far-off trains....
(Ibid., p.36)

Florence ~[d 9 E &5 6. HH % R '] 5 ‘brown-skinned, bare
footed children’ %, V. HLFICH 2K THZOLE, BT, FITREL
FHOORIT, EEHFICE- T, BB —HEDLSEAICGFEOENE
EE 2 BEDE S, ‘Beyond, across the dusty-green of countless olives,
you can see the glittering roofs of Florence, the Duomo’s burly dome, and
the pale outline of Giotto’s tower. (Ibid., p.37) & . @i BxHb L ER
DO H#y Florence ~NDEWICEESNBHETH 5,

NOVEMBER 1 IN THE CAMPO SANTO AT PERUGIA xR ®
WEOEF 2 IRIZOKETH S, T Perugia DR DERAS, BHRICH
7> 1L %, ‘The young moon hangs amid a steely sky; the land, empty and
darkening, rolls like a billowing sea towards the Western orange glow; and
high behind us the tall hills lifts Perugia’s ragged sithouette. (Ibid., p.37
Italics X 438) ‘Steely sky Zix. VEROEE /- HHEHNEZ 5 L.
land~glow O—3Ci%. FRFZ 5 TiLO olive MOKETF %, HICEZ T
HEELTET, BUEICHMEL image ¥ H2 TEN A,
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Down the steep road they came __ grave bourgeois; bands of
brown-faced youths, chewing thin cigars; aged peasant-woman, with
faded, wrinkled eyes; chattering country-girls, gaudy handkerchiefs
around their hair; toddling children; uncouth men from the
mountains, sullenly wrapped in fur-trimmed cloaks, while, posted in
rows on either side, the crippled beggars offer their dusty hats, and
whine for charity in the Virgin's name.

(Ibid., p.37~38)

‘the day of the dead'lZ, EHi~[[) A4 D_EFHPLERFLHEHES
MeksEL o, HNHNBNE % character %, WO THWERZELHW
T, BREICHIEB L TR S, 2, HED A4 %2 BE TIC L7 ‘crippled
beggers DI E X —ENI-HEKRELSHLRITNIELR S T, ZL T,
'the glad scent of freshly-scattered flowers’ ®EFT {5 A TORDOBE 7 K
BEX, BERES LML HATICHEZ - AB O, HhErLBEEMD
HLDELT, HEBEFEZ LI,

‘Death loses its squalor; and becomes something demure,
sociable, almost gay....
(Ibid., p.39)

NOVEMBER 9~12 NAPLES IN NOVEMBER Late afternoon in the
strada del chiaja, From Posilipo  #fif Naples Bay O EIZIFH L X 9o

Heaped beneath us all Naples, white and motionless in the silent
blaze of the midday sun; circling the bay, still and smooth and blue as
the sky above, a misty line of white villages; dark, velvely shadows
draping the hills; on the horizon, rising abruptly, Capri’'s notched
silhouette __ tout semble sur la beauté _ la bonne et franche beauté

criarde de pays chauds européens.
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(Ibid., p. p.39~40)

the Strada del Chiaja TR #MF 72, 104712 B Napolitans & L\ ILED,
‘the morose sallow-faced ladies of the Napolitan nobility’ (Ibéd., p.39) & &
IHEBIX. BVWETHUTHY)., BRETH S,

‘NOVEMBER 17 In the Strada del Porto porto O¥kF. Bkia 5 §R8%.
M) DB, BT ARRELADFEEGE L LAERD. 5l &> 72308
THEEENLGHEE., PARVYFTIWTEI ),

A strip of treacherous pavement slimy with garbage; the wan
flicker of foul lanterns, vaguely revealing the black shapes of sail-like
awnings above a network of mysterious masts; and the sodden,
continuous uproar of a reeking crowd __ hawkers of fruit, of fish, of
assorted cigar-ends __ fiercely clamouring together in the darkness....

By the bye, through the obscurity, peers the glossy vermillion of
piled capsicums, the scarlet sparkle of bleeding pomegranates, and
the hard flashing of scattered, silverly sardines. Here and there,
behind a chestnut-brazier that shoots long, licking tongues of ruddy
flames, the vacant, battered countenance of some aged crone; or amid
a frenzied cracking of whips the clattering passage of a team
trembling mules, straining at a lean-shafted, high-wheeled cart,
passing across the street, to disappear, engulfed in cavernous
blackness, beneath a noisome archway. Bands of sailors jostle their
way down the alley, rudely rebuffing the obscene advances of
slatternly women.

(Ibid., p. p.40~41)

Z L T, ‘the night glows airless and stifling, under the dingy stars that

speckle the black strip of sky overhead; and the street comes to possess a
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satanic fascination, almost epic in its intensity....” (Ibid., p41) & . SREH
L AD TREDE SIS,

NOVEMBER 29 Moonlight HiZE & [E4kIZ. Naples O & D& iR
N &i3¥T - T - 72 ‘quiet night OFPL2ERTHE SRS, KOk
KD realistic 2 BERME 2R T ALEERT, LA EVH, DTIZEIHT
5o

The long line of lamps casts countless, trembling pillars of dusky
gold into the seal: the night is full of stifled light __ a pale, quivering
suffusion of mysterious blue. The Castello d'Oro floats, black as ink,
like a shapeless hulk; across the empty sky a solitary, ghostly cloud lies
sleeping; somewhere, beyond the bay, the moonlight is dancing; and
the rhythrh of the sleek, rolling waves drowsily, lazily rises and falls.

A boy and girl lean together, watching the waves: some
mandolines start a faint twanging; the distant rattle of a cab __ then
all is quite; and the glow above Vesuvius, sullenly pulsing, alone

breaks in upon the delicate serenity of the night.
(Ibid., p. p.41~42 Italics 13%%)

‘a solitary, ghostly cloud lies sleeping.. ‘the sleek, rolling waves drowsily,
lazily rises and falls! L 5RO FIAHIFEEX ., PET. —F8IX ‘all is quiet &
128 T 1T, the delicate serenity of the night & BT TIT{ DTH 5,

NOVEMBER 26 At the Theatre Manzoni Hubert Crackanthorpe &
marionettes * BIE 3 5512, Theatre Manzoni ~~, & % @\,

I have found a certain childish cham in the small, shabby, blue-
and-white theatre, the tiers of minute boxes, close-packed with faces,

the noisy Neapolitan pit, and the inevitable row of callow critics,

10
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sucking their pencil-stumps, each with his hat tightjammed behind
his head.
(Ibid., p. p.42—~43)

EEI)FERRZIEELRICA> TRAOLEN S BB LY T,
¥ ‘a little flaxen-haired lady’ 7. ‘wooden gaze % ¥\ T#M} % ‘curly-pated
little knight DB EE L FNIZ, FLHIEISKREIELTHEEH VL
medieeval drama (Z.U0EDPNTZDOTH S,

But especially there lingers in my mind the memory of a certain
brief, madiaeval drama, where a little flaxen-haired lady, wearing a
low-cut dress of arsenic-green satin, passionately implored mercy of a
curly-pated knight in a shirt of maroon-coloured velvet, for a great
wrong she had done him. She wept piteously, poor little creature,
tearing tremulously at her flutty locks, and on her knees appealing to
us all to help her. But the little knight kept his wooden gaze
obdurately averted from her, till, exhausted, she sunk dying on to a
gilt-legged couch.

(Ibid., p.43)

WMTIZ b realist 5 LW LB L ICEIr SNIBHELIEET
Hbo WORKERSIZ, BHBRNBTHESIMIT LN T, ‘breathless silence’
Wi bBIBEBNDLDTH D, R L. Forin some curious, inexplicable way the
thing was quite moving __ he was so brutal, the little curly-pated knight in
his shirt of maroon-coloured velvet; and she, poor, sobbing, little flaxen-
haird lady, pleaded so desperately” (Ibid., p.44) & . B1Z# { melodramatic
e RZRE%E AT AW, TERISEIC, B 4FDOFLEMPRRRE - TK
HDTH 5B

Once before, in my childhood, through a half closed door, I saw

11
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a girl plead with that same tense fragility. She, too, had flaxen hair, and
wore a low-necked dress of green satin; and he, the man, stood stiffly,
turning his gaze away from her, obdurately.

(Ibid., p.44 Italics 13%%E)

Bl @ ‘alittle flaxen lady DZEFE L U < | ‘a girl plead with that same
tense fragility & RFE§ A LMHIZHE T 5 ‘the man' (= ‘alittle, curly-pated
knight) @ ‘turning his gaze away from her, obdurately & 5 ) B B
EE2EHMALZYROMEN, WAL TEEK%L B L 7/ Hubert
Crackanthorpe @ ‘And each scene, as [ now compose them, seems to
contain a kindred underlying element of grotesque unreality’ (/bid., p.44)
EE)BBICENY, FO—BlE LT, Bk Wreckage D @ Profile
W2 T % ‘obdurate’ 7% Adrian Safford 2] - T Lilly D ZKFOMEF
‘Tell me that you love me. Then I'll come.” (Ibid., p.30) _ #EAH L 72D
TlEHbE VD,

NOVEMBER 28 POMPEI  #7%6 & T/ mill D NEOABH 7%

=

o

It was an old mill. There were white columns of peeling plaster
flanking the granary, and stacks of frowsy brushwood blocking the
door. Part of it had fallen away; tall, rank grass grew between the
rottening rafters of the roof; and remnants of battered frescoes, that
had once adorned the walls of the upper rooms, were now spread
bare to sun and wind and rain.

And the mealtroughs were full of blossoming wild-flowers.

(Ibid., p.45)

Rome WHE ) LEHOEEZBIET 2L LT, ETERY
fio CTIE72TH A ) fresco HAS, EEIZOBTEI- T, K EBELMH

12
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LK TRIEL CT o 28FI, BELHEOEZRABNWTH o725
o mill ® £ 12 1%, ‘a small, square Moorish house, roofed with lava,
scowling with dirt 2S£ . EIZ. E® public well DT I1Zid. KED
a gaunt crane 23 LEIMTA. FDMHEH 213, ‘a ragged peasant family
__the father, the mother, two sons, four daughters __ 45, 2 . ‘and beyond
them stretched the great dead-grey expance of roofless walls __ the sun-
dried corpse of the ruined Roman town' (Ibid., p. p.45~46) LR EN T,
HEREZZHDTH D,

In the twilight the sea lay towards Capri the colour of yellow
mud; and Vesvius, turning a vague, velvety black, was trickling his
smoky breath towards the bay.

(Ibid., p.46 Italics IT2E#H)

@ Vesvius ‘K 1L D #i % %, Hubert Crackanlhorpe @ 4cEE# Geroge
Gissing (1857~1903) OFNELEHETR L9,

They (factory chimneys) reminded me of the same abomination
on a shore more sacred; from the harbour of Pireeus one looks to
Athens through trails of coal-smoke. By a contrast pleasant enough,
Vesvius today sent forth vapours of a delicate rose-tint, floating far and
breaking seaward into soft little fleeces of cirrus. The cone, covered
with sulphur, gleamed bright yellow against cloudless blue.

(By the Ionian Sea, p. p.21 ~ 22, THE RICHADS Press,

LONDON, Italics i3 %)

B D ‘tricking his somky breath towards the bay * = KILDIFEID
ERE 2 RIMIZE L, BB D ‘sent forth vapours of a delicate rose-tint,
floating far and breaking seaward into soft soft little fleeces of cirrus. & =
HE L. Vesvius KL &% H§ ‘breath’ & ‘vapours DRENIED £

13
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AHE_ HIE X 12 ‘towards the bay & L 72D IZ8i-X, Gissing i,
‘vapours of a delicat rose-tint’® 2%% { A~ & N TIT EMBEORITESR
EEOHLBEEICENT S L. WO T realistic TH ). LITLE LT,
—HORDELREHERL TES, TOZAD realist IZFEVTiE, #
TXDOHRR ST, ZOMRICHALTL, FNBEETLIFETH 5,

There was a great immobility in the air __ an immobility that
seemed born of long ages: and, somehow, more than the ruined town
itself __ defaced by German tourists and uniformed guides __ this
corner of the country supplied a bitter sense of shortness of life, the
impassive sloth of time....

(Vignettes, p.46 Italics 135H)

ERA (ki3 AN, ADHIZE L Bw] T D) FEE RIS
DOBIZEDHTEL 2 POMPEI DR TH 72D TH 5,

NOVEMBER 30 IN THE BAY OF SALERNO

To gaze across the black sweep of sea, out into the mystery of the
night; to hear the restless waves slowly sighing through the darkness,
as they beat the rocks a thousand feet beneath; to love a little so, with
quite pressure of hands, and listlessly to ponder on strange meanings of

life and love and death.
(Ibid., p. p.A6—~47 Italics |3 5E)

Salerno OB WG IZ 3. o T ‘the mystery of the night \ZAF N T, HI
B ‘the shortness of life L= KIEDSEIZ5E T V) . ‘strange meanings of
life and love and death’ v . SLFEBY . YIPEE - /-G 2 0BEDS, 1ER
DFEB BB LERTLET, BEBICAKT HZB—FRIORE T
HHLBEEHESTLL, BRIOTFRIBEIIKLONELRTH A, EIZ,

14
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And so, amid a still serenity of dreamy sadness, to forget the mad
turmoil of passion, to grow indiffent to all desire, and to wait, while the
heart fills full of grave gratitude towards an unknown God.

(Ibid., p.47 Italics i3 2%)

& TERE LRER ] (dreamy sadness) OERH T, [JERGeH 7 BRIE
HIEBL] (the mad turmoil of passion) IZE I NT. BbT RO |
B EZ KDL LBIZESDTH L, BELEALEOHOERIZEEA
Fh. L ORBMERICEAES, BRL, EXTITHrRIZR 5 RER
Ty BB A2, BRI LIRS B S ORI E I FAT X1
T ] OMFIREL ORI - R L, 2L T,

And then, once more, to understand how life is but a little thing,
and love but a passionate illusion, and to envy the sea her sighing in

the days when the end shall have come.

EJNEDER| & [BEOLIE] ICEMNEJETKREZLIREBEDRL,
BOTreal IZE LB 72D THh 5,

DECEMBER 10 SEVILLE DANCING GIRLS Seville ®#5 C#& BH T
T L TEHE S ST A2 L\ dancer OISO/ ETH 5.

And then, for the last time, the frenzy passes. The guitars start
their sudden, bitter twanging, and the women their wild, rhythmical
beating of hands.

Amid volleys of harsh, frenzied plaudits la Manolita dances,
swaying her soft, girlish frame with a tense, exasperated restraint;
supple as a serpent; coyly, subtly lascivious; languidly curling and

uncurling her bare white arms.
(Ibid., p.48 Ttalics (3 553%)

15
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KBS & BB Y BT B O H T, la Manolita ® young girl %2 5 T
13 D ‘coyly, subtly lascivious \ZJ§ 5 FSHYENR YT 12 L DVER O ‘white’
EEIBRBICHTARELIED,D, REIKHALFEHRL2PROR
OBE&EH, BB OEICH E AT ‘as I hasten home through the
narrow, sleeping streets, her soft, girlish frame still sways before my eyes,
to the bitter twanging of guitars.’ (Ibid., p.48) & . F&HIEIIZENR % 5%
L72DTH b,

SUNRISE

To ride alone beneath the stars, through the long indefinite hours
of night; to climb the slumbering mountain-hulks; fo Zear the dull roar
of the river, toiling unwearied through the darkness below; to break;
with a sudden clattering of hoofs, the gloomy stillness of distant
village-streets, and on through the twilight that precedes the dawn, to
journey, without flagging, high up against the sky, across a desolate,
limitless plain.

(Ibid., p.49 Italics 13 5E#)

TRERE L ZNEROANEEDER K-> T, HERRENEOESIED
W, HOERBEOBE TR VIR ETBITRELINETH S,
HHITERTO ‘a desolate, limitless plain’ @ T, ‘To scout the future; to
unlearn the past; and to brood vaguely, as the night broods.... & . ##iJk
A EECBELED,

To elude desire; to disdain the thrill of hate; to forget the long
aching of love, and to commune, in tender serenity, with the grave-
eyed Spirit of Rest.’

(Ibid., p.49)
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EVEBELVWHEDPOHRBEL T, BELA2EKBIZHWW EFE) OEIR.
KIZHRERKIZH L T, BENBCIIBENOBIICE X, RIZH,
B S5 5B, AETZUELZVWEBRDEEICZEVED bho
DRLMDVERDEDL L ELHROME L BEHELTHAH, B
B T\ "at last to meet the Great God's dazzling glory, bursting in splendour
across the empty land.” (Ibid., p. p.49~50) &L #E JESGIC. EHEIZTHE
DEDERBERDITHZ S LT HEROENIL. HiZ. Enk LHEwn
D,

Z DI PRI IEEAURKEN B (BARFFE) 12 X 2HF5ERk
%0)—%5'(;@ % o
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