APRIL WEATHER

Soon, ah, soon the budding windflowers
Through the forest white and frail,
And the odorous wild cherry

Gleaming in her ghostly veil.

Soon about the waking uplands
The hepaticas in blue, —
Children of the first warm sunlight

In their sober Quaker hue, —

All our shining little sisters
Of the forest and the field,
Lifting up their quiet faces
With the secret half revealed.

Soon across the folding twilight
Of the round earth hushed to hear,
The first robin at his vespers

Calling far, serene and clear.
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