
 

 

 

A quiet country-side, the falling snow, 

And slate-blue shadows on the frozen land–– 

These would I see with you beside me so, 

Breathless at beauty, silent, hand in hand. 

 

And we would stand against the meadow gate 

And watch the fields fill silently with snow 

Until the sun was down and time grew late–– 

Oh tell me, oh my dear, it will be so.  

 


