
Emerges with pulvil of gold 
On a tissue of green and blue, 
And there is thy purpose of old 
Unspoiled and fashioned anew.

Ephemera, ravellings of sky 
And shreds of the Northern light, 
We age in a heart-beat and die 
Under the eaves of night.

What if the small breath quail,
Or cease at a touch of the frost? 
Not a tremor of joy shall fail,
Nor a pulse be lost.

This fluttering life, never still, 
Survives to oblivion’s despair.
We are the type of thy will 
To the tribes of the air.

Ill
Soul, what art thou in the tribes of the field? 

Lord, said a maple seed,
Though well we are wrapped and bound, 
We are the first to give heed,
When thy bugles give sound.

We banner thy House of the Hills 
With green and vermilion and gold, 
When the floor of April thrills 
With the myriad stir of the mould,

And her hosts for migration prepare.
We too have the veined twin-wings,
Vans for the journey of air.
With the urge of a thousand springs

Pent for a germ in our side,
We perish of joy, being dumb,
That our race may be and abide 
For aeons to come.
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