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And what is energy,

In-working, which bids be

The starry pageant and the life of earth?

What is the genesis

Of every joy and bliss,

Each action dared, each beauty brought to birth?

What hangs the sun on high?

What swells the growing rye ?

What bids the loons cry on the Northern lake?

What stirs in swamp and swale.

When April winds prevail.

And all the dwellers of the ground awake?

What lurks in the dry seed.

But waiting to be freed,

Asleep and patient for a hundred years?

Till of earth, rain, and sun,

A miracle is done,

Some magic calls the sleeper and he hears,—
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