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Autumn

The leaves are falling, falling as if from atar,
as 1f withered in the distant gardens of heaven;

with nay-saying pestures they fall.

And in the mghts falls the heavy carth
from all the stars into lonelhiness.

We all are falling. This hand there falls.
And look at the other: 1t 15 1 all of them.

And vet there 15 one, who holds all this

talling with infimite gentleness in his hands.

Neatner Maria Rilke (e Cliff Crego)
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