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Maytime in Midwinter
'Which move

and form all others, Life and Love' - P. B. Shelley
(to Miss Marion Terry)

A. M. Wakefield

7

11






  

 


         
   

  


 
  


 

   














 





 



   

















  











   







 


 











































 
 







 
















 

 


 







    
     

   

  

   

 


  



The world, what is it to

you, dear,

shrewd year

And me, if its fa ce

For flowers that

be grey... Or the new

the fi erce winds

born year be a

fray? You

Andante

   


  

  
   



















 



 









14

17

20

 

 










  

   

   

    


 

   

      

   

     
 









 

 























  
 

 

  


  


 























 

   


 









 



   

 
 

 
  





































  
    







        

 



  

 

 

 




  

 

smile, and the sky... seems blue, dear; You laugh, and the mo nth turns

May

laugh, and the

you smile, and the

mo nth turns May..........

sky... seems blue...

You laugh,

dear; You

and the month turns




 

 




 


 

 

2



23

27

31






 




 
 

     
  



  
  

   


 


    
  
 

 

  






 

 



 
























    
 


 




 











 



 







    

 

 


 



 

   
  

  

 

 
 

 










































         

   

   


 

 

   

  




May! No gr im thing writ ten or gra ven But grows, if you gaze on it,

bright.... A

white........

lar k's note rings from

And ship wrecks drift in

the ra ven And trag

to ha ven; And dark

e dy's ro be turns

ness laughs, and is

2 2 2

2 2

2 2

2 2

2 2

 

 


  




 


















 





















 
 

3



35

39

44





 

 

 
    

 

    
    

 

    
  







   





     















 


 





   









  

 

  

  




















 









 

 

  




















  

  

 

 



 


 






























     















   

 

 


   




 




   






  

   

  

Light............. And ship wrecks drift in to ha ven; And dark ness laughs, and is

light.

mad ness; Life's key note peals from

Grief seems

a bove....... With nought

but a vi sion of

in it mo re of

2

2

2

2 2

2

2 2
   



 


 






















 



 












 


4



48

51

54


 





  


   










   




  

     





 


   












 


















 
  

 
  




 












  
  

 
 















  


 

  
  





























 









        

 




 

  




 


  





sad ness, Than broods on the heart of a dove........ At

sight of

Love....................

you, thou ght grows glad

At sight of

ness, And life, through

thou ghtyou, gladgrows

love of you,

ness, And

2 2 2

2

2

2

2 2

2

2

2


 


 




 











 



5



57  
 



   
 


 
   

 



 


     













 

 

 
 






   
life, through love of Love!you,

     









  
   

6


