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Translation:

A pity

Will I get lost in willow grove,

Will in fields I wander off,

Or will dissolve in waves of skies —
That is not what scares my mind.

It's a moment of fatigue

[, crushed into the edge,

Will die not known by anyone
The unknown I won't say.

And such a pity, that on Earth
For all the given age of yours
You only say essence when dead
But when you live, you don't.



