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ALONG THE 'ORTHUMBERLAND STltAlT 

\~'hy is it that this land is morc like home 

Than my own distant native hills to me, 

That, coming back in after years, I sec 

\Vith deep familiar sense each furrow in the loam? 

Is it because when as a child I'd roam 

These summer fields that border on the sea 

And pick the ruby berries that would be 

So sweetly hidden in tall grasses near the foam? 

The homing sense is deeper than all these 

Remembered childhood days. It backward goes 

Through generations to the onc who came 

And on these very shores first cleared the trees 

For shelt'ring home and grainfields. I, of those 

Am onc, who carryon and bear his namc. 
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A THOUSAND MILES OF LILACS 

A thousand miles of lilacs there will be, 
As from the hills I journey to the sea; 

Along the roads, in village and in town 

And by old farms deserted and run down. 

Sweet lilacs grace each simple cottage door 

And stand by homely friendly gates and pour 
Their fragrance out on passers-by 

From over walls where tumbled boulders lie. 

Old homes are marked by tall old lilac trees; 

The new seem hare, no lilacs there one sees. 
A thousand miles of lilacs and, at rest, 

A journey done, by my own lilac hless'd. 

LITTLE HARBOUR 
(September) 

Placid and undislurbed, the bay 

Spreads calm blue waters within curved shores 

Where a bending cartroad takes its way ; 

Plodding beside his horse's head , 
A farm boy passes to his evening chores. 

From where marsh lavender bushes spread 

A fringe on the tide, a heron takes Hight 

And on lazy wings flaps away from sight. 

NAMI G MY HOUSE 

What should I choose for the name of my house, 

A house that faces the sea, 

Apart in a field and standing alone, 

A house made just for me? 

I chose "Blink Bonnie" the name for my house, 

My house close to the sea, 

At the end of a lane, away from town 

As far as I could be. 

I chose "Blink Bonnie" because the "blink" 
Is ever wide and free, 

With shifting shadows as clouds drift by, 
A "bonnie" sight to see. 

My neighbor over the hill came by 

To take a cup of tea i 

"If you wi ll come to my house, my dear, 

I'll show you there," sa id she, 

"A bonnier blink, from behind the dunes 

That meet the heavy sea, 

With woods close by and fields to my door. 

Ah! that's the blink for me." 

Her blink is bonnie, I do admit, and her house 

Is snug as can be j 

But J like my house where the blink is wide, 

'Tis bonnie enough for me. 
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THE PIPER 
To Ivan Underwood 

There is a bond 

between New Scotland and the Old 

that keeps the Nova Scotian heart 

(orever mindful of its heritage. 

This is the music of the pipes. 

SiJhuetted against the evening sky 

that colored with its rose and gold 

the sea below in even softer hues, 

you stood apart. 

You played us tunes, old Scottish tunes, 

and for a time our minds reached out 

to that far land whose waters wash our shore. 

Far hills of Scotland, 

steep above the sea, were our own hills 

through the long slow droning tune 

that is the Scot's lament, 

his longing for his home. 

You droned, in those old tunes, 

the stories, legends, tales, 

that roused our hearts anew 

to lhat old loyalty. 

The vast wide sea that lies between 

spread far its golden threaded brocade. 
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As if a ghost ship slipped into the suoet 

there came the vision of a sail, 

bearing ever nearer to our shore. 

The first to clamber out, 

when first the real ship came, was· a piper. 

Ribbons flowing in the wind, like yours, 

pipes on his shoulder, 

and bag beneath his arm, 

long fingers moving rapidly, 

and a shrill gay tunc melting to beauty 

in these lonely hills. 

The rosy dusk had faded into gray, 

the great moon wove a silver surface on the sea, 

and still you stood there, solitary, 

playing on and on. 
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THE CLAM DIGGER 

I shall go and dig clams today, 
when the tide is low. 
That will be late in the morning; 
the floor of the bay will be bare then. 
I shall go and dig clams today. 

I shall feel, 
as I trudge up the lane 
hedged with meadow-sweet and wild rose, 
and along through the scarred burnt woods, 
past the newly golden·shingled farmhouse, 
and then down hill to the curving sweep 
of the tide in the bay, 
I shall feel, all the way, 
a full and deep oneness with my neighbors 
and the land. 
I shall go and dig clams today. 

Bared feet snug in long rubber boots 
will know the coolness 
of squdgy, slippery mud, 
and will force the rusty hard-tined fork 
deep into the wet firm clay beneath the mud. 
The first fork-thrust is always an adventure, 
turning up lumpy chunks 
that conceal clay-caked shells, 
squirting protesting streams of salty water 
on hands and clothes. 
One by one the fat tight·lipped clams 
will be tossed, thudding into my bucket. 
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Often enough, 

between one fruitful spot and another, 
I shall stand at ease; 
nol so much to rest, 

as to enjoy the sight about me. 
lt is not every day I stand thus 

away from the roadway bending around the bay. 
A car may pass by, 
and I shall think I hear them say, 
"Digging clams." 

The curving shore, towards the swift channel, 

ends in a long wedge-shaped point, 
with a fringe of spruce trees pricked 
against a cloudless sky. 
There is a tiny island in the bay 
where tall sleek herons rest. 

The busy fishing hoats that before dawn 
chugged their way out to distant nets and traps 
(I heard them drowsily through my sleep) 
will come, cutting ever widening arrows 
in the sky-blue mirror 
lying at my feet, 
and presently a smudgy smoke will rise 
from that other beach. 
That will he for boiling lobsters 

before the men go up 
through smooth emerald polato fields to dinner. 
These farmer-fishermen take their catch to town 
or to the nearest port 
to be carried to Boston and New York. 
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Only the farm children 
or Indians 
or people like myself 
go digging clams. 
I'd rather it 50. 

I like the coolness of wet mud 
felt through rubber boots, 
I like the heat of the sun 
on head and arms and back as I dig, 
I like the smell of meadow-sweet and wild rose 
along the lane. 
I shaU go and dig clams today. 

IN ACADIE 

In Acadie June meadows spread 
Their waving green to the very head 
Of the bay where tides rise high; 
And in the long lush grasses I 
Pick strawberries growing wild and red. 

Red juicy jam I like to spread 
On thin-sliced fragrant new-baked bread, 
Jam of the strawberries wild and shy 

In Acadie. 

Cumquots of Florida, I have read', 
Make good jam, too, and I've heard said 
Wild grape conserve is good to try; 
But I prefer wild strawberry, by 
The glinting sea beneath a June sky 

In Acadie. 
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BLUE LUPINS 

What an errant and willful way 

Some flowers have, refusing to stay 

Within the bounds of a garden hedge. 

There is a place where the river's edge 

Cuts sweeping curves through soft red clay, 

And there blue iupins find their way 

For miles along the banks. 

Outside the dooryard garden they creep, 

Across a rutted road, then steep 

Down over rocky banks they spread 

Through fields and meadows where the red 

Soft clay seeps up from the river bank, 

And still they go, so thick and rank, 

The farmers call them weeds. 

It is as if, on a rising tide, 

The river had borne, on its current wide, 

A flood of the ocean's glorious blue, 

With sunlit sparkling ripples, too, 

Flooding the banks, muddy and bare, 

And ebbing, left the sea's blue there 

Upon the land. 
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GRA DMOTHER'S SAMPLER 

My grandmother's sampler hangs on my wall, 

Its faded colors and stitches small 

Preserved by g lass and mahogany frame. 

Lest dust and moths destroy her name. 

In tiny stitches the letters are wrought 

In the way, long ago, young girls were taught. 

I picture her sitting on footstool low, 

Bending, with patience, over needle slow. 

1 wonder if, when she stitched the last line 

And worked in her name (the same as mine), 

The thought ever entered her small girlish head, 

Her sampler would hang by a granddaughter's bed? 

I'm sure it did not, for I found in a chest 

The sampler al1 crumpled along with the rest 

Of discarded old treasures forgotten and lost; 

The long years had dulled the stitches crossed. 

12 • 

OLD CHINA 

The China that I treasure most 

And always keep at hand 

Is that which, all my family boast, 

Was brought from Maryland 

On board the little sailing ship 

That bravely made the long sea trip. 

This is the platter for the roast 

Of savory venison; 

This is the plate on which the toast 

Was served by a Patterson ; 

The jug for cream and cups for tea 

Her treasures were, and are for mc. 

I like to think of her, no doubt, 

Handling her plates with care, 

And how she'd lay the tea things out 

With the same pride I share. 

Her homely pride in household things 

Persists; in me her spirit sings. 
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NORTHERN LIGHTS 

The color symphony begins. The hour 

Of its beginning is when the chill of a frosty 

Night is filling the still clear air, aud all 

The sea is calm. The waiting world is hushed. 

To the northward appears a shivering 

glimmer of pulsing 

Iridescent light. It spreads. It fills 

With opalescent tints the wide horizon, 

Like vibrant rich deep undertones of bass 

Violins. Upward, higher and higher, mount 

The surging quivering vivid tongues, reaching 

And meeting, domelike, in the zenith. The radiance 

Blazes and flashes, as when the clash of cymbals 

Marks the climax of rushing intensity 

In the lull orchestra's music. Then, shifting 

And drifting, the wild free iridescence fades, 

As music does, into the final soft 

Long cadence. Mute, the observing world is left 

With vast calm sea, the high and starlit sky. 

This is the Overture to 'VinLer's drama 

Weirdly played on the stage of northern climes. 
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A CHRISTMAS ROr DEL 

Beside my door grows a Christmas tree 

With dark brown cones on its dark green boughs; 

Each cone a wish, and I give you three, 

As many as custom sweel allows. 

One, that some day you'll visit me 

And feel refreshed when a sea wind soughs 

Beside my door in the Christmas tree 

With dark brown cones on its dark green boughs. 

Two, that your joy will ever be 

Alive to life. Health that allows 

You (this is Three) long years to be free 

To follow your whims, ever green as the boughs 

Beside my door on the Christmas tree. 
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