
Through the morning thy mother bent over the blue.The scarlet and yellow woof of her weaving.
Chanting the bow-twanging words of the Psalmist:Why wilt thou weep with desolate tears
And crymg of one who can not be comforted?
1 hou who hast wrought with thy father
Yokes for the cattle or fashioned sharp sickles.
Shaped a share for a plough and hewed out the beam;Thou who hast walked down the furrows of spring.Holdmg the melon-shaped jar of the seed
Hard to thy hip, the seed of the barley and com;Thou who hast taken a Iamb from the lion and bear.
Braving the terror of night for the fold,
Leading the sheep down the slope of the pastures
rill the tune for the homing of them was at hand
In the last red glare of the sun, and the moonCame out of the olives and stood upon Carmel
tax away in the land of thy fathers:
Why wilt thou weep with desolate tears
And cr;^ng of one who can not be comforted?
Ihou who hast dreamed and communed with thyselflone m tie starlight and rapt with the music

St-'" ,^"11^ T' ^^^ P*''"^ «°«J ^^ the rushes.T^inlang the thoughts of great harper and prophetsWho have heard God speak in the thunder of judgmentOr plead ma tone more tender than that of a vioman;
1 hou who hast mused on the words of the miehty—Psdms that are keyed to the quivering soul
And writ ^th the blood of a heart that was broken-
Psalms that are blent with the magic of moon-mist
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