
In early spring, so much a fall of will,

We struggle through muds of unreason,

We dig deep into caring and contention;

The cold unwieldy earth resists the spade.

But we contend to bring a difficult birth

Out from the lack of talent, partial scope,

And every failure of imagination.

Science and art and love still be our hope!

What we are not drives us to consummation.

~~ May Sarton, excerpt from “Mud Season”
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