(Pl Cockspiir-Haw, Openi Praivie, North Anmerica)

To Winter

O time of winter so scarcely sung

when streets are wet or cold

when the snow has driven away the green
and holds blossoms in their buds

you do not know — time of winter -- the joy
the sadness which comes with spring

but plain and naked are vour virtues

and you have not more than you give

what makes us -- hime of winter -- sigh
when - so nich -- the spring comes
pethaps that we dread your departure
or that you disguise your nakedness

many hearts fizel more comfortable with
your rain -- ime of winter — your wind
you with your cold clear stars

promise nol more than you love
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