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IN HER MIND CARRYING 

IN HER MIND CARRYING 

IN her mind carrying the wonder, 
The miraculously conceived poem, 
She nurtured the secret 
Of the universe. 
Jealously she knew that born onto the page 
It would be hers no more. 

In the brooding silence of winter 
In the matrix 
It grew to her heart's rhythm; 
Fed by her fervour, the incarnate of fire. 

When the snows languished 
It leapt for April, 
Impelling her to the quickening hills. 
(Already the adder and the adder's tongue 
From the crumbling earth taking the sun) 
But she said: I will wait; 

Wait for the summer. 
And when over fields bright-stubbled 
The leaves hung listless at noon 
Her burden was too great. 
Meekly she wrapped it in swaddling words 
And laying it at the world's door, 
Wandered lonely. 
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SAINT JOHN HARBOUR 

HULLS and the shadows of hulls 
And the tides receding, swelling; 

Gulls and the shadows of gulls 
And a dark unpainted dwelling. 

Fears and the echo of fears 
When the Fundy tides are crashing; 

Tears and remembrance of tears 
When the black storm-winds are lashing. 

Sails and the singing of sails 
When they dance to the noon-wind's jigging; 

Gales and the stinging of gales 
And the wail of ghosts in the rigging. 

Gulls and the shadow of gulls 
And the dark unpainted dwelling; 

Hulls and the shadow of hulls 
And the tides receding, swelling. 

THE BEE-YARD 

IT was one of those urgent sun-filled days 
When the hives are half deserted 
And the field bees squandering their strength 
In an ecstasy of work ... 
The maddening scent of the blossoms; 
Seductive call of colour; 
Their pollen-dusted velvet 
Careering from bloom to bloom 
Taking their toll of nectar, 
Leaving the gift of life. 
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From far off in the gloom of the wood 
We heard their high-pitched humming, 
Rising, rising, rising, 
Seeming never to fall, 
And when we stumbled into the glare 
Of the sun-drenched clearing 
We saw them weaving, weaving 
Their tapestry of Hight; 
A thousand golden bodies 
Crossing, re-crossing; 
Blotting the trees and the nascent sky 
From our dazzled sight. 

We stood at the edge of the clearing 
Tranced by the unfamiliar rites 
While the beekeeper and his helper, 
Mysteriously veiled, 
Moved steadily among the hives, 
Moved like high priests 
Tending these strange and fecund altars of the sun. 

TO PYTHAGORAS 1WENTY-SIX CENTURIES 

LATER 

DID never love, Pythagoras, compel you 
From the cool pleasure of relinquishment, 
Nor ever the illogic of one wilful girl 
Throw into passionate confusion all your austerity? 
Where was your penchant for perfection 
When her meteor glance met yours 
And stars blazed where there had been no stars? 
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Did you not wish, Pythagoras, 
In the shattering sweetness of that hour, 
You had not sworn to transcend 
The cycle of birth? 
(The Hero gives one life 
But you, Philosopher, all your mortal lifetimes. ) 
Did you not sicken at the loss 
Of cool Ionian mornings 
After the fevered nights? 

o POET SLEEPING 

POET of old, who told the moon your passion, 
Who wept for loneliness in far, dim years, 

Your verses, writ in quaint, ingenuous fashion, 
Are blotted by my tears. 

Brothers are we, though centuries' confusion 
Has changed the very words that tell our woe; 

Now, in the time of my heart's disillusion, 
It is to you I go. 

Poet of old, who did not cloak your longing 
With gay sophistication, nor conceal 

The leaden breast, the sighs, the fears fast thronging 
That hopeless lovers feel, 

Brothers are we-but you have done with weeping, 
Your heart is quiet now, your sighing spent. 

I read your anguished lines, 0 poet sleeping, 
And envy your content. 
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THE PROFESSOR 

I HOPE I was not harsh with that young man 
But this incessant quizzing wearies me. 
Always a poll. Please answer This or That! 
I'd like to have your frank opinion, sir. 
When they're not working on a questionnaire 
These boys know all the answers; now they crave 
My crumbs of wisdom. What can I tell them 
Of euthanasia, or rearmament 
Or tariff on potatoes, or divorce? 
There never was an age so question-fired. 

... Or was there? Jupiter! What ails my mind? 
I had forgotten Socrates. Who else 
The perfect pollster, waiting in the streets 
Day-long to question the Athenians. 
"Will man's soul be dispersed like smoke or take 
Another body?" And "What instrument 
Can measure Truth but reason?" 

"Wait, young man-
I'm not so busy now. What did you ask?" 

THE ROSE 

THE rose whose roots we bedded in the earth 
Is fabulously tall; 

It dwarfs the locust and the linden tree 
And overlooks the wall; 

It never bows to frost nor suffers blight 
N or lets one petal fall. 
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The rose whose roots were watered with our tears 
Does not rely on rain; 

It is not subject to the seasons' whims 
Nor heir to any pain; 

It will be here a thousand summers hence 
Should we return again. 

ONLY CHILD 

A QUIET lad, he hoarded 
Half-a-world of wonder: 
Glistening mornings and long rainy afternoons; 
Fascinating shapes of broken glass and none to share 

them; 
Indennite, comfortable thoughts about God 
And a key that ntted an unknown door. 

Flowers he not only watched and smelled 
But stroked and listened to; 
(Strangely, bluebells did not ring; they rustled 
Like the flounced lavender presence of his great 

grandmother 
Who lived only in a faded miniature. ) 

Music he hid in his soul, 
After translating it into pictures; 
Colour he kept for the sake of its music. 

These, and one ear-ring (a gold coin) for a pierced ear 
He hoarded 
In stubborn belief 
That he could live in his kingdom forever. 
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THE SONG 

ALWAYS beyond hearing 
In the mists of the morning 
Was music, 
Nearing, the long day. 
Noon past, the sky clearing 
It seemed the motes dancing 
Might be the notes seen 
Yet unheard. 
( Andante the length of a long bow 
And steady, slow their climbing; 
Pizzicato 
Twitched from taut strings 
And their feet rising with the lift 
Of wings. ) 

No traveller questioned his brother 
Do you hear? 
Is it growing clear? 
Though each knew the other listened. 

Toward sundown, unspoken, the word 
Almost was heard in the tops of trees, 
And the knees of the climbers trembled. 
Then near, 0 nearer on the mountain 
Assembled the inexorable sound. 
The song of their yearning the wind, 
Turning, would carry to them, 
The song that is sung once only 
Then lonely the dark. 
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AFTERNOON IN EDEN 

LEAVE the gate open, Love, 
If you would have me stay. 

(Nor gate nor bar can hold 
When the heart turns away.) 

Never the ankle chained, 
Though chain be softest gold, 

Never the song subdued 
Nor the last vow told. 

Leave the gate open, Love; 
The world will not intrude. 

Even in Eden, keep 
The heart's high solitude. 

PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

THE cloak of her experience exhibited no seam; 
No needle showed 
Where early faith wavered 
And pity for the estranged human family 
Took its place. 
No rent remained 
Where the blade of ingratitude severed the fabric. 
Where pride had been lacerated 
No stain. 

Seamless, yet not without colour 
The robe of her experience 
Hung in harmonious folds 
No doubt could disorder. 
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CALENDAR 

THE seasons of the heart are manifold, 
Their coming not accountable to time 
Nor budding leaf, nor summer's fulgent prime, 
The moment of their going unforetold 
By seer or sage. Their loss is not consoled 
By climbing moon or winter's jewelled rime. 
It heeds no matin song, no vesper chime, 
The heart whose seasons keep their precious mould. 

Yet is each heart dependent for its veer 
Of season on some kindred heart, to wake 
Or languish, meet with calm or holocaust. 
Their calendar has neither weeks nor year. 
Still, heart will answer heart and they will take 
Their summer while the earth is bound with frost. 

ONLY THE MOON 

ONLY the moon is in the sky tonight, 
A silver crescent curved across the dark; 
No retinue of stars her course to mark; 
No spangled path with lesser lamps alight; 
She needs no company who is so bright. 
Over the quiet street, the sleeping park, 
Only the magic of her shining arc; 
She has no need of any satellite. 

She reigns alone, as in the constant heart 
Only one taper lights the shadowed year, 
Only one altar glows with candle Harne. 
And in that gleam, the bright moon's counterpart, 
The watcher sees, on clouded nights or clear, 
Engraved in light the letters of one name. 
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RESURGENCE 

YOUR voice came to me 
Wind-lashed and wave-tossed, 

I· Fading and returning 
When we walked along the shore; j 

Woven in the wind-song, 
Molded by the wave beat, 
Mingled with the gulls' cry 
When summer was no more. 

I Your voice comes to me 
Wave-caught and wind-borne, 
Like a ghost returning II 

I With a dear, remembered cry; 
Laughing in the wind-song, 
Pleading in the wave-beat, ,1 Arching phantom rainbows 
Across an empty sky. 
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