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Welcome to The Singing Stream! 
We are so glad you have decided to embark on this musical 

adventure in nature.  

There really is no wrong way to combine a walk on the Hiroshi 
Loop Trail with listening to Schubert’s song cycle, Die schöne 

Müllerin, but here are some things we have discovered as we have 
designed this experience, which we would like to share with you: 

! We suggest taking your time.  
! We recommend veering right at the fork  

to follow the loop counter-clockwise. 
! Consider sometimes pausing the recording and  

concentrating on the sounds of the forest.  
 

! Follow your impulses. When the music becomes restful, 
perhaps you’ll feel like resting too, standing still or finding a seat 
on a stump or rock. Likewise, when the music gains momentum, 

you might stride along the trail with extra energy! 
 

! If you have them, do use portable speakers,  
to allow the music to mix with the natural soundscape. 

Enjoy! 

~ Jazimina & Marji, October 5, 2020 
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Franz Schubert  lived and loved and feverishly wrote 
glorious, tender, sublime music in Vienna in the early 
1800s. He was short and stocky with a mop of curly black 
hair, and was loved by his friends who called him Little 
Mushroom. Franz only lived to be thirty-one years old, 
but in his short time he gave the world a treasure trove of 
music: symphonies, operas, a plethora of chamber music 
and pieces for solo piano, and over six hundred songs. 
Music poured out of him, and he could hardly keep up; if 
he ran out of paper, he would write on napkins. He is 
considered by many to be the father of art song, and 
continues to inspire composers and artists of all stripes to 
this day.  
 
Wilhelm Müller  was a contemporary of Schubert’s who 
lived in Germany and wrote simple, heartfelt poems in 
imitation of a folk style, full of the natural world; one 
often encounters a brook or a flower or a tree or a crow as 
a central character alongside the human drama in his 
poems. Even though the two artists never met, Müller 
and Schubert created masterpieces together in their song 
cycles Die Schöne Müllerin and Winterreise. Müller’s 
diary from 1815 reads “I can neither play nor sing, and 
my verses lead but a half-life until music breathes life into 
them. But courage! A kindred soul may yet be found who 
will hear the tunes behind the words and reflect them 
back to me.” Luckily for him, and for us, there was such a 
soul in Schubert! 
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The Hiroshi  Loop Trail  begins at the site of the 
former Monadnock School of Natural Cooking and 
Philosophy run by master chef Hiroshi Hayashi, who 
taught classes to renowned chefs, hospital staff, and 
home cooks alike. He encouraged students to “Live daily 
life with love and truth. Return to Nature. Listen to the 
inner voice.” Both Schubert and Müller, we imagine, 
would have approved. In 2014 the Harris Center 
purchased the land for conservation, and this 1.9 mile 
trail beautifully winds alongside the Nubanusit Brook and 
Dismore Pond. 
 
Nubanusit  Brook was very important to the 
establishment and development of Harrisville and 
Peterborough because many dams were built along it to 
provide water power to mills. These included substantial 
textile mills in Harrisville, West Peterborough, and 
Peterborough, as well as smaller mills along the brook's 
course. 
 
Translator’s  note:  For ease of use during The Singing 
Stream hike, we have not provided the original German 
alongside the English translations in this booklet. If you 
are interested in learning more about Müller’s poetic 
language and about the translation process, please go to 
the last page of the booklet for a list of resources that 
Jazimina has used for this and other translation projects. 
(That list also includes other resources we have tapped 
for this project.) 



5  

1. Roaming ~ Das Wandern  
 

We millers love to roam, 
to roam and wander! 
I’d be a crappy miller if I didn’t  
dream of getting out of dodge  
every once in a while.  
 
We get this itch from the water — the water!  
Water never stops, day in, day out 
it’s got wandering on its mind — that water! 
 
The mill wheels, too — 
those great big wheels! 
They don’t like standing still either and somehow they 
never get tired — those mill wheels! 
 
Even the stones, those heavy stones, 
they dance along with everybody else 
but they wish they could groove even faster, 
those poor stones! 
 
Roaming, wandering,  
wandering, roaming 
I love it, I love it! 
Hey, Mr. Big-shot! Mrs. I’m So Important! 
Don’t try to pin me down! 
Just let me be free to  
follow my nose, okay? 
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Lithograph of a water mill published in 1872 by Currier & Ives, 
 New York 

  
Early mills were almost always built and supported by farming 

communities and the miller received the "miller's toll" in lieu of 
wages. Most towns and villages had their own mill so that local 

farmers could easily transport their grain there to be milled. These 
communities were dependent on their local mill as bread was a staple 

part of the diet. 
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2. Where to?  ~ Wohin?   
 
I hear a little stream singing, 
gurgling up from a rocky spring.  
It wants to race down into the valley — 
look how beautifully clear and cool it is! 
 
I don’t know what put the idea in my head 
to follow it down there, but I just had to go — 
me and my trusty walking stick.  
 
Down, down, I follow the stream.  
Is this the way for me? 
Tell me, little stream, please tell me! 
 
Your rushing and singing is making me dizzy, 
I feel bewitched,  
I can’t tell up from down.  
 
Or maybe it isn’t you who’s singing? 
That’s such an unearthly sound,  
it must be some water nymphs  
calling up from below.  
 
Let them lure me! I’ll follow, gladly!  
Every crystal stream leads to mill-wheels, 
doesn’t it? 
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Etching: Water Nymphs, Richard Dadd, ca.1841, The British Museum 
 

 
Listen…in this song, do you hear the piano emulating the flowing 
stream, and the song of the water nymphs “calling out from below?” 
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3.  Stop! ~ Halt!   
 
I see a mill glimmering 
through the alder trees! 
The roaring of the wheels  
cuts through the burbling of the brook. 
 
Hello there, and welcome,  
sweet, sweet song of the mill!  
And look how cozy the house is — 
and how the windows are sparkling — 
and how gloriously the sun is shining 
on us today! 
 
Oh stream, my little stream, is this  
what you meant? 
 
Is this what you meant? 
 
 
 
Image on next page: French botanical print of alder leaves and fruits. 

 
Alders like moist soil and can often be found leaning out over lakes, 
ponds and streams. The red alder is native to the Pacific Northwest.  
Native Americans use alder as an anti-inflammatory and to help heal 

wounds. They also make a tea from it that helps cure toothaches. The 
European black alder invades woodlands and wetlands such as forest 
preserves where it disrupts the forest ecosystem by preventing the 

growth of understory shrubs and other plants. The tree was brought 
from Europe to the East Coast by early colonists. 
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4. Thanksgiving to  the stream ~  
Danksagung an den Bach   
 
Is this what you meant,  
my tumbling friend?  
All your singing, all your burbling,  
is this what you meant? 
Is this what you meant? 
 
To the miller’s daughter!  
That’s the gist of it.  
Is that right? Did I understand you? 
To the beautiful miller’s daughter! 
 
Did she send you? 
Or have you put me under a spell? 
I would really, really like to know if she sent you.  
 
Well, either way 
I surrender myself — 
I found what I was looking for, 
whatever that might be.  
 
I asked for work 
and now I have plenty, enough  
for my hands, 
enough for my heart — 
more than enough!  
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Woodland Brook in Vermont, by William Trost Richards (1833-1905), 

born in Philadelphia. Painting at the Detroit Institute of Arts. 
 

 
 

Native peoples settled in the area of the Contoocook and Nubanusit 
Rivers many centuries before the Europeans discovered it. They used 

the rivers for transportation and food. The land was home to game 
and to the fruits of the forests and fields. They used the land but did 
little to change it from its natural form. The Native Americans were 

more gatherers than farmers because the short growing season limited 
farming. Fishing was abundant especially in the natural falls areas. 

 
— Monadnock Center for History & Culture 
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5. Day is  done ~ Am Feierabend   
 
Aah! I wish I had a thousand arms so I could churn the 
mill-wheels and make them roar like crazy! 
 
I wish I could roar like the wind through all the treetops 
and spin all the mill-stones faster and faster, 
then maybe the beautiful miller’s daughter 
might notice me and know what I feel for her! 
 
Aaah! Why are my arms so weak?! 
Everything I lift, everything I carry, 
everything I chop, every tree I topple, 
every other worker can do just as well.  
 
And when the day is done and we’ve gathered  
for a cool, quiet hour to rest, the miller says to us: 
“Nice work today, folks.”  
And his lovely daughter says: 
“Goodnight, everybody.” 
Goodnight, everybody! 
 
AH! I wish I had a thousand arms so I could churn the 
mill-wheels and make them roar like crazy! 
 
I wish I could roar like the wind through all the treetops 
and spin all the mill-stones faster and faster, 
then maybe the beautiful miller’s daughter 
might notice me and know what I feel for her! 
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In a classic watermill a sluice gate is opened to allow water to flow 
onto, or under, a water wheel to make it turn. The water wheel 

typically rotates at around 10 revolutions per minute. The millstones 
turn at around 120 rpm. The bottom stone, the bed, is fixed to the 

floor, while the top stone, the runner, is mounted on a separate 
spindle, driven by the main shaft. 

 
The distance between the stones can be varied to produce the grade of 
flour required; moving the stones closer together produces finer flour. 
The miller has to pay close attention to how the grain feels and smells 
coming off the stones, to prevent it from burning; in other words, he 

must constantly keep his “nose to the grindstone.” 
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6. Inquisit iveness  ~ Der Neugierige   
 
I can’t ask any of the flowers, 
I can’t ask a single star... 
None of them will tell me what  
I’m aching to find out.  
 
I’m really no good at gardening, 
and the stars are always so far away — 
I’ll ask my friend the brook 
if my heart is telling me the truth.  
 
Oh little stream of my love, 
how silent you are today! 
There’s really only one thing 
I want to know — 
one little, little word,  
ringing all around.  
 
“Yes” is the word.  
The other one is “No”.  
Between those two little words 
lies my entire world.  
 
Oh little stream, oh messenger of love, 
how cryptic you are!  
I promise not to tell a soul — 
but please say, my friend,  
please say — does she love me?  
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Painting by William Henry Hilliard, 1836-1905, born in Auburn, NY 
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7.  Impatience ~ Ungeduld   
 
I want to carve it into the bark of every tree...! 
I want to chisel it into every pebble...! 
I want to sow it in cress seeds in every flower bed 
which will quickly, greenly reveal...! 
I want to scrawl it on every scrap of paper: 
“My heart is yours, is entirely and forever yours!” 
 
I want to train a young starling  
until he sings these words purely and clearly — 
until his voice sounds just like mine, 
full of all my heart’s hot yearning — 
then his song would resound through her window: 
“My heart is yours, is entirely and forever yours!” 
 
I want to breathe it into the morning wind — 
I want it to murmur through every rustling wood — 
if only it could shine out from every starflower and 
waft its fragrance to her from far and near — 
(Hey, little waves, is moving mill-wheels all you can do?!) 
“My heart is yours, is entirely and forever yours!” 
 
I thought my eyes would give me away, 
or my burning cheeks, or my awkward silences,  
or how my every breath is shouting out to her — but  
she doesn’t notice my churning, my anxious longing... 
“My heart is yours, is entirely and forever yours!” 
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Excerpt of manuscript of  Ungeduld, in Schubert’s hand 

 
 

“The young man’s impatient ardor is expressed by a sort of rhythmic 
dislocation, so that the voice seems always to be a beat ahead of the 
piano. This sense that the voice and piano are out of phase persists 

until the climax of the verse, when the rhythmic ambiguity is 
resolved, voice and piano join forces, and the clinching phrase —  

Dein ist mein Herz - is given emphasis that makes it every  
[singer’s] joy and pride.”  

 
— John Reed, The Schubert Song Companion 
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8. Good Morning ~ Morgengruß   
 
“Good morning, lovely maid of our mill!” 
Why do you turn quickly away as if  
something unpleasant just happened? 
Does my greeting bother you so much? 
Is my gaze too much for you? 
If so, I’ll go on my way.  
 
But oh, will you permit me to stand far,  
far away and simply gaze up at your window? 
(Come out, little blonde head! 
Peek around the gateway,  
little blue morning-stars!) 
 
You sweet, sleep-drunk eyes, 
you dew-laden little flowers, 
why do you shrink from the sun? 
Was the night so delicious 
that you close back into yourself 
and weep for her silent ecstasy to  
come once more? 
 
Shake off the cobwebs of your dreams 
and rise, refreshed and free,  
into God’s bright morning! 
A lark is warbling into the air, 
and from the depths of the heart  
love calls away pain and grief.  
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Lithograph: Forget-me-nots, Josef Mánes  

(1820-1871), born in Prague, Bohemia 
 
 

Forget-me-nots are native to moist meadows and stream banks of 
Eurasia. It has naturalized in many wetlands in North America where 

it blooms every year in late spring. 
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9. The miller’s  f lowers  ~ Des Müllers  Blumen   
 
The banks of the stream are full of little flowers 
looking up with their clear, blue eyes; 
my friend the stream 
and my dear love’s eyes  
also shine a clear, light-blue: 
and so these are my flowers.  
 
I will plant them right there, under her window... 
Little flowers, when the world is quiet 
and she is laying her head on her pillow, 
please call softly up to her... 
you know just what I want to say.  
 
And when she closes her eyes 
to drift into sweet, sweet slumber, 
whisper into her dreams: 
“Forget, forget me not!” 
This is what I want to say.  
 
And early in the morning when 
she opens the shutters, please 
look up at her full, full of love — 
the dew in your eyes will be  
the tears I weep over you.  
 
 

Image on next page: Botanical print, Forget-me-not (Myosotis 
sylvatica), by J. Eudes (1928). 
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A German myth: two lovers walked along the Danube River 
 and saw bright blue blossoms. When the knight bent over to pick the 
flowers for his lady he fell into the river, and as he was swept away he 

called out to her “Forget me not!” 
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10. Tears,  Rain ~ Tränenregen   
 
We sat so cozily together 
in the chill of evening  
under the alders and gazed  
into the rippling waters of the stream.  
The moon came to join us, too, 
as did the stars, a little later, 
and they, too, looked cozily down  
into the silvery mirror, together.  
 
I didn’t look at the moon, or the starlight, 
but only at her face, at her eyes.  
I saw them twinkling up from the cheerful brook,  
and the little flowers on the bank, the blue ones, 
that twinkled back at her.  
 
And the whole sky appeared 
in the depths of the stream,  
and seemed to pull me close — 
and above the clouds and stars 
the stream chuckled happily, 
and called in a singing, ringing voice: 
“Friend! Friend, come follow me!” 
 
Then my eyes overflowed and muddled the mirror. 
She said, “It looks like rain — 
I’m going to head inside, have a good night!” 
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Woodblock print: Rabbit in Moonlight, Ohara Koson, 1910, Japan 
 

Listen…Do you hear how Schubert is creating luminous moonlight 
and starlight in the piano accompaniment of this song?  
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11. Mine! ~ Mein!   
 
Little stream, stop rushing! 
Wheels, be quiet a second! 
All you wood warblers  
big and small, stop singing! 
 
Today I only want to hear  
one song, one rhyme  
ring out through all the world — 
the beautiful miller’s daughter is mine, 
she’s mine!  
 
Springtime, are those all the blossoms you have?! 
Sun, don’t you have a more glorious light?! 
It seems no one else in the world understands the beauty 
of this blessed, blessed word: 
mine! She’s mine! 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Listen…Who and what do you hear in the woods? A blue jay, a 
chickadee? The wind?  Your own pulse?  
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Painting by Joseph Mallord William Turner, 
(1775-1851), born in London. 
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12. Pause 
 
I’ve hung my lute on the wall 
by it’s strap of green ribbon — 
I can’t sing anymore, my heart is too full — 
I don’t know how to unearth any more tunes.  
 
I wanted to alleviate the pain of my white-hot yearning 
in lighthearted song,  
but my lament was so sweet and fine 
that I began to truly believe in the depth of my feeling. 
 
And now, is this burden of my happiness so heavy  
that no sound on earth can ring out in sympathy? 
My lute, my friend, just rest there on your nail. 
(When a breeze blows over your strings, 
or a bee brushes you with her wing, 
a shudder runs through me!) 
 
Why do I let you hang there  
from your ribbon for so, so long? 
It often flutters around your strings with a sigh.  
Is this the echo of my old pangs of love? 
Or could it be the beginning of more songs to come?  
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Early Paduan lute, 1901, unknown artist 
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13.  The lute’s  green ribbon ~ 
Mit dem grünen Lautenbande    
 
“I hate to see this beautiful green ribbon 
fading to white here on the wall — 
I do love green, so much!” 
 
That’s what you said today, my love, 
so I’ve taken the ribbon down, 
and sent it to you straightaway — 
so you can revel in how green it is, my love! 
 
Even though I’m always covered in white,  
green has its price, too, and I’m okay with that — 
I do also like the color.  
Our love is forever green, and 
hope blooms green in the distance — 
this is why we love the color green.  
 
Now braid the ribbon throughout  
your hair, because you love green so much — 
then I’ll know where hope lives, 
 
then I’ll know where love is king and queen — 
then, for the first time, I’ll adore the color green,  
as you do.  
 

 
Look down…bright green clubmoss abounds 

 in the Hiroshi Trail forest! 
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Botanical print (1855) of Lycopodium clavatum, annotinum alpinum, 
“common clubmoss.” Roughly 300 million years ago, tree forms of 

both clubmosses and horsetails along with ferns dominated the great 
coal swamps of the Carboniferous geological period. Fossils reveal that 

tree forms of clubmosses once reached heights of 100 feet.  
 

— Naturally Curious with Mary Holland (website) 
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14.  The hunter ~ Der Jäger   
 
What’s this hunter doing hanging around  
our mill stream?  
 
Just keep to your game park, you unruly hunter! 
 
There are no wild animals for you here, 
there’s only a little doe, a tame one, for me.  
 
If you’d like to see this tender little doe, just leave your 
guns in the forest, and leave your yapping dogs at home, 
and forget the hunting horn and the whole shebang — 
and you’d better shave your shaggy beard, too,  
so you don’t frighten this tender little doe in her garden.  
 
You know, even better, why don’t you just stay in the 
woods and leave mills and millers alone? Why would fish 
want to spend time up in the green branches? Why would 
a squirrel want to swim in a clear blue pool? So how about 
you just stay put in the woods and leave me and my three 
wheels alone — 
 
and if you really want to endear yourself to my 
sweetheart, pay attention, buddy, to what really bothers 
her: the wild boars who come out of the woods at night 
and root up her cabbages and trample the fields — 
if you’re such a hero, why don’t you just shoot at those 
boars, okay? 
 



32  

 
 

       
 

Excerpt of a manuscript of a page of Schubert’s 
 Fantasie in c minor for piano four hands (1813) 

 
 
 
 

 
Listen…do you hear hunting horns and galloping horses  

in “The Hunter”? 
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15.  Jealousy and pride ~ Eifersucht und Stolz   
 
Why are you tumbling so wildly,  
my friend, my brook?  
Are you racing angrily after that brazen hunter? 
Turn back, first you should scold the  
miller’s daughter for her petty, wanton fickleness.  
Turn back! 
 
Didn’t you see her last night 
standing at the gate, craning her neck 
to see who might be coming down the road? 
When a hunter walks home cockily 
with his kill,  
you won’t find a nice girl sticking her 
head out her window —! 
 
Go tell her all this, but don’t say anything — 
nothing, you hear me? — not a word 
to her about my long face. 
 
Tell her: I saw him cut a reed and make it into a flute, 
and now he’s playing sweet tunes  
for all the children.  
 

 
 

Image on next page: The Flute Player (1642), etching by Rembrandt 
van Rijn, Amsterdam. The Metropolitan Museum of Art, NYC 
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 “With a heart filled with endless love for those who scorned me, I 

wandered far away. For many & many a year I sang songs. Whenever I 
tried to sing of love, it turned to pain. And again, when I tried to sing 

of pain, it turned to love.” 
 

-Schubert, July 3rd, 1822,  
excerpt from prose manuscript titled “My Dream” 
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16. The beloved color  ~ Die l iebe Farbe   
 
I will wear only green, 
the green of the weeping-willow: 
my love so loves the color green.  
I will go look for a grove of cypress, 
a field of green rosemary — 
my love, she does so love the color green.  
 
Off to the merry hunt!  
Off over moor and meadow! 
My love does so love the hunt.  
The game I hunt is Death, 
the moor, I call it Heartbreak — 
my love so loves the hunt.  
 
Dig me a grave in the grass, 
cover me with green turf — 
my love, she loves the color green.  
No little black cross, no colorful bouquet, 
green, everything green  
all, all around.  
My love, she is so fond of green. 
 

 
 

Image on next page: Drawing in pen and brown ink: Two Thatched 
Cottages with Two Figures at a Window, Rembrandt van Rijn (1640), 

Amsterdam 
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Look down… 
 

Do you see groundcover with green leaves and red berries? Those are 
partridge berry or wintergreen, two edible plants! Native Americans 

make partridgeberry leaf tea to aid in childbirth. The berries are 
edible too, but not very tasty. Wintergreen berries have been used in 
many recipes (there’s a wintergreen berry ice cream recipe online!), 

and the leaves can be used to make a wintergreen flavored tea, 
cordial, or extract. (Caution: Don’t ingest wintergreen if you are 

under 12, or allergic to aspirin.) 
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17. The wretched color  ~ Die böse Farbe   
 
I want to strike out into the world, 
the wide, wide world — 
if only it weren’t so damn green everywhere — 
green forests, green fields — 
I wish I could rip every leaf off every twig — 
I wish my tears would bleach the grass all deathly white — 
Oh green, green, you wretched color — 
why do you always stare back at me so 
proud, so cheeky — why do you gloat  
in the face of this poor, pale man?  
 
I want to go lie down in front of her door, 
in the middle of a storm, in rain and sleet,  
and sing to her softly, all day and night, 
one little word: goodbye... 
Goodbye.  
 
Listen! When you hear a hunting horn 
ring out in the woods, you will also hear 
her little window creak open —  
she’s not looking for me, I know,  
but I can still look for her — 
oh, take the green, green ribbon out of your hair — 
goodbye, goodbye — 
but before I go, just one last time 
give me your hand! 
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Lithograph: Hemlocks by Löffler, Boston, ca. 1850. There is a Seneca 
legend that the White Pine, who the Seneca and other tribes view as 

the chief of trees, calls his tribe to stand with him when winter comes. 
Hemlock (as well as red pine, cedar, cypress, juniper, spruce, and 
balsam) all answer his call and become evergreen, overcoming the 

difficult winter months. 
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18. Withered f lowers ~ Trockne Blumen   
 
All you little flowers that she gave to me, 
one day you’ll lie with me in my grave.  
You look at me so sadly —  
did you know this was coming?  
How withered, how pale you are!  
Little flowers, why are you so damp? 
 
Ha! Tears can’t bring springtime green  
to the depths of winter, and they can’t  
make a broken love bloom again.  
 
And still Spring will come, Winter will pass, 
and little flowers will raise their heads above the grass, 
and little flowers will also be lying with me in my grave — 
the ones she gave to me. 
  
When she wanders on the hill nearby, 
and thinks to herself “He truly loved me,” 
then up, little flowers, bloom, bloom! 
May has come, Winter has passed!  
 
 

Look around…  
Besides asters, what other dried and faded flowers do you see? 

Goldenrod? Fleabane? Solomon’s Seal? Cardinal flower? 
 

 

Image on next page: Glass lantern slide, Asters, by Frances Benjamin 
Johnston. She was White House staff photographer from 1889-1913. 

 



40  

     
 

There is something infinitely healing in the repeated refrains of 
nature—the assurance that dawn comes after night, and spring after 

winter. — Rachel Carson 
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19.  The miller  and the brook ~ 
Der Müller  und der Bach   
 
(The miller) 
When a true soul dies of a broken heart 
every lily fades in its bed, 
the moon hides behind the clouds 
so that folks won’t see his tears, 
and little angels shut their eyes 
to sob, and sing the soul to rest.  
 
(The brook) 
And when love breaks free from its sorrow 
a new little star twinkles in the heavens, 
and up grow three roses, half red and half white, 
which never whither on their thorny stems, 
and the little angels clip their wings and  
descend to earth each morning.  
 
(The miller) 
Oh brook, dear little brook, I know you mean so well — 
but little brook, do you have any idea what love can do?  
Below, look there below — there in cool, sweet peace... 
Just sing on, little stream, sing on! 
  
 
 

Image on next page: Artist unknown (1899). Drawing of rosa 
acicularis “prickly rose”, a species native to the thickets, stream 

banks, rocky bluffs, and wooded hillsides of New England. 
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Listen…do you hear how Schubert creates, through contrasting 
harmonies and rhythms, the impression of a conversation between 

the miller and the stream? 
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20.  The stream’s lullaby ~ Des Baches Wiegenlied  
 
Sleep well, sleep well, close your eyes! 
You weary wanderer, you’re home now.  
You’ll find faithfulness here with me,  
until the sea drinks every stream dry.  
 
I will make you a soft, cool bed in a  
blue, crystalline little room.  
Waves, keep rocking my boy to sleep! 
 
When a hunting horn sounds from the green wood 
I will rush and roar around your ears.  
Don’t look down here, little blue flowers! 
You poison my sleeper’s dreams. 
 
Away, away from the mill path, 
faithless girl, so that your shadow doesn’t 
startle him awake! 
But throw me your fine, little kerchief  
so that I might cover his eyes.  
 
Goodnight, goodnight!  
Until everything wakes 
sleep out your joy, sleep out your sorrow! 
The full moon is rising, the mist is lifting,  
and look at the heavens above — 
so glorious and wide!  
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The Peace of Wild Things 
 

by Wendell Berry 
 

When despair for the world grows in me 
and I wake in the night at the least sound 

in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be, 
I go and lie down where the wood drake 

rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds. 
I come into the peace of wild things 

who do not tax their lives with forethought 
of grief. I come into the presence of still water. 

And I feel above me the day-blind stars 
waiting with their light. For a time 

I rest in the grace of the world, and am free. 
 

 
 

Thomas Cole: The Oxbow, view from Mt. Holyoke,  
Northampton, MA, after a Thunderstorm (1836) 
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Recommended Reading 

Lieder Line by Line, by Lois Phillips 

The Fischer-Dieskau Book of Lieder, 
 by Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau 

 
The Schubert Song Companion, by John Reed 

Manuscripts of Schubert’s music & writing: 
www.schubert-online.at 

 
Naturally Curious: A Photographic Field Guide and Month-By-

Month Journey Through the Fields, Woods, and Marshes of 
New England, by Mary Holland 

Native American legends: www.firstpeople.us 

Native American medicine: www.nlm.nih.gov/nativevoices 

New Boston Historical Society: 
www.newbostonhistoricalsociety.com 

Monadnock Center for History & Culture: 
monadnockcenter.org 

The Library of Congress search engine for drawings, paintings 
& historical photos: www.loc.gov/photos  

 


