
"Igather mypoems out ofthe heart ofthe clover^
Out ofthe wayside weeds, out ofthe meadows about me—
In gleamsfrom the dewdrofs soul, from wings ofbirds

shaken downward.
Poems the night-rain Mngs^ shot through the beeches

incessants

Poems thtgrasshopper sings, beatinghis noonday labors
Thegossamer web is a rhythm, blownfrom the valley of

Qfdet-
A rondeau that turns on itself, folded in shimmering

garmentss
And, when the whirlingflakes are tangUd, ct dusk, in the

thickets,

The voice ofSong outcries in the bleat oflambs on the
hillside.

" "^'^ '***^ J»v/o me—cry : laughter, or Uars, or music.
The storm hath its rhythmical beats the day its musical

cadence:

Ever an ebb or aflow-aflame, or a mournful nightfall,A rivuUt, bearded with moss, to me is Theocritus singingsA vioUt, bursHng in spring, thrills me with exguisite musicsA child's voice, heard in the dusk, shakes me with infiniU
pathos.

The flash afthe daybreakssword, the march ofthe midnieht
planets.

The sweep ofthe mighty winds, the shout oftheprophet-
voiced thunder.

Restlessly throb in my soul, and shape themselves into
measure.**
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