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Y erforntrs The the moment of the passlng of his a

L= youth, He likens 1t*%® the Autumn of the ar,:.rorle and cold,

in which even the trees, allow their leaves g . stine

from them. The mo %L'I T2 Bale ekiff r Thy
a2 blossomless crowd, ”are §Hé1r death danee° and he is
‘alone in this 1ace of desolation. 1In the depths of his soul R
vouth painlessl dieg, and in dying bids him farewell and bleSses "W
him with the ¥%§ﬁﬁp%£§ ray of sunset. ‘He, however, sobs in. . = i«
bitter regret ﬂ%”'éame loneliness that.Adam.must have i
felt when.the gates of Eden.were closed to him. | LM

'2.De_ggmber' (Winter) /mm@ MG
Here the is 51tt1ng in his room, _fireless and | g
. hungry.  He hears a tapping .on his window, and, sees the sweet face  *
of his mother who gazes at him with loving eyes, He hears her - . "
vol ¢calling him, as -when a child, to see the laden Christmas tree.,ﬁ-
telling him of the coming of the Christ thild.. -His joy % |
overflows, - when suddenly he realizes it is only a twig tapping
on the pene and the night wind rising., In his bitterness he cries i
out, "Go to gleep, you fool! Neo Christ child will ever visit yous .
and the dead do not return.” | | e 5 |
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soul the surging of dream voices,- Young girls with their eclear.
young bodies calling to each other and chasing ‘each other over. . = -
the slopes of the hill, - the deep ruslle of the broad blue: rlver,
- an eagle circling and calling overhead, - Songs! everywhere. songs.;;
.= In the sunshine, in the green grass, in the forest, in the river,
in the valley/ "“

4, In mv dream Native land . ( Summer MJL. e wn o 26"‘1' ﬂ"‘“zﬁ"“hﬂ

Here the A_ucens the summer to his return te hisnudue
land,among the fields and meadows, and to his Beloved. He tells =~
Jher in this native land of his dreams she blossoms stilly her song’
still sounds, for in this land no flower can fade, no song can die
away, = for there is feessmr Spring.,
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- boeeme TS He. finds in
the neautles of Tatur-e a balm for: his soul, = the endless expanse

thatl ends only in the sea, the joy of the sun that ehines in his
heart, the ﬂparkle of Lﬁﬂl and palace, the rustle of ‘the pine
forest, the joys of reunion ggerth with Nature, the contemplation
of ‘strange flowers, o0ld marble so full of hlstory, the blue skyy

white clouds, the haoplness of .\ 1ife, - human joys, to know that
tomorrow will be as Yesterday, and {hen will also fade 1nto the




past and yet not have lived in vain, For a,lways the Spring will o AR W
Treturn, and the hour Will | again‘whenﬁman's greatest works, | :
o faithfully dedicated to the gods,'will.blessom.intm neW‘life,

. the deepest meaning®of life will ripen into perfectieﬂ;-»,na
| " .So_he greets Campagna, the‘sgl and everlastlng 43 by S
“native land of his soul and the Infinites For in mnature- ech&es the o
song of Bternity, of suffering, ‘and of love. Blissfully full of o
joy sounds the song of Pan, who striding over twilight meadaws Tfﬁ
raises his arms_in blessing. The Joy of Longing, never-ending iz
Desire. - To hubly appreedsfie the Feast of the Gods, to say farewellw

and then perigh, While ‘the nymphs are softly dan01ng SERA LT .4 BRIE
'roundelay, and stars are shlnlng in the dew of the night. fu;o'-
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