




There will come sofT rains

and The smell of The ground,



and swallows circling 

wiTh Their shimmering sound;



and frogs in The pools 

singing aT nighT,



and wild plum Trees

in Tremulous whiTe,



robins will wear

Their feaThery fire



whisTling Their whims

on a low fence’wire;



and noT one will know

of The war, noT one

will care aT lasT 

when iT is done.



noT one would mind, 

neiTher bird nor Tree



if mankind

perished uTTerly;



and spring herself,

when she woke aT dawn,



would scarcely know 

ThaT we were gone.






