
Sonnet to Spring 
When one surveys c1 bird's-eye view of things, 
As sec1son rolls to sec1son through the mist, 

One sees c1 world of wc1r c1nd c1II it brings -
The children cold c1nd lonely, never kissed: 

But who is this fine bird with zoom-eyed lens, 
White outstretched wings, still, hovering on the c1ir? 

He is the hc1rbinger of pec1ce c1nd friends 
Are trc1velling to Spring to meet him there. 

He promises c1 token fit to keep -
A drop of blood falls from the fec1thered hec1rt, 

The Ec1rth receives it c1s c1 snowdrop sweet, 
So blessed with pec1ce it is c1 work of c1rt. 

White flowers look up with grc1ce towc1rds c1 sky, 
Thus in the Spring the wings of love pc1ss by. 
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