Let me taste the old immortal
Indolence of life once more;

Not recalling nor foreseeing,

Let the great slow joys of being
Well my heart through as of yore!
Let me taste the old immortal
Indolence of life once more!

Give me the old drink for rapture,
The delirium to drain,

All my fellows drank in plenty

At the Three Score Inns and Twenty
From the mountains to the main! =
Give me the old drink for rapture,
The delirium to drain!

Only make me over, April,

When the sap begins to stir!
Make me man or make me woman
Make me oaf or ape or human,
Cup of flower or cone of fir;

Make me anything but neuter
When the sap begins to stir!

Consoler of our human griefs and fears,

Bringer of sunshine to this old gray earth,
Hear once again the prayer of thy lone child,
Return, return!

( ) APRIL, angel of our mortal joy,

Mother of solace in the soft spring rain,
Restorer of sane health to wounded souls,
Ah, tarry not thy coming to our doors,

But soon with twilight and the robin’s voice,
Return.

Belhold, across the borders of the world,
We wait thy reappearance with the flowers,
Disconsolate, dispirited, forlorn,

Our only childish and perpetual prayer,

“ Return, return!”
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