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NOVEMBER 
Now is the close season : the sun’s ray 
Oblique a t  noon; the bright day 
Dripping black frost from twig to branch to ground, 
Whercs-bIoodk red bleeds slowly into brown. 

Green reeds curl and creep down stem; 
Cocoon and chrysdis premutim them 
That death alone is won by thrusting cold, 
That couch and cover must protect the old. 

So now, root-burrowed deeply underneath 
The withered stalks of all of summer’s earning, 
Unpuckered by belief or disbelief, 
They live upon 
The chance ~- 

Of spring’s returning. 
-MARTY- 

GIVE US THE DEW 
Give us the dew at  sunrise 
That we mav tread the grass 
And know &e urge of morninn 

I 

May not pass, may n 

crive us a sun‘at odon 
That we may spend tne hours 
Beholding through the morning 
Sap of trees and heart of flowers. 

Give us a gentle evexiiug 
That we ma rest a ain 
From u n h  J %  lled en eavour 
And transitary pain. 

Give us the moon a t  twilight 
That we may say with scorn 
“Breathe not, 0 night, so pntle 
In tempting us to mourn.’ 

Give us the fire in darkness 
To warm our cooling d 
For finding things unfin;nhed 
And blessing the unblest. 

Give us the p a  of 
When the day has cheated awn 
That into every morning 
We may wake ag om+ born. 
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