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J' APRIL WEATHER

| Soon the waking and the summons,
Starting sap in bole and blade,

And the bubbling, marshy whisper
Seeping up through bog and glade.

Soon the frogs in silver chorus
! Through the night, from marsh and swale,
Blowing in their tiny oboes

All the joy that shall not fail, —

Passing up the old earth rapture
By a thousand streams and rills,
‘ From the red Virginian valleys

To the blue Canadian hills.

f
Soon, ah, soon the splendid impulse,
i Nomad longing, vagrant whim,
E When a man’s false angels vanish
] And the truth comes back to him,
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