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Tue day is no more, the shadow is apon
the earth, Ir is ame that 1 go to the stream
to fill my pitcher,

The evening air is eager with the sad
music of the water, Ah, it calls me our inro
the dusk. In the loaely lane there is ne pas-
ser by, the wind is up, the ripples are
rampant in the river,

I know not if 1 shali come back home. [
know not whom [ shall chance ro meet.
There ar the fording in the lietle boat the

unknown man plays vpon his lute,
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