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Ieoﬂdratherbartheaihmo'ghanthiaﬂmaomﬂ.
Rather no life than such wrsrmus life '

 Which-esrries-ell-ife-with it

Browning in its-soice.

Getiting-tired-ef you lusellis You talk too mch. You're not
my kind.

Jealous of the gold you mean.

You mean wrong. I'm not used to psopls, not your kind.
You hate mo, don't you?

wwmyouleavelmyw? This aint your life. You
don't belong here. WhFecce.

F163860 +e¢ I <eve I'm going to take a walk by the river (RAHB)
He won't lest long.

Can't say 1'm sorry.

RIVER 70 TUNE OF MUSELLI'S HUMMING

0 Muselld why did you coms here ?

Where is the end ? Is this theo emd 7

Towr dreams amd visions crumble away

13ke the sand castles you uvsed to bulld near the geean
And then desperately ran along the beach

Flinging yourself at the screaming seagulls - . .

And ankle deep in the sand wytched

The mests dropping behind

Night and the rim of gold on yowr islands.

Warm and gentle, the sea~wind

Troubled your cheelss vhen the world went #ad

Aaseghi
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Its gyes f1lling with shadom,

Apnd the white finzers of 1ight withdraw,

Amd the amdll of doylight in

The seaweet, the warm shells ymu

1istenod in to hear the wiad,

The white fecathors of the wrecked bird

Diding in an archrey of ribs,

Slippad betucen the doors of darkmess

To the sua's enclosurs,

Ard you were lefh

On a waste, vast plain

dhsre nothing existed but yowr shdvering.
O cnse I knew the Mving,

Mot theae frozcn aspests of existence,

But the living justantt

The.ﬂu'ebaftheh&rtinwmw.

The wild silend spasch of touching mouthss

wlans -
_And-cvorytding around u¥j the stvests and tho

Buildings anf the trees pointad to it
To the mwesent, 40 the eomlting mements

Bvea the paimtings on the wall

Blaged with it |

There, & stream ccue dewn Edon over hushed rocios
There, Abraham bowing low at Betheel,

And there, in the Basiliica, the crowd of virgins
tidth lighted cyea and Ghe cheyubs of God

Blowing herms, thedr chcels pufied out.

411 things reverent, sll thinge alive,

The buildings twioting with it
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GOVERNESS

SOURD
MISELLI 1

be

These figures carved nakedly, like life,

Those breasts burning in the moonlight;

A1l things responding, recaiving ami giving back,
Like the breathing of the bedy,

The impulse of the living.

can I do with it now?
lwnfe,;vtimahmg

Ky governess! (%‘31 ot remcrber herl

JFhextb went to the Unbrian hills

For a holiday.

Irmer.mhadbm

Walking out over the fresh fields
mmmpmdweamwmm,

And we stopped and sat dowm

On the bank of a stream,

Shiwaidr

STHEAM B.G. SUSTAIN

Saneday you will have to go out into the world,

It will not be the world you have known, I am afraid,
the world of gardens=amt musjc. It is a harsh weorld
and growing harsher. Ugly things are happening, amd you
will be involved in them. Yom cannot help it. I am
afrald for you, that 15 why I tell you. You must develop
strength and know your direction so that you can deal with
the world.

STREAM OUT

And then we got up, saddencd, returning home as the birds
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HUSELLY 3

S
wove unearthly msie through the sigr, I was frightened

"':Z'@mamumm«smmmmmw
““shoulder and turning, I did not iuow who it was,

But lm-wwdsraded with time

1ike the om}m&‘ of a mamuseript.

I grew up in the sunlight

Blind to the momstrous worldd

Ahat lay, ke the mythdeal dragen

’fmaw the walls of our estate.

mom& dsy mother called ms into the eitting roonm.
You ere too young to hear what I heve to tell you. I am
afrald I have tried to shelter you from disaster. 4nd now
that it bes happened,....fell, you mst b.: told.

Do you lmew why your father has been amy so long?

Fo kother, 1 dontt.

Hot for the reasoms you have been told, when I had hopede...
He lac beon defeated by his cnamies, the Fageistl, and 4s
held by them, protably in prisen, if not worse. They have
talken hinm avey from us, Francesco, ami ve may never See
bim again. (PAUSE)

But thad &5 not all.

They have taken his lands and his property; leaving this
house and a stidpend to keep us,

These Fascisti are not men Frenceseo. They fave no honowr
ameng them. But savages. (ozse then the Goths who ravaged
old Rome because they are cwr o@n people,

But kother, I don't understand, what has father dono?

He hes been an honest and honoursble san and that the
Feoeiots csmnot bear. Such a man secs through the facede of
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their boasting and reveals it. So, they mst destroy him,

s 3 But what are we going to do?

KOTHER There is nothing we can do. He may be anywhers or ... But now,
weo must live.
You will have to leave us soan. You go into a hostile world,
Francesco. Be careful. Idive in it as best you cam, remambering
that all this, that the time <€ the Fascisti, will coms to an end.
But do not oppose tham openly for they will only destroy you.
Save yourself for the time when they are no more.
eee It 15 an evil time, Death stirs in the land.

MESIC BRIDGE

MUSELLE 1 R—m—n&cﬂaamhm.m#!mmatthegate
waving from the distance.
Then I could no longer sece her,
When the rcad bent towards Capua,
The city of the Erczen Angels.
AﬁIamthefountaimsm
Down the stairs of Roms, couples in the strest in dreams,
And my loneliness welled up in me like the fountains,
Oftenleatalom.heartheavmofba.ﬁe,
calling out to thenm....

MUSIC SOFT B.G. 70 SET MOOD., HOLD
They seemed to £1y across the sea.
The sea was #till 4n thedr feathers;
Sea wind, rolling in on the rocks above livormo,
Bza wind tufting thedr feathers
And 1 saw bright,mocking eyes.

MISIC ON ODDYSEUS QUICKLIY HALF UP AND DERSER
Was it Cddyseus



MISIC

MISIC

MUSIC

7.

J
/‘matpusonerofthem

Who becams like the sea?

Who became sea-eyed?

Who rolled throughtdme?

The free man who broke the chains of the sea?

FULL UP SUSTAIN

And I saw fabulous shores rearing out of the mist their heads,
Sun flashing off thalr waving hair

Streaming into the wind

Firing the sun, and the birds that left thsir heads.

. QU?

And I longed to leave these shores,

My fage in that sun

That sea in my halr

Streaming in the wind towards

O God, where ...l

Ard I looked down the cromied blocks oosing imto the canal....
SUSTAIN

To a year of waiting.

A year of loneliness

And wandering: Rome, Florence,
wcarma, Vicenza, Brescia,
Rimina, Ascola, Rieti;

Everyuhere looking, searching down the
Dark strects, in the fluttering forests,
Over ficlds white with sunlight.

And in the faces of peopls.

tho still frightened ms, yes,
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With theiy wild _]Bushta'

And the clamowr of their words,

Unlike thebsoft speech of my hame,

Yet it was they, the warmth of them,

The delight in thedr gyes, |

The vigour of thelr anger,

The friendly touch of their hands

fiko revived in me the desire to live,

Who rencwed the flow of my blood, .

lLike the hidden rivers of spring

1 was beginning again.

ou?

Aml then, one day,

Among the flowerse of the hills

Above Umbria see.

THE OCCASIORAL CHIRP QF A BIRD HEARD THROUGHOUT
SEEMS4(LAUGHING) Oh! You scared mel
(IAUGHING QUICKLY) I was very awlorard I'm afwaid,
Perbaps a 1ittls,

1 just cams up for a walk,

And I too. I'm being naughty.

Oh?

Yes., I'm not to be out alons.

No?

But I love it up here. ihen 4t's nice lilms today I run
avay and hide up here. I can see the whole valley.
Yes, Uhen itts clear,

Arae you afraid of mo?

Yes.
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9.
Why?
Because I ... I'Vve nover mot anyone ecccece
Cams, Tell ma,
So beautiful.
Everybody says that.
But you are.
Al I?
Yes, you are, very beautiful.
Come. Let!s climb to the top.
BIRD FADES OUT
My longing to cross the sea vanished then.
I had only the longing to be with her
I vatched hep as we climbed upwards
Through the May flowers, the breeze like
Soft music through them, and every flower a caress,
4 whispered worﬂ,,gm.
Time strotched into an infinity of being herey”
With hep, her company an endless Springtime.
My governess was right.
I knew nothing about the world.
When we reached the top

We sat down to rest, watching the M—vﬁﬁz"\

Wooo.oo (FADB)

REMOTE BIRD SOUND THROUGHOUT

What's your nams?

Francesco. Francesco Muselld.

Oh}

What's the matter? Wikat's your name?
Peirim Demolleschi.
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MIS 2 - I seem to remenber hearing it.
(PAUSE) (TROUBLED) but what's wreng?
FEIR Your father was proscribed wasn't he?
M8 2 Yes. By the Fascists!
(PAUSE) (AGITATED) What difference does it make?

FEIR Hothing., It was stupid.

MBS 2 But why did you start vhen I said ...

EEIR. Never mind Francesco. Do you think we should go down now?
s 2 Oh no., It's too early. But Pedrima ...

FEIR Ssash, Listen to that bird?

ms 2 You are beautiful Peirina.

MUSIC GRCWING THROUGH TO CHORUS

I met her emong the flowers

Her black hair messed like the mountains

Over the Uzbrian plains;

Eyes like original night

And her breasts

Like the swelling earth urder the spring rains.
CHCRUS (THREB MALE VOICES CHANTING)

I am on fire

I sing your pession

That serves ay desire,

I will lead you into the fields of light

O my loved ane.

1 will speak @oftly like the birds of the night

Of nmy pmesion ,

1 will read your eyes and speak them into yowr ear

The message 1 see, here,

Written in liquid fire.

And I will have my desire.



1.
MUS 1 ‘Then:lnhteAuguBt,afteraperiodofra:ln,
'Wemetattheusmlhom'
C]:I.nbins. silently tlrough a gusty afternoon.
And felt the dying of things in ths air.
fthen 1 kissed her, her qyes held a message of fear.

\s 2 What's wrong?
FEIR Francesco (PAUSE)
I'm going to have a child.
MBSIC QUICKLY UP AND OFF
CHORUS (AT A HIGH FAST PITCH)

O fear fear fear

That turns round

In the hand in the head
I1ike a pain like a fire
Blom by the wind

Down the plain to disaster

To the 8ea .+,

KISIC CFF

WS 2 Oh!

FEIR What are we going to do?

M 2 Get married Peirima.

FEIR I can't!

MUS 2 You can't!

FEIR My Marriage has been arranged

s 2 You are mine Pedrinal (o whkll run away. We'll oross
the ocean to America. I'll get a Job.

PEIR No, Francesco.

S 2 You don't love him}

FEIR No.



MUS 2

MBS 2

MUS 2

MIS 2

M8 2

s 2

s 2

tonorro? £0F secee

120 /
Then we mist go Peirina. Dgﬁ!t argue. I will arrange

i

Francesco. I can't go with you. It would be miserable,

that life.

Do you love me?
Yes, but love is not enough. I had a long talk with mama
the other day «..
Not enoughl Then what is emough? What did she say?
does she know yowr condition?
No, she dogsn't know and I am terrified...I can't let her lmow.
She would never forgive me. |
This 18 crazyl Y ou're jJust a child to talk like this!l
If you love me. That 4s enough. You must coms. I won't
let you not come. And we won't starve Pelrina. When we get to
America...
Stop 4t! You know I can't. It's you are the childl
1ife is not that simple and you kmow it. It is not Just a matter
of love. There is monsy and positien. You have nonel Yowr
father is an outlaw. Prescribed! I couldn't possibly marry youl
Pedrina, Pelrim, is this all? Is this the end?
I love you oy darling. I love you. Don't you understand? and you

love me. And that 45 more, far mere important than money or position.

It 15 everything! Please don't plunge us both in tmhappiness by
leaving me. I wouldn't want to go on living without you.

Oh darling pleasel I don't want tol I ..o

Do you love this other mn? ‘

Fo. I have never met him,.

tho 18 he?

Grandisstti.. Faclo.
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Wws 2 The government man? The Fascist! Ch he hss a f£ine positient
FEIR Ho hes. Mams said.....

s 2 Mama sald, mama said,

FEIR You're jealous of anyomne who has a position. Thatts what it is!
WS 2 Do you call that a position? Hets a simple mobster.

FEIR I'm not tallking with you. I'm going heme.

WS 2 Not yet, Peirira. listen to ms. You mist ... ( ¥APE)

MISIC FRAGMENTARY, BXCITED, ANXIOUS, SCOTHING QUT 10

MUS 1 ‘In the end she promised to go away with me

We were to mest at cight in the evening
Gutside her houss.

But when I arrivedthe place was in darkness.
Istoontormhominthegam%
Befare I approached the howse.

There was no one there.

What wvas I to do?

I felt like a man dropped on another 'phm,
dlone throughout all existenco.

But perhaps tho plot had been discovered
PerhapS.eeee

I ran back through the dark, hopeless hills
To the town whers I was staying,

Climbing the stairs.... I knew

1 knew ... Opordng the door.

But the room was empty

Looking strangaly at ma,

O Pedrinsitiihers are you?

But only the old woman dewmstadrs
Heard me and banged her docr
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And g wind came up over the Cympania.
That night I tramped e thousand miles through myself
To come out in the morning
On tho dead world that would imxrison me forever.
There was a knosk at my door.
Peirimal It was the old woman
Who put a letter in oy band,
How was I to open it? How?
It was spread in front of ms, at
Iast, on the table, mressed bagk
For I could not hold it.

FEIRINA'S VOICE
Dear Francesco,

Whanlgothomethatdaya.tter_owtﬂk%mvmﬁng .
for ms. She accused ms and I fainted in my fright. It was this
that gave mo away.

I bhave confessed all to her and she has taken me away -
I camnot say vhere - I fear it. I do not want to Francesco.
But there i3 nothing ¢o do., I mmst.

So you see what our love has turned to after all Francasco.
This horrer. Oh pleass never approach me, nsver try to appreach
me again. I will not go back homs till aftem the marriage.

But I do not hate you. Iwma]mya‘remsabermandour
love however impossible that it shoule Mave contimed.

Yy Love. Goodbye
PEIRINA.
CHORUS (VERY HIGH AND STROMG ALMOST HYSTERICAL PITCH)
Doun the crowded strests
The slidme ridden, the fould holes of streets
w on an axis of utmost, of foul desecration
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And the air like the fetid vapour of child death,
(i1l winter around the moon
Thunbs in my ears. O to take amay the ...
4ako away the...
And death not the reckless smile, nor the happy peregrination
But the foul foot smelling disease
That cromds the limbs
That pales the banes beyond the utmost
Most horrible
Similitude of death, the reckless stab in the brain
Aching resolve of the heart,
O this end. O this heart that hss no purpose
but death.
0 this end
MUSIC  WAVERING, DAZED,
Mms 1 I climbed the chwrch stepe
And prayed in the sight of God, ‘
Btrength. Give me strength or I will die,.®
And I prayed the lLoxd to forgive ms
Looldng into those farthest crevices of-heing
Bibbing the Gothic darimess
sud I sought among the darimess
0 for the fair light, the simple light,
The first light,
The light of him who gave
And giving died and dying forgave,
But no light scratohed a word in the darkmsss,
Only somo pigeons soratched in the darimess.
And outside an old woman leaned her head ggainst the wall
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16,
And I saw two children
Eating the head of a rat
And that night
A girl sereamed and-FedX7fesd in the ball.
EOVEN INTO PASSAGE.

‘Darmns. lor any stirring young dawn again.
ldghtmare. O God I saw as it were
m&thombmw
With a shudder of pain
Pull a sliver of flesh from her blesding thighs
SHEUDDERING
I wallred dowmn the foul streets
In the bewilderment of pain.

The rain had scattored now leaves

On the plain, each one like the curled

Brown body of a child slain

Ard the spire of the church in the pool of the sun
mapmmhmmaofmm
And daylight scattering it's fine white dust
Settled on the branshes, choking the thrush.
1 saw the city waldng with a cold white grin
To the world of its creatien of death and sin.
And I remepdered my dreams of the sea.

Could they cover all this?

Could they set me frea?

But as I walked that noon

Back apd ferth centimnally

By the river where the whits houses
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Diﬁpsd down to the dirty water,
Someone put his hand on ny shoulder,
Ard turning I did not know him.
Muselld?
Yes.
Come with me.
What do you mean?
Never mind what I mean.
I wvant to know what for.
For your treascon you filthy swine.
Wko are you?
Never mind who I am
Well you have the wrong man.
0 no! I bhave followed you. You cantt fool me.
This is a trick.
To catch a rotten traitoer.
Who went you?
Just to see you squimm I will tell you.

(PAUSE) The commissioner, Paole Grandisettl.

That dirty Fascist?

Quiet fool or Itll kick you to a pulp.

I struck at him and turned and ran

But he fired and caught me in the leg.

There were several of course.

And they took me to a concrets hall.
Altermtely they beat me with clubs

and £4lled me with dope

untdl, wvhat doos it mtier, a week? ten daya?
I signed a confession of guilt °
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To be exmcuted on the morning of 1939

Prancesco MMuselli, Enemy of the state.
Signed: Paolo Grandicetii
RESQINTIGHE AND SUFFERING, SOMETHING DEEP AMD PAIIFUL -WSTRIN -

. 1 am a vapdcrer.

A wapderer in confusionjlot with that central agony
That drives Davidson in a single direction,

Towards his peculiar substamce,

But without purpose, blown like the leaf

Along the waves of the wind

e
Into the gathering light of/\am,

~—Yet, I wonder if it wvas good fortume

Or evil, twisting chance

That saved me from the guns

Cf the delivercr, the maskelike, intumn
Foes who destroyed my father,

Por I was saved. Yea. I was saved.

In the darkest corner of my cell

I heard a volce like a hammer blow
Above Ly ears.

usellil
Here.
Come!
HEEVY DOCR OFENING B.G.
Comal

I am hereo.
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18.
Prancesco luselli?
Yes.
You are released the death penalty.
Released...
Only the death panalty. You are a soldier

of the Italian Army in the war of liberatien,

War? What .....wap?
Ihs var. The big war! We are at war Private Muselld,

Think: ¥ou have the opportunity to win fresdom with honowr.

Here is the guard vho will take youb to your new

quarters. Goodbye,

ERIDGE

Wary What did it mean to ms?
Watching the slavghter, indifferent,
On the African desert

The ayelcess savaegery of butting steel
And shredding shells, until,

I, with others like me,

Farmers, Lechanmles, Doctor's soms,
Peddlers, sccond rate violinists,
$urrendered at the first opportunity,
I think to a single British trooper,
What did it mtter?

SUSTAIN

Strange how things work with us,
Slowly, for the sccond time in my life,
I began to awaken.

Cut of the twilight of hell,
Only the hell this time of hate and viclence,

The mockery of the cruel god,
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I awoke to the love of laughter,
Speech, the familiar movement of friands
Fourd in a prison camp.
Hoa strange that we should move
Transparently £from a kdrnd of slesp
Into the easy and beautiful response
To all things living and loving and moving,
Response to the delicate amd the changeable
And the suffering and the happy
klim'éae of owr scens, | Things
o had never been aware of before
Take on a2 new significance, develop
To gods in owr imgginationm.
How can the dead or the unseen move again
Before our gyes? How
Does Spring rove in subtle f:l.ngers
Over the dead paleo of the land
Until the rivers move agein, sluggishly at first,
and the veins of the roots turn purple
Swelling into grecn and tender points
Of edgalsse, irrepressible force )
' Am the sap hdsses through the wovem branches,
Until the whole carth starts, sdasd,
And bales the staring sun
In a chaos of colored plumes
Apnd flags and trumpsts, '
Blaging lilec golden guerdons in the sum,
And rising up the slopss of the rain,
Startlss the rivers of birds
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20,
To flow unerring through the echoing sky o
SOFT GAOWING AGITATED,
I héd to get away
1 had to be free
When the war was over
I would go to England and .eee U:"DE‘)
kr. Muselll, we have recoived your application for
emigration to Camada. Now would you give us... (FADE)
0f course ve realige yowr difficulty. Famlly wiped
out eh? Rotten Juck., I'1] see what I cen do for you
of course ... (FADE)
It seemed impossible;
Two years of waiting
to hear
CRY OF SEAGULIS SND STEAM WHISTIE. NOISE OF CROWD.
The sounds of freedom
The old sea of my childhood
Runrdng with the wind
Ard the great white birds
Turning yp into the Atlantic blue.
Fo see, that coast of my dreams
Show its grenite head through mist
Clearing and tuwraing into
The sun, to ride
FROM INTERIOR OF TRAIN
Through & twisting land
As savage as the eyes that looked at it,
TRAIN CFF
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L1

I went to Ontario.
Ever pdcked fruit before?

Ho.

You don't look very strong to me.
(PAUSE) 0, all right!

Want ttwork uh?

What kdn y 'do?dhdu'tmtter. If y'kdn
hold a shovel y'got a Job}

It vas no use.

I couldn{t styy still.

The long shadown of an evening

Haunted the ground where I stood.

0 of ansther eveningl

An evening that bled -

Rourd tears from the moom,

Still moon! When I fled

Through a tomn to an empty rooms A
Empty$ And a still, white letter shone in the gloam.
No, I had to move on an on

To the end of ths tracks, where there were no tracks,
Where houses and hills
mmmwasmm/

1ike a smile or a word or a painting

On the blank stare of mesmeric stons,

Where miles without thought or gesture

Fold 1ike, dreand

Into time, amd time is the sun
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DAVIDSON
MS 1
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MUS 1
DAV

S 1
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s 1
DAV
mws 1
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MIS 1
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Mis 1
DAV

22,

Inamrle eye, perocciving its o
o [ G sV

Yarcipiton, There 1ife i wnmasked anu unnemed
And Jove the madness of the moon,
And I would stand there in it's beam
Until that mdneas froge me. 7
0 Davidson} wher I met you
HBowwas I to know your origin
Do I know it now?
In a amall cafe (FADE)

SUEDUED SOUNDS OF RESTAURANT.
CLINKING PIATES EIC.

New here ain't ya?

Yes.

Order of beef, Sally. Been hare long?

Oh two weels,

Two weekn heay? _

I wanted to go North from here.

North frem hare? Adnt such north of here.
(PAUSE)

You wouldn't be prospectin would ye?

Ho, I hadn't thought of that.

Yeh? Huh! Never prospected eh?

That's for gold?

Dam" its for gold.

:([Pﬁ?ﬁd take you whers you'd find gold.
Oh you're & prospector?

Prospected moat of m'life.

And you would take mes with you?

Oh ncw? Anxigus eh? I don't knoww about that ngw.

I didn't say that,
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M8 ) I don't really care about the gold, you know,
DAV Ho? Hat You bet you don't chl We'll see.
Welll sece,
M8 1 Are you ..e... going soon?
DAV Soon? wedl, that depends ept
Got téget a partner.
S 1 I'm stronger than I look,
My
MUSIC
s 1 Weltll seel
- The restlessness that was my life
Beginndng in the orying warmth,
The flesh discovery of hands
And eyes, ends {
’ At a frogen waste; no tears
But breathlsssmasa_; no tales
But what the hidden rivar
Bisgorges on the glant sea,
Mother of uws all, cold, ancient gorgon
from whose spleshing womb
We flash out like meteors
Into 4nlae naturee.ceeee
SOUKD RIVER
DAV Heyl Get upl
M8 1 My God I'm frosent
DAV No wonder. Sleeping by the river all night,
MUS 1 Why have you changgd so? |
DAV Changed?

M8 1 You think Itm going to steal your gold,
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DAV . Hal UNo one's ever stolen my gold.
ﬁ you won't either,
(PAUSE)
Let s get going.
MUS 1 Wihere? Where? Do we have to go somewhere?
DAV Gone bwshwacky ch? Hwry up , wovo gotta make
a raft.

ms 1 - Gos What foolis

HUSIC BRIVGE
SouID RAFT BEIIG DHAGGED OVGR STONES
DAV Seo whyy wo're lucky #6 #¥HE ¢'h.ve trees?

No troes uo raft. bow hold onte that rope.
There. 1In she goes.

NS ) Whers are we going?

pav Thirty miles downriver, of Luselli, as I told yous
MUSIC T0 RIVER SOUMD

DAV (SHOUTLIG OVER RiVihk Sulwd)) Hear that?

Them's the rapids we got ttcleap. Hang on boyl
SQUD UP
HUS i@ can't nake its
look at those roclm)
DAV Hell., te'll juup those
It's farther downe
Then you'll ses scmething.
HUS Ch what madnese
To hang onto & bit of wood
As though it were the lasi breath of us,



25.
Peirim I see yowr tears in these blown waves,
Iou swell them. Your hand .&.‘%’&““

0 mun. mmmmme? meﬂw

" :The frozen grip of this lanmd

(v

Likeatold hand around your uited heart. .
hy did you came hero? 7
To see tho streams charging like nightosres
Dovwn the slopes of these granito cliffs
Fladling and £lashing in the sunlight?
Here is mo gentle world-awalwning,
But the gallop of horee's hogves acroas an early field
Breaking the dew and the startled buttercups,
And the yell of savage bixds
In the first moonlight.
Why did you caus here?
For you have seen it, now,
That which you e brooded upon,
1ike the distant boom of a gun,
The captured glint of the mstal hill
High above the soundlces ficxdg

The tremendous agitation of life

fhaldng 1ts blocd colored hais

SOUND
DAV

WS 1 @@Wﬂ

In the singing or silent air.
TERRIFIC ROAR OF CURRENT

God, deliver me
From that which I had no notice of.
I speak in congealing wexds.



DAV

KIS 1

M8 1

I have no strength
But to face my annihilation

I who thought I lmew life,

Thet man it wes who refuted it,
mﬁ% simplo and beautiful
Iff‘ only we let it free,

That was oy dream of the sea §

Came here to ses the eriginal land,
As 1t nust have been, whirling,
Naked and alone, in all its purity.

O Peirina you showed me § You lmew i,

But I could not listen,

You were this, that which I see, now
In the depths of terror.

And I thought Ehat was love.

I thought that was beauty.

God I place myself in your hands,
My vision was a limited one,
As limited as the sun,
I am very small and know very little.
Sinking beyond aight into the whirlpeol of days
And years and the ages of man,-sam the unimown,








