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migrty calico of tiny thirgs, plain folk muslin
smacked With lichen, succulent buffons ard
pin cushians of moss bell heather= purple granite
hern, the drape of blue rug juniper; dotted 5wiss
Of Waxy cones, Yuffled Saxifraga cracking Slong
a quilled badice of alpine azales, its Crowding bells
rgjoicing the Sweet refreat of glaciers while mistial
winds from other summits call long distance
there i5nodoubt: winter i5 her dressing room,
She primps, adorms at every alfifude «
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mother; daughiter; Cheerful backpacks Keen
with water; lunch and extra 5acks pilgrim up these
Crags of Mountain granife Tothe garden = but
600N the mothers Knees seize dry and G, wrench
each inch while forcing on and then a rogue Storin
thurders in = 5avage Wind and piercing rain and stooping
brings them No éscape as Sfill the tiny flowers old
and wiatch the wormen feil by, arrow Hhraugh
the lightning Tothe hut« daghter, tather huddie
in forfood ard heat; unevited for a height like this
and spared again, 50 dn =



