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Not all that you want and ought not to want


Is forbidden to you,


Not all that you want and are allowed to want


Is acceptable.


Then it gets late on


And things change their value.





You are tired.


You feel the ground with your hands.


A single blade of grass appears before your eyes.


It flashes on and off,


a remnant of paradise.





And then perhaps you will remember


What you have forgotten to remember,


What should have been so easy remembering.





You will recall the hut in the morning,


And how the hoof-prints were flooded with frost,


And how a weed and a pebble were caught once


On a cow's lips,





And perhaps how on a tremendous horse


A small boy once galloped off,


And how it was possible to do


All that now seems impossible,


All you ever wanted.


