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130 

There are the days when Birds come 
     back— 
And very few—a Bird or two— 
To take a backward look. 
 
These are the days when skies resume 
The old—old sophistries of June— 
A blue and gold mistake. 
 
Oh fraud that cannot cheat the Bee— 
Almost they plausibility 
Induces my belief. 
 
Till ranks of seeds their witness bear— 
And softly thro’ the altered air 
Hurries a timid leaf. 
 
Oh Sacrament of summer days, 
Oh Last Communion in the Haze— 
Permit a child to join. 
 
They sacred emblems to partake— 
They consecrated bread to take 
And thine immortal wine! 
 
 
 

328 
 
A Bird came down the Walk— 
He did not know I saw— 
He bit an Angleworm in halves 
And ate the fellow, raw, 
 
And then he drank a Dew 
From a convenient Grass— 
And then hopped sidewise to the  
        Wall 
To let a Beatle pass— 
 
He hurried with rapid eyes 
That hurried all around— 
They looked like frightened Beads, I 
        thought— 
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He stirred his Velvet Head 
 
Like one in danger, Cautious, 
I offered him a Crumb 
And he unrolled his feathers 
And rowed him softer home— 
 
Than Oars divide the Ocean, 
Too silver for a seam— 
Or butterflies, off Banks of Noon 
Leap, plashless as they swim. 
 

 
526 
 
To hear an Oriole sing 
May be a common thing— 
Or only a divine. 
 
It is not of the Bird 
Who sings the same, unheard, 
As unto Crowd— 
 
The Fashion of the Ear 
Attireth that it hear 
In Dun, or fair— 
 
So whether it be Rune, 
Or whether it be non 
Is of within. 
 
The “Tune is in the Tree—”  
The Skeptic—showeth me— 
“No Sir! In Thee!” 

 
1510 
 
How happy is the little Stone 
That rambles in the Road alone, 
And doesn’t care about Careers 
And Exigencies never fear— 
Whose coast of elemental Brown 
A passing Universe put on, 
And independent as the Sun 
Associates or glows alone, 
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Fulfilling absolute Decree 
In casual simplicity— 
 

 
1624 
  
Apparently with no surprise 
To any happy Flower 
The Frost beheads it at its play— 
In accidental power— 
The blonde Assassin passes on— 
The Sun proceeds unmoved 
To measure off another Day 
For an Approving God.  
 
 


