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Storm of the poef's soul whence comes
Thke gentle rain of words.
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SunsETS.
Or sunsets made of dross and fire,

CrLouns RUGGED AS AN (JRATOR.

Clouds rugged as an orator,
Or graced with many a poet's charm.

Sx1ES.

Or sunn’d or dark or moon-ed skies.

Croups, THEIR Mysticar MoMmEeENTS.

Or clouds their mystical moments when
They're incense to the solitary moon,

MorNiNG-WEALTH.

When morning pouts her dandelions
In the coffers of the wind,
And softly tells them o'er and o’er,
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Tae EvexinG Sun.

How oft the spider’s gossamer

Its silvery pulses gently stir
Between the sun about to set

And gleaming sunflowers opposiie,
Agz low upon the lea,

Last SuNpEAMS.

Last sunbeams when they silver most
The cloudy peaks, the winding coast
Of evening.

Hiris oF THE AIR,

Where ragged crows recruit their troop
And over hills and hollows swoop,
That never were except in air.

Arr UnrecorpED SounDps.

All unrecorded sounds that stir
Where breaks the voice of pebbly rills,

TaE SEASONS.

Or autumn's whistling skies, or summer’s
calm,
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BrEak o' Day SkiEs.

Or break o' day skies, or autumn-tinted
earth.

To FiLL THE StorE oF Lusty WINTER.

When north winds garner ripened leaves,
To fill the store of lusty winter,

Distant Woobs.

Or wreaths of distant woods when turned
The dome of wide horizons round.

EarTII AND SkY,

Or earth that's leveled to the foot,
Or sky that’s rounded to the eye.

TrE SuMMeER BROOEK.

Or where the summer brook does lay
Against cool sands her dimpled cheeks.

TREASURES oF THE MoLD.

All the treasures of the mold,
All the mintage of the wold,
Coin-ed into dandelions,
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SPRING. _
Spring with blossoms in her hair
And fragrance in her sighs.

TrE LarE,

The tremor of the lark’s song where he sings,
The flutter of his pinions where alights.

TrE MoLe.

The winding gallerics, the long,
Low dungeons of the mole.

WHEN EvEning Favis.

‘When evening falls before the stars,
And ebbing light does fill the moat
Of silent, battlemented night.

Wao Sgarr Count THE YELLOW GoLD?

Who shall count the vellow gold
Where the dandelions hold
Ot their largess on the heather.



