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Three storlings perch im the maple tree.
(O whistle your call)

The wind of March blows high and free

But there are chains in the heart of me.

(Whistle your querulous call)

&

Three storlings cling and the high notes piesce.
(O piercing your coll)

The wind goes loud but never so fierce

As three black words that shivered my ears,
(Black as your piercing cal)
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&

The first word—he—like the air | brecthe . . .
(O carol your catl)
Here he has talked and the smoke would wreathe
Through maple boughs we lay beneath.
(Why do you chatter and coft?)

The second—he is—and the words suffice.
(O merry your call)
Who brought these words, | bless them twice. . . .
They spoke one more—oh, curse them thrice.
(Mock with your maddening cafl)

&

Now—he is dead—three starling birds
(O sigh as you coll)
On a barren tree, like pit-black words
Spew from their throats discordant chords.
(Sigh or silence your cafi)

@

Oh, where is April's new-green cover?
(To smother your call)

The tree is bare as the heart of a lover

Where three black word-sounds hover, kovee,
(Shroud your rattiing coif)

—B8y Burnhom Eoton




