Sonnets to Orpheus VIII
[FIRST PART]

Only i the fields of Praise may Complamt
0, the nymphs of the plaintive spring,
watching over our defeats,

that they would be clear on the same rock

that carries the arch and the altars,
See, on her quiet shoulders dawns
the fzeling that she was the youngest
among the siblings of sentiment.

Toy knows, and Longing remains constant,
only Complaint still learns; wath a girl's hands
she counts through the mghts the old wrongs

But then suddenly, unpracticed and askew;,

she fetches a star-image of our voice
i the night sky, one that doesn't cloud her breath.
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