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TO MY MOTHER 

When as a child it was your great delight 
to wait beside the Post Road for the sound 
of sixteen pounding hooves and then the sight 
of swaying stagecoach and its driver round 
the curve and come to clanking halt beside 
the maple where you stood; and with a swirl 
of ski_rts you climbed aloft to gaily ride 
in to the town, a happy little girl. 
Then, just the other day, and eagerly, 
you sat beside the driver of your car 
and over the same road, paved evenly, 
you rode in to the old town from afar. 
Your life is still a journey full of cheer, 
from stagecoach days into your ninetieth y~ar. 
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ADVANCE OF SPRING 

Ripened strawberries 
are closely packed in pint-size baskets 
set in rows on market stands 
along palm-shaded, flowered roads 

in Florida's January Spring. 

Ripened strawberries 
are hulled and cleaned, prepared for shortcakes 
served in straggling wayside inns 
that edge the green tobacco fields 

of Carolina's April Spring. 

Ripened strawberries 
are heaped in bowls on kitchen tables, 
saved for future winter use 
while tamblers flaunt their crimson blooms 

in Maryland's May-time Spring. 

Ripened strawberries 
are neatly hid among wild grass in 
upland meadows, scattered feasts 
for shaggy; winter-hungry bears 

in Acadia's July Spring. 
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RETURN TO NOVA SCOTIA 

The last miles are the longest, going home. 
So many minor changes in the scene 
engage attention: newly planted fields; 
ferns unfolding fuzzy balls of silvered green; 
a load of firewood waiting to be stacked. 
And then, suspense, until the last short hill 
is climbed. Far down below beside the sea 
a sunlit rooftop signals WELCOME HOME. 
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ALONG THE NORTHUMBERLAND STRAIT 

Why is it that this land is more like h<>me 
than my own distant native hills to me 
when, coming back in after years, I see 
with deep familiar sense each furrow in the loam? 
Is it because that as a child rd roam 
these summer fields that border on the sea 
and pick the ruby berries that would be 
so thickly hidden in tall grasses by the foam? 

The homing sense is deeper than all these 
remembered childhood days. It backward goes 
through generations to the ones who came 
and on these very shores first cleared the trees 
for sheltering homes and grainfields. I of those 
am one who carries on and bears their name. 
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NAMING 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 built 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 it 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. 
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My neighbor over the hill came by 
to take a cup of tea; 

"If you will come to my house, my dear, 
I'll show you there," said she, 

"A bonnier blink from behind the dunes 
that meet the rolling 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; 

but I like my house where the blink is wide; 
'tis bonnie enough for me. 
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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. 

Kumquats 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 at the harbor's head 
' in Acadie. 
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REQUEST 

Save me a feathered turkey wing 
for a hearth brush, please. 

, My little country cottage 
is happier when old fashioned ways 
of doing things are followed; 
and a firm stiff brush 
of feathers does a neater job 
than modern prettied brush broom novelties. 
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LITTLE HARBOUR LOBSTER BOAT 

Each lobster-man knows best 
the kind of boat be needs 
to fish the shoals. 
Back in a sheltered cove, 
remote from breakers and strong tides, 
he builds his boat, strong and blunt of prow, 
long and low in hull. 
It must ride high swells 
and battle floes of ice 
before the Spring comes in; 
it must glide over shallows, hidden shoals, 
and, too, must safely cruise deep seas. 
His is an open boat, no deck, 
no seats (a lobster crate will do for that), 
for lobster gear takes lots of space: 
there are the painted buoys with his mark, 
anchors, lines of many fathoms length, 
and hundreds of his mended traps. 
By season's end the paint work is all marred. 
Back in the cove at his farm's edge 
the lobster-man, with wholesome pride, 
beaches his boat: Then, when his fields are ploughed, 
the sowing done, 
he paints his boat and readies it again 
for a new season's haul. 
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SIGNAL HILL 

"You'll find potatoes grown on that.high hill 
will always ha~e a scabby skin," so said 
the father of the lad who hoed the rows 
in heat of summer sun. 

When autumn came 
the lad examined them. The sc~bs were there; 
~nq, puzzled why it should be so, the lad 
went to his granddad sitting in his place·. 

"It is excess of potash, I would judge," 
the old man said. • 

"Have you not found a buried 
trace of Micmac life upon the hill-
an arrowhead or fire-blackened stones? 
When I was young I'd often find a chipped 
flint arrowhead when turning up that soil. 
Search when you plough the field again, my lad. 
And notice, too, how high the hill is there 
above the shore. Look out across the Gulf 
towards where Cape Breton lies and watch the coast. 
I used to think I'd see· a signal fire 
.a-spiral on Cape George. I'd watch for long 
canoes, perhaps a frigate's sails, to round 
the Cape. I'd sense that silent Indian scouts 
were hid among the trees, waiting. I'd leave 
and watch, then, from the safety of this house 
to glimpse a signal fire on the hill." 
He paused. 

"And did you ever see their fires?" 
asked the lad. 

The old man turned his head, 
his kindly eyes alight with memories. 
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"Maybe I did, my lad. But maybe, too, 
it was but fog I saw. I couldn't say. 
But this I know: potatoes grown upon 
that hill will always have a ~cabby skin." 
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