{Tmage: Early Fall before snovw—ihe Alps)

Complaint

To whom shall you complain, heart? Ever more shunned,
vour way wrestles through the impenetrable

people. The more to no avail perherps.

because 1t holds to the direction,

holds to the direction of the future,

to what has been lost,

In the past. You complaimed? What was 1t? A fallen
berry of Joy, unnpe.

But now my whole Tree of Joy 1s breaking,

in the storm my slowly grown Tree of Joy

15 breaking.

Most beautiful thing m my mvisible

landscape, you who made me more knowable

to angels, nvisible ones,
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