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Autumn Day

Lord: it i1s time. The summer was immense
Let thing shadows upon the sundials fall,
and unlzash the winds upon the open fields

Command the last fruits into fullness;

give them just two more npe, southemn days,
urge them into completion and prass

the last it of sweetness into the heavy wine.

He who has no house now, will no longer buld.
He who 15 alone now, will remain alone,

will awake in the might, read, write long letters,
and will wander restlessly along the avenues,
back and forth, as the leaves begin to blow.
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