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That little brook

Whose clear little waves
I sometimes confuse
With the sea,

As the fire

Of my love murmurs,
On its banks

The brook speaks to me.

That little bird

Which burns with love,
Stands on its feet,

But in its heart

Has no freedom.

As it speaks

Of its beloved,

Who has not returned,
It stands there weeping.

That little brook

Whose clear little waves
I sometimes confuse
With the sea,

As the fire

Of my love murmurs,
On its banks

The brook speaks to me.



