The honk and clamour of wild geese,
The call of the goldenwing;

From valley to lonely valley,

The long exultation of spring.

The wind on the fields,

The breath of God over the face of the ground,
Whispers a word

The tribes of his leafy dominion rejoice having heard.

Crimson of Indian willow,
Orange of maple plume,

As a web of endless pattern
Falls from a soundless loom,

The wide green marvel of summer
Breaks from catkin and sheath,

So silently only a spirit

Could guess at the spirit beneath.

For these are the moveless people,
Who only abide and endure,

Yet no less feel their heart beat
To the lift of the wild spring lure,

These are the keepers of silence,
Who only adore and are dumb,
With faith’s own look of expecting
The bidding they know will come.

The revel of leaves is beginning,
The riot of sap is astir;

Dogwood and peach and magnolia
Have errands they will not defer.

In the long sweet breath of the rainwind,
In the warm sweet hours of sun,

They arise at the Sursum corda,

A thousand uplifted as one.
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