AN APPLE GATHERING

I plucked pink blossoms from mine apple-tree
And wore them all that evening in my hair:
Then in due season when I went to see
I found no apples there.

With dangling basket all along the grass
As 1 had come I went the self-same track:
My neighbours mocked me while they saw me pass
So empty-handed back.

Lilian and Lilias smiled in trudging by,
Their heaped-up basket teazed me like a jeer;
Sweet-voiced they stand beneath the sunset sky,
Their mother’s home was near.

Plump Gertrude passed me with her basket full,
A stronger hand than hers helped it along;
A voice talked with her through the shadows cool

WINTER: MY SECRET

1 tell my secret? No indeed, not I:

Perhaps some day, who knows?

But not to-day; it froze, and blows, and snows,
And you're too curious: fie!

You want to hear it? well:

Only, my secret’s mine, and I won't tell.

Or, after all, perhaps there’s none:
Suppose there is no secret after all,
But only just my fun.

To-day’s a nipping day, a biting day;
In which one wants a shawl,

A veil, a cloak, and other wraps:

Ah Willie, Willie, was my love less worth
Than apples with their ereen leaves viled above?

Come bounding and surrounding me,
Come buffeting, astounding me,
Nivwving and clioving through mv wraps and all.

I counted rosiest apples on the earth
Of far less worth than love.

So once it was with me you stooped to talk
Laughing and listening in this very lane;
To think that by this way we used to walk
We shall not walk again!

i I let mv neighbours pass me. ones and twos

[ wear my mask for warmth: who ever shows
His nose to Russian snows

To be pecked at by every wind that blows?

You would not peck? I thank you for good will,
Believe, but leave that truth untested still.

Spring’s an expansive time: yet I don’t trust
March with its peck of dust,
Nor April with its rainbow-crowned brief showers.

And groups: the latest said the night egrew chill.

Nor even Mav. whose flowers

And hastened: but I loitered: while the dews
Fell fast I loitered still.
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One frost may wither through the sunless hours.

Perhaps some languid summer day,
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