
 
                                
SONNET  TO  MY  MOTHER                                   
 
Upon the mind and ear sensations crowd; 
The rain, in restless spasms flung our way, 
Is dashd pelmel agenst the glass; this day 
Wil see the spring, newborn & rapd in cloud. 
Wen yu wer yung yu also lookd, and dreamd, 
And wunderd wot the downpor’s wake wud sho. 
Yu raisd yur face and studdyd drops that streamd 
From unseen skies; yu saw the currents blow, 
And noted buty ware in mist it gleamd. 
Yu had to face l ife’s storms, to feel the pain.  
    Thare cums across the miles a luv aglow 

 To anser wen with thunder erth cries loud,        
Travailing with new birth, with torrent tears. 

         I  wil not wait until  the tempest clears, 
    But wil l ingly unlock the dor and go. 
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