Reverie.

There is a silence too profound for words

One dare not break it nor yet respond:

For any movement can dispel the mysftery

Which surrounds each and every thought.

The Thinker sitting mute, his ev'ry sens¢being caught
Into one great vision, which, fleeting on it's way.

Has briefly halted in one receptive mind:

The planted seed for future growth foredained

May mature but slowly, more deliberate still unfold

But grow it will if truth be 2ll it's soil,

The penetrating root reach down to moisture hidden deep,
Within the subconsciousness of mi

Springing forth when time is/full”prepared

Ripened, dt's fruit a gift and and gulde for 2ll mankind.
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