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BEFOR£, TE, SHE EN

Y 'yes have grown wearv

0f gazing on the snowv,

Ad I loathe the glaryf a ,: Corpse reflect of itS glowv,
I long, for the crocus

Through the soft soil to break,
<4 Where golden rays. focus

And the birds miusic make.

Oh, the Spririg looks askance

Throughi a rent in the sky,

Patient waiting perchance

For old W~inter to die!

While the gusts of lier ire j

On the wiling Nvinds roll,

Her hiot glance filled with lire,

Thils the earth to the sou].

The dorman.t seeds hidden

Ini their dark celis of rnould,

Her touches have bidden

To arise and unfold -

Their Iush scrolls of leafage

Atnd brighit banners of blooni,

Which promise sweet fruitage

When the Autunmn shall loonu. *


