The Harpist's Gift

The harpist came in

and asked, "May I play?"

The Baron said, "Welcome!

Come play any day!"

So she harped in his Hall

She played for his throne,

She played for his revel,

And played on her own.

Can you own the breeze?

Can you own the sky?

Can you own the birds

As they fly on by?

Can you own what is wild?

Can you buy what is free?

Your silver won't purchase

What's given by me.

The beauty inspired

A song from her harp

A tribute to artists

A gift from the heart.

A year then passed by,

And she came once again,

Her harp in her hands, and

A smile for her friends.

Can you own the breeze?

Can you own the sky?

Can you own the birds

As they fly on by?

Can you own what is wild?

Can you buy what is free?

Your silver won't purchase

What's given by me.

The Baron said, "Sorry, but

You can't come in.

There are some that believe

That your gifts are a sin.

But if you will accept

Our silver and gold,

You may play in the corner,

And out of the cold."

Can you own the breeze?

Can you own the sky?

Can you own the birds

As they fly on by?

Can you own what is wild?

Can you buy what is free?

Your silver won't purchase

What's given by me.

The harpist's smile faded;

She bowed her bright head.

The gift of her music

Had caused discord instead.

She picked up her harp,

With one last glance around,

She left their bright Hall

To go play for the town.

Can you own the breeze?

Can you own the sky?

Can you own the birds

As they fly on by?

Can you own what is wild?

Can you buy what is free?

Your silver won't purchase

What's given by me.

Can you own what is wild?

Can you buy what is free?

Your silver won't purchase

What's given by me.
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