
 N E W S L E T E R The Shortest Month 

Will Winter never be over? 
Will the dark days never go? 

Must the buttercup and clover 
Be always hid under the snow? 

Ah, lend me your little ear, love! 
Hark! ’tis a beautiful thing; 

The weariest month of the year, love, 
Is shortest and nearest to spring.  

                                by Adeline Whitney 
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