(Fall Sorm, Urnerland, the Alps)

Death Experience

We know nothing of this going away; that We continue our play, Picking up gestures

shares nothing with us. We have no reasorn, rionw anid thery, and arcoously recibng

whether astorashroent and lowe or hate, that which was difficult fo learn; bt your far avay;
to display Death, whom a fantastic rask reracrved ont of our perforrmance existence,

of fragic larnent astorasbunely disfizures. sorehtnes OveITOIES 15, 45 AN AWATENEeSS

Mowr the world 15 still full of roles which we play descending upon us of thas very realify,

as long as we make sure, that, hike it or not, s that for a whale we play Lite

Dieath plays, too, although he does not please ns. rapturonsly, not thinking of any applanse.

Bt when you left, a sinp of reahtybroke Ramar Maria Rille
upon the stage theough the very operang . Chff Crago)
throngh which yon warashed: Green, true greer, :

e sunshine, true forest.
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