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Transla'on:  The Return 
Earth’s turbulence cannot disturb the quietness of heaven; earth’s voices cannot rock the power that peace which lies over the 
unscarred nothingness of the great expanse; Nor can man’s commo'on or the world’s disturb the repose or, in any way, impair 
the moving and rota'on of the beyond which all the while impose a silence with their busy whirling. 
And since our living through a life from our birth cry to our dying moan is nothing but a ripple for a 'me, the shadow of a scar 
upon the soE smoothness of the gentle muteness, in passing forever from our foolish bother we slip into that vast s'llness back 
again. 
 


