I  miss you…
I miss you when the day is at its noontime

Sun-steeped and quiet,
                 or drenched with sheets of rain;

I miss you when the roses bloom in June-time,

I miss you when the violets come again,

     I miss you when through fields and wood

     I am coming.

     I miss you when I am standing 
                                                 on the   shore.

     I miss you when the summer birds
                                                     are homing.

     And  when  they’ve flown.

I miss you more and more.

I miss you dear
                   through every changing   season,

I miss you with a tear or with a smile.

I miss you more than any rhyme or reason,

I miss you, miss you, miss you –all the while.  

