(Pivoto: Appler among Pioes, North dmerica)
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Come just aller the setting of the sun,

sez the evening green of the grassy ground,
15 it not as if we had for a long time

taken 1t into ourselvas and saved it,

sensing it now as feeling and remembrance,
new hope, half-forgotten joys,

el now muixed with interior darkness,

tor scatter it before us in thought

under trees like those of Durer, that
carry the weight of a hundred
workdays in the overfilled fruits,
serving, full of patience, trving, like

that which all measure transcends,

15 stll 1o be hifted up and offered,

when one willingly, throughout a long lifi,
wants but this one thing and grows and 15 silent.
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