Exposed on the mountains of the heart

Exposed on the mountains of the heart. See, how small there,
see the last hamilet of words, and higher,

and still so small, a last

homestead of feeling Do you recogrize it?

Exposed on the mountains of the heari. Rocky earth
under the hands. But something wall

flower here, oul of the mute abyss

flowers an unknowang herb in song.

But the knowing? Ah, you who began to understand

and are alent now, exposed on the mountains of the heart
Yet many an awareness shill whole wanders there,

many a gelf-confident mountain animal

passes through and remains And that great protected bird
circles about the peaks of pure dendal, But

unprotecied, here on the mountains of the heart.
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