Wind

The wind was sobbing like a child

Round the corner of the darkened house.

In the broad yard,

Straw was flowing with rustle over the ground...

  You and I didn’t play at love,

  We didn’t know this art.

  We simply kissed being impelled by a strange feeling

  Near a stack of logs.

Is it possible to part easily

When it is so lonely at the house

Where there are only a crying child wind,

A stack of logs, and straw?

  You and I didn’t play at love,

  We didn’t know this art.

  We simply kissed being impelled by a strange feeling

  Near a stack of logs.
