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Lament

O How 15 everything is so far away

and so long ago departed

I believe that the star from which

I receive such ghittering light

has been dead for thousands of vears.

I believe that something

frighteming was sad

in the boat which just passed by,

In & house, a clock  has marked the hour
In which house?

I would like to leave my heart behind
and step out under the immense sky.

I would like 1o pray,

That one of all these stars

must certamnly sull exist

[ think T know

which one

has endured,

which one, at the end of 1ts heavenly ray,
stands like a city of white hight
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