Lough Cava in Spiing
by Sedn Lysaght

Warm sunshine in mid-March
and evewything stays at the lafe’s pleasure.

Rusthes wave little tlack fists

and water jostles to get a glimpse

of a new seasan’s staxs.

Un early brimstene appears,
even as follies keep the pentecastal flame.

The sunten weeds are avny banners
on a fated maxch along the deep—

and the wien calls the troaping of celour!
This is ne time fox the bubuwsh to be sleeping.
Seagulls in bright
unifeums axe on their way,

floating steadily past an istand.

The tuick is, follow an orchid

fram base to flowering tip,
stay abreast of the maxtin,

inte July. Jf the caddis-fly

can suwwive in a milk of lime,
what can flesh de,

what can eyes devise?
Buckthorn is the first

to shaot inte empty space
on the promise of itself

and the old leaves on the beech
already applaud what they fnow.
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