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We joY in thy brief tarrying, and beyond
The ',ý-anished roads end lies engulfed in snow

Far on the mountains of a gqim-new inorn.
Craving, the light, yet of the dark more fondyAbhorring and desiring do we go,
A Cru8e of tears, and love with leven of scorn,

Minorled for journey fare.,-
While in the Vislion of a harvest land

We see thy river wind and, looming there,
Death walk within thy sýhado*, proudly grim,
little dust and sleep in his right hand-
The withered windflowers of thy forestdiua.


