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I dreamed
I was a road
Stretching far into the distance

Ah road, road

There are my ideals
There is my hometown
But ideals have withered
Home is a wasteland

Ah road, road

There is my resting place
There my unrest

Rest was lost along the road
Unrest was kept in my heart

Ah road, road

I will never find my lost home again

Never be certain of my former ideals

Life is a dream no longer

Dreams are no longer life

Where my drifting may take me I know not

If I were a road, then
I would surely stretch far into the distance

No need then for ivy to wind around the old tree
No need for youth to maintain its ideals

To hold up the stars revolving round the moon
But I lost myself along the road

Wherever my drifting takes me
Wherever I wander

I am aroad

Surely I will stretch far into the distance

Translated by J. Latourelle
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