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Who will last? And what? The wind will stay,

and the blind man’s blindness when he’s gone away,
and a thread of foam—a sign of the sea—

and a bit of cloud snarled in a tree.

Who will last? And what? A word as green
as Genesis, making grasses grow.

And what the prideful rose might mean,
Seven of those grasses know.

Of all that northflung starry stuff,
the star descended in the tear will last.

In its jar, a drop of wine stands fast.
Who lasts? God abides—isn’t that enough?
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