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Longmans, Green, and Co., 1891), 158.

He seems to me like one of the gods
whoever that man is, opposite you,
who sits and listens closely

to your sweet speech

and your lovely laughter — it

makes my heart fly, winged, from my chest;
when | look at you, for even a moment, no speech
remains in me.

No, my tongue breaks and threads of
fire races beneath my skin

and my eyes dim, and drumming
fills ears,

a cold, damp shivering

siezes me, like fading grass

I wilt and wither — and | seem

all too close to death.

But | dare all, because even the poorest...

(Trans. M. Bryson)



