Sick on a journey,
my dreams wander
the withered fields.

Basho

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:
Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly,
Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?

(...)

Whose speechless song being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee: ‘Thou single wilt prove none.’

Sonnet VIII, Shakespeare

On my way home, which struck me as splendid, it was snowing in thick, warm, large flakes. It
seemed to me as if [ heard homeland-like sounds ringing out from afar. My steps were brisk
despite the deep snow through which I was assiduously wading. With every step I took, my
shaken trust grew firmer again, which filled me with joy the way a child rejoices. All former
things bloomed fragrantly and youthfully in my direction, like roses. It almost appeared to me as
if the earth were singing a sweet Christmas melody that was at the same time a melody of spring.

From “A Homecoming in the snow”, Robert Walser




