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Introduction
s early as 1991, H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III Wan Ko Yeshe Norbu Holiest Tathagata was awarded the title of “Master of Oriental Art.” The
representative presenting that award praised H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III for restoring the 5,000 year old culture of China. In 1994, the 5,612 experts and
scholars representing forty-eight countries and regions at the World Poets and Culture Congress unanimously named H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III as a
“Distinguished International Master.” However, H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III did not want to accept such honors and continued making further contributions to
mankind in a quiet and selfless manner.
The poems of this ancient Buddha H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III, such as His qi jue poems (four-line poems with seven characters to a line and a strict
tonal pattern and rhyme scheme) and qi lu poems (eight-line poems with seven characters to a line and a strict tonal pattern and rhyme scheme), retain the
ancient poetic style and have reached a level on par with that of the ancient great poets. However, in the area of expressing philosophy, His Holiness’s poetry
has surpassed the poetry of the ancient virtuous ones. It is self-evident that H.H. Wan Ko Yeshe Norbu Holiest Tathagata is truly the most outstanding master of
Chinese poetry from ancient times to the present.
After you are enraptured by poems of H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III and reflect on His poetic style, you will discover that H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III
has reached the peak of perfection in both the hao fang and the wan yue styles. Those are the two major styles of the ci type of Chinese poetry. The hao fang
style is bold and powerful, while the wan yue style is soft, elegant, and graceful.
Take, for example, the bold and stirring ci type of poem entitled “To the Tune of Nian-Nu-Jiao.”（念奴嬌） It is an excellent poem due to its extensive
and powerful spirit that moves the universe as well as its expansive and transcendent poetic perspective. You cannot find such an exceptional poem anywhere
else in the world. In contrast, the ci type of poem entitled “To the Tune of Ye-Ban-Le”（夜半樂） has the feel of the enchanting moon on the Xiao and Xiang
Rivers, the reflection of towering pagodas on the water, and the beautiful sound of a Chinese lute played under willow trees. How enrapturing, elegant, and
charming that poem is!
Actually, we lack the understanding to give an in-depth appraisal of the poetry of H.H. Dorje Chang Buddha III. However, we do know that writing poetry
is a simple matter for this ancient Buddha and represents less than a drop of water in the vast ocean of His Holiness’s talents.

A

(This text was translated from the Chinese text that follows.)

簡

介

早在1991年，多杰羌佛第三世雲高益西諾布頂聖如來就被授與「東方藝術大師」的桂冠，在頒獎盛典上，頒獎代表高度評價
三世多杰羌佛恢復了五千年的中國固有文化。而在1994年，世界詩人文化大會的48個國家和地區，共5612位專家學者代表，更
一致推定三世多杰羌佛為「特級國際大師」
，但三世多杰羌不願領受，而自己則為人類默默無私地作出更多的奉獻。
古佛三世多杰羌的詩，無論是七絕、七律，不失古風，都達到與古代詩人並駕齊驅的境界，而在哲理上，更勝古風一籌，超
越前德。不言而喻，頂聖如來雲高益西諾布實乃古往今來大詩家。
不僅如此，當你被三世多杰羌佛的詩驚歎醉迷之後，再度領賞詞風，你會覺得無論是豪放派和婉約派，三世多杰羌佛都是登
峰造極的至高境界。如《念奴嬌》
，此詞豪寰盪宇，無論是氣勢之廣博雄壯，還是意境之高遠超凡，都堪稱絕世佳品。而《夜半
樂》，更別有瀟湘醉月，楊柳琵琶樓台臥影之情懷，詞風宛然欲醉，又是何等的優雅含媚！其實，我們評價三世多杰羌佛的詩
詞，這完全是低論缺解，三世多杰羌佛猶如汪洋大海、宇宙蒼穹，詩詞對於如來古佛可謂小菜一碟而已，猶如大海中的一滴水都
不如。
（此文的英文翻譯印在前面）
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ಭϮ˘֎

هζᆲ

˛

ீݡᐎࢲኢৠᙶĂפϮ̃ಭ˘֎ࠡĄ

ˢĂ̂˼ࠧă༱ᕑӯฯ

ᓏਖ਼ԧ࿅πۮĂ௺౭ন͍႕፶ૅĄ

Ѻܷ৵؈̈ڑĂᑝཏ૯̂јĄ

ϲĄѺࢲ߹ᓂዂĂᕩ˘৯˞ඕĄ

ߋࢲᙑືـމܓĂᙳߖเ̙̋ڃᄔĄ

̀ဦ
̋ਃᎨᘙڱᙱĂᔳҡޖˠมĄ
ຍ̼ᄔីќᛇĂК̙̄યણĄ

เϮߵ)˘*
ͫгഥኘߵĂᝑ ᕍވ˘ڒมĄ
યߺྼ̀ᙯγމĂዼ؝Ґ̪ཏ̋Ą

เϮߵ)˟*
૧ᚙ˼ٸѯĂҲय़ೀˠยĄ
͇гӣೠ̚ᜓĂदߋࡌధ༱ѐĄ

ࡓܛಡፍĂᛗ๊͡Ă˘णऊ㤫Ąཏ
അጸำټ໐Ă͛ܝ۩ڠрĂ̄

ᕇყำҬॿࡓĂઊᖔӼᆳपĄ

ዩෘĄˬ˼ଈ়ణࣈܝĂ୍؆Ԏเ߉

ܦፖഭҖ֔ͪĂ؆۩ھܜΔࢲĄ

ĄѺ༱ޥᐝĂଊଊਠࡶĂˬࠧᎿ
ᑝĄᙸπϠְĂႽࠎѣଐዚৈĄ

ࢲᖙϨ࿅ᛲܝĂᑾޙᓑ̋ޤӠᓏĄ
̄ྼޘម͇гĂ˘ཧಏҐયĄ

൏ࡓឳݻᓠт৲Ă˘ߗᑜ͇ᐷරĄ

߇ֽڈଂίᓏ୕Ăؕۢഁঈ̏ണĄ

ߜڒ؆ᇆ

ླྀ̌เᐷ)˘*

ರᔶߜ͢˘ळڒĂ؆Ηࡎ็ኘ৯ᓏĄ

ླྀ˯เᐷణ΅ሔĂѰսয়̏АĄ

ி౧ཏࢳฟ͡ᇆĂᜨᕇᕇᒅҗᙅĄ

͇ୗ߅ዼجοĂгី̲യܦቷĄ

ܫՎჅሔͪϒĂ˩ྶࡻ͑ݻเ܅Ą
႕ϫವျీĂೀߋޘЍ֍٣౫Ą
ުुᙊวᙯ߇ĂϜᕑঙำߏछĄ
ࡶᛇ˯ဧྮĂ͕ဩᏰҋ͇Ą

ླྀ̌เᐷ)ˬ*

ܜĂᙝ۩ҒĂᜓΗѯႫͫĂ˘ͯ؈
Ăᅦሁᛴᛴ૾ᚗϜĂ٢ዕካˠቬ
˘ѡฮήĄ༱֧˼ࢦባᐅĂ̫ټ
ᖳѐଊଊĂ̍ՎᝎࢡᚊᆲࡻĂщዳˠᘡ
ᇆĂܠᏥࡠᖟĂՔՒ൴ႊฯݻ።ྫĂ៍
ϫ˭ϠරᆱՀܜĄΝĂႬីൗ
৯ᘏശĂྼޥมĂههᅿᛜ۾Ăᕩֽ
ࢵĂਠࡶॹĄ

ૅৠ፶

аߋ
୕͟औटᇆځĂѯষߨҖࢲӄᓏĄ
ᄬگЍЃ৯ԧĂˬߎຍ˭ΞаߋĄ

ૅৠ፶ΟߦᚙĂᅈ͡රܕ̋Ą
ሗഇ͟͟ˠ߹ާĂ͡ޢ

ՎೀภĄ

Ԓѯষෝ

ˠࠧ
ംˠ૱٩੭غᓟẰຍ˭གྷϮ͛Ą
ྋఄҁˬຍĂᓜ

ΝĂԘࢲ߹౼гĂ༱Ѝ࣌ĂளࢰВ

ቬĄጸ߇̄ᖀĂ͉ϨټຍĂျ೭Ăऊ

छا
රझ͟͡ᚊว͇ĂಈࢷҘࢲ̱͡ภĄ

ླྀ̌เᐷ)˟*

؆ΗሄĆѯ̝؆
ѯ؆ΗྼಞĂ൳ણ༜Ăثਢਢ

࿅ᛲܝ

˘ߗᑜ͇
፶͑ᇆ̳៙ĂΫଐᘃѣˠछĄ

˛

Ϡ؋Ăުт̼ౠĊ

˯̙ࢳဧĄ

ЍϫܛᔷឳำฟĂࢲଡᑾᓏҒ˫ֽĄ
ᅪᇵ˼ܜѯͪĂອ۩ᚙξशූĄ

ླྀ̌เᐷؕ˯ஶĂѺࢲଐϏۢࢰĄ
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ϛሔԘѰ̚ഀĂՎ͇ޘୗೀ΅ˠĄ

ࢳ΅ᙯ

؇༼ݱ

ޖᖩᓏĂీႽเ܅ӤႇߋĄ

̋எ̙ߏำĂႷߏϥᚵ৾Ą

Ј̂ܓѯҁܝݱĂ˼юϹ؆ξ፶Ą

ᅈཏप٣ϨĂͷү༱ΟីĄ

αᜪܦϰ้ݱ৯ĂˣࢬᓜࢲྙӍӖĄ

؇༼ΟූटፋĂΫֽᖞྫϏາĄ
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؇༼ѯࢲᔷ㟖

ࢦᇉݑߵ˟ࢵ

ำဥϜ

ϥᓆቧ۩ᖒ̋ẮวߍܛጨБĄ

Ğ˘ğ

ܦქϜำဥĂҒᚊ͇Ą

ѯ߹ᙳᅪᗆ̙ҝĂҖ௺୍؆্ؕĄ

எሢߵݑ౼ഀරĂೇଂֶංયˠछĄ

ฮќ̙ႽĂඊԘֽೀ൫Ą

ި֍ࡌټเܛჅĂ˘ѰܦබྮϜ܅Ą

ѯ͕ෝ

Ğ˟ğ

༱߷ݱುѯᙝĂԧТڌഭዼճᚡĄ
ๆᛗሁќீغĂڿثጂ

ซᓄĄ

ࢳකۡ˭߾ߵݑĂქ৵ثܦϫႽކĄ
ᓏᑝᚙጪ͇˭މĂႷߏᖐ̃ο̌ݬĄ

ѯ͕ԘෟᐎฮᙶĂ͉ϨᔘᅿೀᕝؽĄ

ᛲܝጸϨޓ

ྐኬҴຽĂцأˠϠ˘៍هĄ

ᛲܝӵᙯϨޓᚙĂ܅ܦྐѺቔĄ

̋ᙳᗟ

͛ࢲՀంڌͪĂۋૻੱڠ˱ڪĄ

̋Фᙳঈˢ۩߹Ă؈पϜഀϺќĄ
ཙ݈Ϩ၊ࢳ˼͎ĂΞᇔᛷ̄Ϗ݈ᚯĄ

ྼᖳౌݱ

̙ࠦមᑾଣᐷሔ

எӫϜ
ΟϜஎӫĂҁፓҒ̙ϠĄ
π̚р̰ӣĂ˿ؕංѐĄ

ࠞࡓϜ
Ϝ̚็ϔႇĂԓ͵ࠞࡓᘲĄ
ࢼᜓг˯ϮĂҒ˭ߏᇝ෨Ą

ѿϜ

௺ˬٸद߹ĂฯࢲຨᐝĄ

ѿϜ̚ͳĂҒཏ۾Ą

ிމមᘆثĂԧҋҐĄ

ࢳֽ͇γϮĂර֍ܝ३ࢶĄ

߾җ̃Ғ

ုϜ

൳̙֍ѣˠछĂຳីޖᇆĄ

җऋĂࡌگᇩཏ۾Ą

ုؼѐᆅᄃ͇ĂౚࡓଭქҒᙶϛĄ

ᅅອߘ৲ཊĂࡻݻᜨวࣣĄ

ઔதˬ͇ำέϮĂઊ˘৯Ϗ௧ၜĄ

͢ࢲځሁѯତᓑĂೀаᔘĄ

χӱਝ̌ླྀܔ

ኬāৠӻ۞ͪฏ̝˘

ͪ߹ᇆࣆѐĂѺ༱ਝۋഀ̙ዏĄ

ࢳ˯ͪࠎᙱĂְภણ͇ͪ̚Ą

ѩ൪ቡңጰĂϛק̙֏มĄ

ࣆ̋ܦᇆࣧώ͑Ă૾ำតளਖ਼݈̌Ą

ዦቪဧ̚ႇ˯ѡĂᕩֽዕீႱѰ̋Ą

Ο͢ᕑ̋ѯࢬᄂĂܥᛜᛜ˫ࢦֽĄ

ԧүێѿࢹ

ኬāৠӻ۞ͪฏ̝˟

˟ޘလֶĂ˘ූࢬͪگĄ

ਨࣧ༱̋ᝆĂێѿᘹҾ߇ҋĄ

ጨ˯جपೀዕˠĂ൘ᕇᙶ̙˲ဧĄ

ᇅᏦنШҘΔĂԧፖᗛ֕˱ڪĄ

ުтី˯סЍજĂ˘৽៍̋༱ଐĄ

̋ͫߐݱ༱छځĂߍѯჅگĄ

͉സϜ

ኬāΔໂД༹Ⴉ

˼ਝሁᅦќ̙ႽĂ͟͡Тዂ؆ξ፶Ą

Ϝ࡚ອጰ˭ำბĂዕீ౦ևۻᐷሔĄ

ΔໂД༹ጨ˯ᚙĂയ॰γ͎ݥมĄ

ႇᇅ໒˯ីዧѡĂЩ܅Ғ߹ዏĄ

͇˯ѣֽۏѩވĂޏ႕ຍ̙ϠರĄ

ϒ୬ඦඊᙶଐຍĂࡎჷ৯ᜨॿ܅Ą

̋ݱഀˬࢵ̝˘

̝˟

ষ

̝ˬ
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เझϮ༹ᙶϒĂឳཏ۾ං͵Ą

Ķᖟાࢲଐķኬ˛̝˟

ཐဩࢶ

୬ವ៍߽̋ഀĂ֤৽ม܅جĄ

पݻ߿ౠાᆲĂ̋ଐำෲឳӼᆳĄ
ຨฟ݈ጨ˯ீĂဦ̚ഀયࢲᛢĄ

ΔໂД༹Ⴉā˛ྐ̝ޠ
ΔໂႩ

ಈರĂαॡ্ۻД༹มĄ

ంͪ̚פഫࢴۏĂͷፇொᅿܮᐠĄ
ܧˠᙊϛ̚ӻĂϤֽᒪߎᙯĄ

ᚗ߅ࢳᚡԯৠϛĂᆲࡓქჴ৯͇ᗞĄ

ᑕޮ̳̝ౄഀࣧჅঔٙᄦϲវ൪
Ķᖟાࢲଐķኬ˛̝ˬ
ᖟࣧౠपዕˠĂঈማཏ܆۾Ą

ཏݻϴҒĂ
ӼॿεᇆĄ
ೀࢲဧĄ
ˠมͫႽொᖸĂ
৽˯۾ᛜֽᏹཝĄ
Ⴌዕေ൘Ă
кֽۮڔĂ

ฯ͐ݻ႔๊ࡻܷĂ૧ِଐĄ

ˬ͵ဩĂ
ಡ˿ຎೌĂ

˘ߗᑜ͇ৠតྫ

֤ˠሒĂ

Ңኲᙶᐎѣ̰ځĂ˘ߗᑜ͇ឦ̶̲Ą

ඊྫĂ

ඊଐĂ
˘৯ࢲဧĂ

݈̾វ̂ᙱ൳ཊĂщֽрळߍິĄ

ϒࢲဧĂ
ೀࢲဧĄ

ώ̙ۏำᙳމĂ΅ࢲәခອᆾĄ

̙જĞ̣ޠğ

To the Tune of “Jiang Jun Song”

ᑕ͐ܛཌྷૈ̝ଐസု҃ኬ̝

เཧᛜ̙ႽĂಡߋĄ

Plum Fragrance in the Holy Realm

˛

ܦᔷਖ਼؝Ăԧҋ៨ˬ̶Ą

ုଐസӻᙱќĂଊ౼ഀࡌߋޙĄ
юం˯ቿ̋ຍĂזޞңѐય͢ҐĄ

ᔈĞ̣ޠğ
ߋࡓрᔈĂಛ࠻࠹ۋĄ

ქϜᚙ৲̝˘ጨᐌኬ˛
ͽӻݙ҅
ქϜϛͼ۾Ă̙ˠมৰࢶĄ
͍ጨ˯͕ϠዕĂҬࡶޖᜋ൳ᆄૅĄ

ೀޘᗛ೮ޢĂާᏦ͌̃ࡻĄ

γĞ̣ޠğ
ˬ൫γҖĂ۲ͱჅਨஎĄ
ำ͇ࠎᘲĂ͟͡ҡТӖĄ

ᑕޮ̳̝ౄഀࣧჅঔٙᄦϲវ൪
Ķᖟાࢲଐķኬ˛̝˘
ཏتࣧརೀ൫ĂҘࢲරᄏજำጪĄ
ѣ࣪ᗆ̙ႽĂᐝˠࢵޘኢኰĄ
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࠻܅ΚഀĂ

ઊҖඊĂ

झ౼ְᙱ֏ႽĂ߽̰ѣމዕ˘΅Ą

ϛӻ૾ᚗ߅

णๆДݻĂ

Reveal her icy bearing and proud bones,
See how plum blossom commands the scene,
The crowd of beauties suddenly lacks color,
Seductive peach has lost its looks.
A few casual strokes,
So many eons of wind and dust.
The smoke and fire of the human world all disappears,
Leaving only a pure fragrance from the paper,
It wafts over me, awakening my mind.
The smile of the enchanted dream still remains,
Buddha Vajradhara has come
Three times to this world.
To this Buddha Land of merciful compassion
That great one has brought purity,
Feelings of the brush,
Traces of the brush,
One smile in the wind and dust,
Now the wind and dust,
So many eons of wind and dust.
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ཐӖТ

To the Tune of “Sheng Jun Tong”

ರᙶಡߋ

ጨ˯ᚙဦ

A Painting on the Wall

ጸཏपѺˮĂ

͞ጨĂ

ං̈ᚦࠠĂ

ϨਢਢĂ

ರࢶႬĂ

ԧ࠻̲Ă

This square wall
A vast, white space of nothing,
Ah, I see now,
A brilliant blaze in a grove of trees,
With not even a bird there.
Gaze in the distance,
Ai!
It is an ocean of self-nature in a garden,
With not even an insect there.
Ah, I see now,
There is no grove;
Ah, I see now,
There is no brilliant blaze,
Ai!
Where are the insects?
Ah, in fact,
Hanging on the wall,
A painting,
Colored ink,
Vermilion paste,
And a few brushstrokes,
Ah, in fact,
I am roaming in a dream,
From whence does the dream come?
Ah, do not cling to it,
There is no wall;
Ah, do not cling to it,
There is no painting.
Ai!
Roaming thoughts should not be,
Should not be.

ᚙ૧ࡓՃĄ
ଊมĂ
ೀкِଐĄ
ጨجңΝĉ
ҭ֍ਠҬߨԬອĄ

ধᕍڒĂ
ѣ౧ֽĄ
ᅈ̲Ă
ࣷĊ

ᇴᒽᅅߘ܅ᛜĂ

ߏّ̚ঔĂ

Ҙࢲਖ਼ഀĂ

ѣᖪֽĄ

ު˞Ă

ԧ࠻̲Ă

ߏರᙶಡߋĂ

ѣڒć

˫ਠන͕Ă

ԧ࠻̲Ă

ዕˠĂ

ѣĂ

ዕ͕Ă

ࣷĊ

ࡶِଐĂ
ҬِଐĂ
ೀкِଐĄ

To the Tune of “Jiang Jun Song”

Cold Harmony Heralds the Spring
I remember: myriad lofty peaks,
And scattered everywhere, sparkling gems of light,
The smile of cold fragrance,
Red plum trees hanging from the cliffs.
Unhurried, gentle,
Such feelings of tranquility.
Cliff walls and high valleys - where have they gone?
Now all I can see is a willow-like sway.
A few threads lightly float,
Moved by the west wind,
Suddenly I realize,
Cold clouds are heralding the spring,
And this contented mind,
Intoxicates the man,
Intoxicates the mind,
Self-possessed tranquility,
It seems like tranquility,
Such feelings of tranquility.

ᖪ̲ңдĉ
ֽ̲ࣧĂ
ጨ˯ᚙॺĂ
˘಼൪Ă
̜ܦግĂ
ࡀࡓĂ
˫ֽೀඊ̲Ă
ֽ̲ࣧĂ
ေྼԧдĄ
ေ྆ңֽĉ
̙ે̲Ă
ѣጨć
̙ે̲Ă
ѣ൪Ą
ࣷĊ
ྍ̙ྼޥĂ
̙ྍĄ
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ଯ̲Ă

ᅈ̲Ă
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౼ဩϒອ۾Ą

ѣ̲Ă

ࢶ̲Ă

҃ങĂ

סսӣଐĂ

҃ങĄ

סսӣଐĄ

To the Tune of “Ling Jun Hui”

To the Tune of “Ying Ge Chun”

To the Tune of “Ying Ge Chun”

Heralding Spring in the Wondrous
Realm

A Plum That Grows Tall and Strong

Strong Feelings in the Scroll

The herald of spring, where does she sleep?
Ah, cold harmony before the window,
Midnight dreams of branches beneath a drunken moon
Ah, she returns after roaming in vast space.
Roaming thoughts,
And a return to the great world.
Drifts of fragrance wind around pavilion and hall,
Returning emptiness,
As before, to the great world.
Open the window,
Graceful she stands,
There is a plum tree,
Growing tall and strong,
Growing tall and strong.

On the paper, this shade of pink,
Ah, who can guess its real color?
Next to her, all the flower queens are slaves,
Ah, alluring brows and vermilion ink songs.
Ah, she remains here in the painting,
Until the guest comes.
Tenderness everywhere heralds the dawn of spring,
Ah, the guest has gone,
Yet later will come again.
Ah, gaze in the distance,
Breaths of cold harmony,
Ah, the perfume of the plum,
Tenderness in the scroll,
Tenderness in the scroll.

Dark figure of a tree,
Light, refined blossoms,
Bewitches a myriad peaks,
How many times has cold fragrance come?
The scent rises in your nose,
As a most cherished memory
Mysteriously reveals her graceful bearing,
She is here again to herald the spring.
It is in this way,
Plum greets the spring,
That parting will come soon matters not,
For now perfume wafts through the Wondrous Realm.
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To the Tune of “Pu Sa Mahn”

ഈᔷᜀᜀĂ

Mind Realm

ۈႇĂ
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༱֧̲Ă
༱֧Ą

To the Tune of “Xiao Lou Fang”

The Lord’s Pleasure
No one asks what is the Lord’s pleasure,
The mood of the plum, proudly alone.
Watch it by day - joy to the ends of Heaven
When night returns
Its color has no place to bide.
The curtain of night is vast, vast,
Oh, when will it end?
When will it end?
The Lord’s pleasure,
A golden cock cries at the dawning of day,
Resplendent colored clouds of morning,
A place of music and song,
The brilliance of the clouds encircles ten-thousand miles,
Ah, ten-thousand miles,
Ten-thousand miles.

One dark, one pale, a pair of buds grow on the
branches
Light green, dark green, samadhi nourishes the world
Following karma, you lightly dance and float,
Immutably still, yourself an ancient Buddha.
You ask about the color of the plum blossom?
It is learning contained in virtue.
Wait until it is plucked, and without bonds
Then freely hold it and turn it in your hands
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͉۩មᅿĂ
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To the Tune of “Wang Hai Chao”

The Plum Greets All Beings
The frozen purity of a jade grove
The startled soul of space
Spreads out far to east and west.
Cold fragrance, down of pink,
And though only a single spray of blossoms,
Loveliness greater than any mood,
So time itself becomes a mulberry dream.
Look: wind and bone expressed in ink,
In ten-thousand ages it will never fade.
The compassion of an ancient Buddha,
Captivates all beings, and brings them to truth.
Color artistry, free and graceful,
Powerful brushstrokes crossing vast space,
An atmosphere of erudition,
These words and paintings, year after year,
Bring constant blessings,
The auspiciousness of plum blossoms.
Look: within is a mysterious power,
Which I offer to the ten-thousand ages,
From the brush, an elegant air.
Just look at delightful spring color,
And all beings will enter holiness.

ᔵ˘܅ՁĂ
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