Nature’s pattern is our own,
velvet covers the patient stone,
autumn covers the late gold flowers,

and winter empties the endless hours.

“Never again,” the weaklings moan,

“can there be spring, despair’s fullgrown”;
and true that is for the blinded eye,

the ear full-stopped by the faithless cry.

But for the eye, believing, dosed
until the pattern is exposed,

there slowly enters in the night

a knowledge of a dawning light.
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