
July when Summer was in full career 
 
 
July when Summer was in full career— 
hot and dry was it, the breeze caress 
her face in gentle punctuation, yes? 
Ah, but if it were, that recall near 
Escapes from me, for this the saddest year 
To bear the month that I would guess 
A time to me more sad than all the rest, 
A season worth the recollected tear. 


