How enduring, how we need durability.

The sky before sunrise is soaked with light.

Rosy color tints buildings, bridges, and the Seine.

I was here when she, with whom 1 walk, wasn't born yet
And the cities on a distant plain stood intact

Before they rose in the air with the dust of sepulchral brick
And the people who lived there didn't know.

Only this moment at dawn is real to me.

The bygone lives are like my own past life, uncertain.

I cast a spell on the city asking it to last.
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At a mountain inn, high above the bulky green of chestnuts,
Thcthmnfuaw:r:sitﬁngmxtmmlmlimfamﬂy
Under the tiered levels of pine forests.

Nearby a little girl pumped water from a well.

The air was huge with the voice of swallows.

Ooo, I heard a singing in me, ooo.

What a noon, no other like it will recur,

Now when I am sitting next to her and her

While the stages of past life come together

And a jug of wine stands on a checkered tablecloth.
Thcgrnnitcmchoft]utiﬂmdw:rewuhedl:y:he!u.
The three of us were one self-delighting thought

And the resinous scent of Corsican summer was with us.
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