SPRING MAGIC
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I blend with the soft shadows
Of the young maple leaves,
And mingle in the rain-drops

That shine along the eaves.

I lapse among the grasses
That green the river’s brink;
And with the shy wood creatures

Go down at need to drink.

I fade in silver music,
Whose fine unnumbered notes
The frogs and rainy fifers

Blow from their reedy throats.

No glory is too splendid
To house this soul of mine,

No tenement too lowly

To serve it for a shrine,
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