Two Poems of Herman Hesse (1877-1962)

Nobel laureate 1946 “for his inspired writings, which, while growing in boldness and
penetration, exemplify the classical humanitarian ideals and high qualities of style.”

MES - BE AR E

Across the Fields FRE

Across the sky the clouds move PN
Across the fields the wind 7S FH R
Across the fields the lost child TR BN 51 HH
Of my mother, wandering RRTUR

Across the street leaves blow fe A T 2 B IR
Across the trees birds cry = =gy SRl
Across the mountains far away A= LAY T
My home must be NRE TR

In Secret We Thirst BAEMEEE
Graceful, spiritual BESE

with the gentleness of arabesques ERIRING

our life is similar a9k anta
to the existence of fairies IFRAFE

that spin in soft cadence JiE[BIE ZRHRE
around nothingness A5 S

to which we sacrifice Attt

the here and now FERFBEAE

Dreams of beauty, youthful joy BEHRESE

like a breath in pure harmony fo— P&l ARG
with the depth of your young surface R E EAY KRR
where sparkles the longing for the night P H 5 B IR Y &K
for blood and barbarity A TETR AT

In the emptiness spinning, without aim or needs £ 25 & g i &5 41 5K



dance free our lives

always ready for the game

yet, secretly, we thirst for reality
for the conceiving, for the birth

we are thirst for sorrows and death.

By Az am 5 H#ERs

P HSF P52 A 2ERSK

A E TR M EE
HEREEEEE

B IR B AL T



