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The wild duck startles like a sudden thought, 

And heron slow as if it might be caught. 

The flopping crows on weary wings go by 

And grey beard jackdaws noising as they fly. 

The crowds of starnels whizz and hurry by, 

And darken like a clod the evening sky. 

The larks like thunder rise and suthy round, 

Then drop and nestle in the stubble ground. 

The wild swan hurries hight and noises loud 

With white neck peering to the evening cloud. 

The weary rooks to distant woods are gone. 

With lengths of tail the magpie winnows on 

To neighbouring tree, and leaves the distant crow 

While small birds nestle in the edge below.  
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The cat runs races with her tail. The dog 

Leaps oer the orchard hedge and knarls the grass. 

The swine run round and grunt and play with straw, 

Snatching out hasty mouthfuls from the stack. 

Sudden upon the elmtree tops the crow 

Unceremonious visit pays and croaks, 

Then swops away. From mossy barn the owl 

Bobs hasty out--wheels round and, scared as soon, 

As hastily retires. The ducks grow wild 

And from the muddy pond fly up and wheel 

A circle round the village and soon, tired, 

Plunge in the pond again. The maids in haste 

Snatch from the orchard hedge the mizzled clothes 

And laughing hurry in to keep them dry.  
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The Spring is come, and Spring flowers coming too, 

    The crocus, patty kay, the rich hearts' ease; 

The polyanthus peeps with blebs of dew, 

    And daisy flowers; the buds swell on the trees; 

    While oer the odd flowers swim grandfather bees 

In the old homestead rests the cottage cow; 

    The dogs sit on their haunches near the pail, 

The least one to the stranger growls "bow wow," 

    Then hurries to the door and cocks his tail, 

To knaw the unfinished bone; the placid cow 

    Looks oer the gate; the thresher's lumping flail 

Is all the noise the spring encounters now.  
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The frog half fearful jumps across the path, 

And little mouse that leaves its hole at eve 

Nimbles with timid dread beneath the swath; 

My rustling steps awhile their joys deceive, 

Till past, and then the cricket sings more strong, 

And grasshoppers in merry moods still wear 

The short night weary with their fretting song. 

Up from behind the molehill jumps the hare, 

Cheat of his chosen bed, and from the bank 

The yellowhammer flutters in short fears 

From off its nest hid in the grasses rank, 

And drops again when no more noise it hears. 

Thus nature's human link and endless thrall, 

Proud man, still seems the enemy of all.  
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