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This answer came,

And made deep shame

Within my soul within that wood

;

And I felt he

Might ever be

A musing soul misunderstood

:

•' The older I grow

And the more I know

Alas I the less I wish to say.

I often feel

That joy and weal

That in all idle silence play.

'« When I'm witii man
I seldom can

My limpid thoughts in words express

;

Though sense is there,

I do not dare

My burning paasioa to con^ne.

'«A maid I oft

With mind aloft

In these lone wood-lands here Mpy.

No i^n-bound word

Is ever heard

;

Our souls speak tfnrotq^ Ae f^witq; erfe.
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