W SLUB

Wir fihren Wissen.

de Vlaminck

Y.
J bear an army t‘ﬁmyt'ﬂg upon lhe land

And the thunder of borses plunging, foam
aboutl their kneer.

Arrogant, in black armour, bebind them stan/
Disdaining the reins, with fluttering whip.r,

the charioleer.r.

They cry unlo the night their battlename :
I moan in sleep when I hear afar their
whirling laugbter.
They cleave the gloom of dreams, a blinding
flame

Clanging, clanging upon the beart as upon
an anvtl.

They come shaking in triumph their long green bair

They come oul of the sea and run shouling
by the shore

My beart, have you no wisdom thus lo despair?

My love, my love, my love, why have you
left me alone?

{Aus Chamber Music, Verlag ,The Egoist Press”, London.)
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