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Julian Przybos

The evening

The same stars sbout us

whisper the evening as a confidence
and lanterns igssue from the dark gates
in the street quietly stand.

The twilight alters softly the space,

gardens abanden their flowers,
gray houses flow down with ths wave. _
Betwixt the alder-trees swim a regret lower.

A way lead lengthly in the remembrance.
The hopizon bends 2side the sky

with his moon only, and your hands

sow between us the distanee in this hour.
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