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That were a chorus fit to rouse 
The mourner of past broken vows— 
To fill the heart with valorous trust 
In harmony and all things just.

Hast heard the pines upon a day
When summer skies were gloomed and gray, 
And from the west there rolled along 
A windy torrent filled with song?

Such be the influence benign 
Of these poor murmurings of mine, 
Borne from a long past summer day 
When all the skies were gloomed and gray.
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PRELUDE.


