Prelude to Autumn

Jfor harp solo—based on a poem

by Rainer Maria Rilke
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Mowwiain Ash, compimd leaves —North America)

[fmcee

Autumn

The leaves are falling, falling as if from afar,
as i withered in the distant gardens of heaven;
with nay-saying gestures they [all.

And 1n the mights falls the heavy earth
from all the stars into loneliness.
We all are falling. This hand there falls.

And look at the other: 1t 15 in all of them.
And vyet there 1s one. who holds all this
falling with infinite gentleness in his hands.

Rarner Maria Rilke {ir Cliff Crego)
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Autumn

The leaves are falling, falling as if from afar,
as if withered in the distant gardens of heaven;
with nay-saying gestures they fall.

And in the nights falls the heavy earth
from all the stars into loneliness.

We all are falling. This hand there falls.
And look at the other: it is in all of them.

And yet there is one, who holds all this
falling with infinite gentleness in his hands.

Rainer Maria Rilke (. Cliff Crego)



Herbst

Die Blatter fallen, fallen wie von weit,
als welkten in den Himmeln ferne Gérten;
sie fallen mit verneinender Gebirde.

Und in den Nichten fillt die schwere Erde
aus allen Sternen in die Einsamkeit.

Wir allen fallen. Diese Hand da fillt.
Und sieh dir andre an: es ist in allen.

Und doch ist einer, welcher dieses Fallen
undendlich sanft in seinen Hinden halt.

Rainer Maria Rilke

hitp:picture-poems.com/rifke





