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Sonnets to Orpheus I [F1RST PART]

There rose a tree, O pure transcendence!

O Orpheus sings! O high tree of the ear.

And all was stll. Yet in the stillness

new beginming, summoning, and change sprang forth.

From the silence, eraatures pushed out

of the clear, open forest from lair and nest;
and then it happened, that they were not
s0 quiet because of cunning or fear,

but because of listening, Shrieks, cries, roars
seemed small in their hearis. And where once
scarcely a hut stood to receive this,

a crude shelter made of the darkest of longings
with trembling posts at ils entrance way,
there you created a temple in their hearing,
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