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Before the Spring

Mould of dead oak leaves,

Tassel’d threads of birch;


For early snowdrops

We still in vain must search.

Glens of dry bracken,

Fungus on the root;


Not e’en a lilac

Has yet begun to shoot.

Cold mossy branches,

Acorns on the ground;


But not a primrose

Or wind-flower to be found.

Glades of dark pine trees,

Needles green and long;


And still the whole wood

Lies destitute of song.

Sleeping, this country;

Beautiful, as Sleep;


While the quiet pulse

Till Spring its beat will keep.

Chislehurst. Kent.

Winter 1934


(Later set as a song and dedicated to Lady Barrett, Adelaide 1943.)

Night in Bruges


(After the death of Queen Astrid)

The carillons are hush’d; still is the night,

And footsteps echo on the cobble-stones.

With faces drawn, under the cold lamp light,

A group of women talk in muffled tones.

Above them, twisted sadly round its pole,

Hangs a limp flag of Belgian colours three;

And there with one another they condole,

Sharing their grief with love and sympathy.

The black canal glides noiselessly along

Under the lonely bridge; and stars are bright.

Perhaps, somewhere among the twinkling throng,

Queen Astrid’s soul to Heav’n has added light.

Bruges. Sept. 1935

Some Moments

Some moments are there when we mortals feel

That we have glimpsed existence that is real.

It may have been one long-remembered night,

One hour perhaps, one minute! – when the Light

Gathered so strongly about us that we knew

Eternity was of that nature, too.

It may have been the presence of one soul

Who, with our own, made that existence whole;

Or, as our thoughts were lifted on the wings

Of music, there the fundamental things

Were liberated from the earthly mesh

Bound to them, as the spirit to the flesh.

Such moments are for us a refuge fast,

The rest of life but years, - years rolling past.

The Residence. St Andrew’s College

University of Sydney

13/14.5.38

(After listening to Rachmaninoff’s Piano Concerto No. 2)

Printed in Vogue Magazine, January 1988, and in my autobiography.

Leaves in the Wind

Twirled on their stems and fluttering free,

The leaves in the wind thro’ the tall poplar tree

Are dancing,


pausing, -

Dancing again with a rustle, like wings

Beating softly on boughs when a silver-eye sings

While searching,


probing, -

Probing the sweet lemon blossoms for honey.

Twirled on their stems and fluttering free,

The leaves in the wind thro’ the tall poplar tree

Are flying,


falling, - 

Flying first one then another, for soon

The wind will be singing a cold winter tune

While sifting, 


driving, -

Driving where gardens no longer are sunny.

Kirribilli   12.6.38


(Many years later, set as a song, this won the unpublished section, Sydney Eisteddfod, sung by Marion Miller)

The First Boronia

Winter forbids that the flowers should come out,

The gardens* are green to the edge of the sea;


Just stems, and leaves,

And the bold black trunk of many a tree.

Winter has taken the life from the hedge,

Where roses had bloomed in the days that were warm;


Just a few, pallid flowers

Are left, with no beauty of colour or form.

Winter has brought sombre clouds in the sky,

And the cold bite of snow in the wind from the west.


Just one thing I treasure –

The scent of boronia you pinned at my breast.

Kirribilli  3.8.38

(Later set as a song)


*I was thinking of the Royal Botanic Gardens, Sydney.

Winter Evening

What sounds shall we hear together, my dearest one,

When the shadows have fallen far, and the day is done?

The bright friendly crackle of logs sinking low in the grate,

The cry of birds in swift flight, as they wing their way late

To their nests on the crag o’er the ocean’s billowing foam;

The soft steady patter of rain on the roof of our home;

The wind at the window; the breaking of boughs in the storm;

Yet peace will be with us; the fireside will keep us warm,

And then when the stars shine again, and the evening is mild,

We shall hear the soft sigh from the cot of a slumbering child.

Kirribilli   7.11.38

Sunrise at Manly

Facing the east, we watched departing night;

The stars had vanished one by one, until

Just three were hanging in the changing sky,


(Half dark, half bright),


Linked eerily

Like heavy dewdrops caught up in the threads

That hold intact the measureless miles of space,

And give to ev’ry world its special place.

The ocean, stretched before us, rose and fell

As if it, too, had slumbered through those hours

When all the Earth enjoys its blessed rest, -


A gentle swell


From trough to crest

Of ev’ry wave  that strove to find the shore,

And there frustrated lay on the clean-swept sand,

A ridge of white froth frilling the brown land.

The eastern glow rose higher o’er the world,

The sea gathered a warmer, deeper blue;

And one long piercing streak of cloud had spanned


The sky, - hurled


By a Mighty Hand!

A flaming plume! – writing the Word of God,

A moment ere the Sun burst into sight –

“Let there be Light” – and there was Light.

Kirribilli  25.4.39

(after the Anzac Dawn Service)

Later, I used these words for a song “Sunrise by the Sea”, published by Nicholson’s. (A.B.C. – A.P.R.A. prize)
Winter Willow Music

A willow-tree, just as the dusk was falling,

Drew thin pendant lines on the cloudy sky.

No shelter she offered from wind or from rain,

Not a leaf was left on her frail little frame

That drooped o’er the path where I wandered by.

The birds, somewhere, were prettily calling,


But not from the willow!


She had no music

Except when the wind found her thin*, hanging tresses,

And moved in between them with gentle caresses,

Plucking the short strands, and plucking the long,

Until you could hear just a fragment of song


From her harp-like strings,


As the dusk was falling.

Kirribilli  1.8.39

(To a willow in Vaucluse)


(Later set as a song, 1st prize in “Sun” Song Quest, and published by Boosey and Hawkes).  (1950’s)  Printed in Vogue Magazine, January 1988.

(*altered to “soft”, in the song; better vowel for high note of phrase)

Thoughts after Sunrise

A deep green valley stretched towards the sun,

And caught the last drops of the long night’s dew.

It seemed the world had only just begun,

This the first morning of a planet new.

But winding whitely at the steep hill’s base,

A narrow roadway told of man’s work there, -

The one sign that betrayed the virgin face

Of Earth primeval, in the sweet Spring air.

How far we stray from that first image pure

Of the Creator Who such beauty wrought,

For, though a Peace may in these hills endure,

The cities still bring battles to be fought.

Looking again, where velvet grass was strewn,

We saw a green dome span the valley cleft;

Mottled with shadows, like an infant moon,

It seemed to rise until all else was left

Receding at our feet.  If a new orb

Were from the womb of Earth cast into space,

Peopled afresh, might it at last absorb

The finest strivings of our restless race,

And put the old Earth and ourselves to shame

For such vain use of the Creator’s Name?


(Early morning in the Adelaide Hills,  a few days after the declaration of World War II, 3.9.39).

Sonnet – To the Waves


(or “The Rock”, No. II)

Waves, come not to our happy coastline bearing

Such instruments of war that now infest

Some waters!  Let one place on Earth be blessed

With boundaries of peace, its people wearing

A radiance on their faces, glad for sharing

So much of life that nurtures what is best;

And, if ye bear our soldiers to the west,

When they are tired, after their deeds of daring,

Bring on thy tranquil breast the good ships home;

And when we see the line of curling foam

At each triumphal prow sweeping the blue,

How humbly we shall greet these heroes true

Who sacrificed their pleasure, that the sea

Might break upon our shores inviolately.

Kirribilli  30.10.39

Across the Jamieson Valley

I saw a valley from the topmost ledge

Of weathered rock, and, standing on the edge

Of such a precipice, the depth below

Seemed to portend the void that I shall know 

When you have gone; yet the immensity

Filled, as I stood, with the intensity

And greatness of our love, till all I saw,

Stricken no longer with a sense of awe,

Was as a level cup of happiness

Just reaching to the rim, nor more nor less.

The mountains are our bless-ed recompense

For valleys, where we stumble through the dense

And dangerous wooded way, before the light

Assures us that our pathway is still right,

Taking a mean course, though the depth and height

Of our emotions oft confound our sight.

But while such grandeur signified your strength

Of Love and Courage, as I looked, at length

There rose from out that vastness (somewhere freed

From a proud plant), the merest thistle seed

Silently sailing on its airy wings!

So do I cherish all the little things

Which, like the memory of your caress,

Will fill my soul with thoughts of gentleness.

From “Echo Point”, Katoomba  6/7.1.40

(Shortly before departure of the 2 AIF)

To Christine Carolyn


Born 9.1.50

Sweet welcome to you, my own baby at last,

Whose coming has brought us deep pleasure;

Our love for you during the months you lay hidden

Encircles you now in new measure.

So soft the dark curls of your soft little head,

So loving the grasp of small fingers;

So wispy the lashes and calm the closed eyes

Where the kiss of the angels still lingers.

Fear not that the perils of life will do harm,

Though the World looks a big place, and frightening;

The mystical Power that has guided you here

Will lead you, with light ever-brightening.

King George V Hospital

Camperdown   13.1.50

(I also wrote the piano piece “Lullaby for Christine”  - partly in hospital and partly at home. At 15, she played it for her A.Mus.A diploma.)

To My Little Son

(Robert Livingston Edwards)

Born 23.5.51

My little son, with features just unfolding,

How shall you know my joy in thus beholding

The form of all my dreams? – I know too well

How Time will brush the bloom and break the spell

Of other-worldliness that faintly glows

In those small, trusting eyes that peep – and close.

How, how can I record the tender charms

Of having you first lying in my arms?

How stay this hour, that with a proud elation

I may enjoy its merest re-creation? –

Make static, through some art or imagery,

The utmost of your transient infancy?

What words of music, canvas, oils, or stone

Can best recall for me when you are grown

To Manhood, this first stroke of silky head,

The throb of ample breasts from which you fed,

The little sigh that followed breathing deep

Before you turned contentedly to sleep?

But words and music, canvas, oils, and stone,

Have they so great a permanence? Unknown

May lie the artist’s offerings after all.

Words may be lost, whole cities rise and fall;

The sweetest songs may never find a singer;

But you, my little son, are a new bringer

Of life – and through the maze of Man’s endeavour

The stream of Life will onward flow forever.

King George V Hospital

Camperdown  2.6.51

Flight Home


(In memory of my mother, who passed away in Melbourne on 3.8.61)

Fantastic headlands gleaming

White as Antarctic snow;

Waveless, silent seascapes,

Blue, to the depths below:

Glimpses of Kosciusko,

Chill ice-capped peak apart,

Dwarfed by the Heaven about us

Where Love re-warms the heart:

Hillocks puffed with purple,

Against the rain-clouds grey,

Mounting in regal splendour;

Hassocks where God might pray.

‘Tis now her soul awakens,

Her earthly labours cease;

‘Tis here I meet her spirit,

Bound for Eternal Peace.

Melbourne – Sydney, Ansett  A.N.A.  Fokker Friendship VH. FNI

6.8.61

The Satellite

When clouds drift not across the midnight sky,

And all the stars their appointed watches keep,

Thoughts of eternity are uppermost,

And troubled Earth enjoys untroubled sleep.

Then, skimming in an awesome, silent arc,

A satellite disturbs the Divine Plan,

A sixth star, stealing through the Southern Cross!

Manifestation of the species – Man.

Is that small orb a lethal instrument,

Or some new concept for the common weal?

So lustreless, it evokes a spurious thing,

An artificial flower among the real.

Enfield   21/2.2.66

Evening in Peel Valley

To Barry and Marion White

As Autumn day is closing in Peel Valley,

The cassias dot the landscape with their gold,

And curlews make their last quest in the swamp,

Among the dry-topped reeds.  The rough road dips

Through clumps of gums and towering poplar trees

To the serene immutability

Of hills, crowned by Mt. Duri’s shapely peak.

Here, on the isolated squares of green,

The merging arcs of irrigation jets

Exhaust our shrunken rivers, while the sky

Nightly renews its promise of a storm

And prayed-for rain. On stark, adjacent acres,

The circling furrows combing through the slopes

Of hard, dry, crumbled soil, wait to receive

Their stint of seed; and, though the air is still,

A white dust rises from the turkey farm,

Stirred-up by scratching feet and beating wings.

The western sky is colouring, where the range

Runs low to the horizon.  Look! – for now

The fiery edging of a scalloped cloud

Crimples above the slowly setting sun,

That shapes itself into one molten ball

Before it dies, and leaves a shroud of grey

To spread, like a cold wave, across its grave.

Shadows have deepened, over in the hills,

First filling the depressions, then engulfing

The total, graceful contour.  Tree by tree,

And stone by stone, insect and bird and beast

All fall into the deep repose of night.

But there, above the sombre, sleeping ridge,

The loveliest of clouds strains towards the heavens,

Piling its radiant, rolling pouffes of white

Until the heart replies in exultation.

I could be happy if, with the dark hills,

Tonight I fell into my last long sleep.

Cloud! – wait a while until my sun has set,

And bear my spirit far away, with thee.

Enfield  15/16.4.66

“Keelmen Heaving in Coals by Moonlight”


(on a painting by Turner 1835)

Moonlight drenches the static sails,

Tips the distant towers,

And shows where the lazy waves

Wriggle round an unpoetic buoy

Moored darkly in mid stream.

Like splinters embedded in soft cloud

That lines the arch of the sky,

Some rigging scores night’s bloom.

A few masts tilt at gentle angles

As the slow tide pushes past.

In a brown dust, the smutty hulls

Huddle close to the quay,

And a warm glow of firelight

Outlines some figures heaving coal,

Bent over their clanging task.

But far down this shimmering water-way,

One ship, like a winged seed,

Makes its lone passage, to meet

The churning swell of the mighty ocean,

When moonlight merges with dawn.

Newcastle. Civic Hotel   11/12.8.67

In Memoriam – Harold Holt

I am the spirit of the wild wave,

Forever scorned,

For having lured and borne and banished

Him of whom all trace has vanished,

Who now is mourned.

I could not tell that the lone swimmer

At Cheviot Beach

Would fall a prey to the swirling kelp,

And venture on till human help

Was out of reach.

I could not know that this sun-tanned

And smiling man,

Who trod the warm sand eagerly

Before he plunged in the swelling sea,

Was your First Man.

I at that moment had attained

My proudest crest.

My myriad drops, culled from the main,

Never in corporate shape again

Will rise from the rest.

I am the spirit of the wild wave,

Forever scorned;

But he whom I crushed has won acclaim;

Princes and Presidents praise his name.

“His life was short, but his vision was long”.

So rings the voice of Archbishop Strong

To the mourners in St. Paul’s great nave.
Here was a man on the crest of his wave, -

His glory dawned.

At “Athol”, Sunnyside Avenue, Wentworth Falls

27/30.12.67
Good Friday in Canberra

The smell of burning gum leaves filled the air,

And soft blue gossamers of bushfire smoke

Hazed the late afternoon,

Still warm, - too warm, for autumn, following

A long dry summer, aching for some rain.

Parched pastures lay behind those hills, where sheep

With shabby fleeces, impregnated with dust,

Nuzzled from tuft to tuft of withered grass.

Lake Burley Griffin shone with muted glow,

Serene and calmly rippling.

A few young poplars, slim and yellow-dappled,

But sparse of leaf, stood where the promontory 

Edged into the shallows.

Then, as we moved clear of the shadowy hills,

The sun, a smoky red, cast a long path

Of fiery crimson, streaming from the sky

And flecking through the waves that gently broke

Right at our feet.

A white sail glided by,

And sharp black shapes of homeward-wheeling birds

Patterned themselves against the lingering light.

Then, more opaque, behind the screen of smoke,

The sun receded, gathering-in its train,
Leaving the lapping lake with only a blush,

Seen through the infant willows.  Day had gone.

My once ecstatic spirit now was drained,

Until a residue of pain remained.

What thought, inherited down through the years,

Had turned these beauteous moments into tears?

What passion, bound-up in that trail of red?

Ah! ‘twas Good Friday, and Christ’s blood was shed.

Hotel Acton. Canberra

Easter ’68.

Sunset at Rapperswil 


(Switzerland)

The gold of the setting sun flooded the Lake

And gilded the white swans’ wings;

The long colonnade of trimmed chestnuts

Matted their dark green leaves together

As the breeze dropped;

And children, holding hands, became silhouettes

At the near wave’s edge.

Zürich  1.9.71

Jungfrau 

Jungfrau, you stand aloof from your sister peaks,

Exalted like a Goddess,

Frozen forever in Swiss silence.

The snow drifts round you,

And settles on your sharp crags.

Icicles hang from the balcony rail

Where sleet splinters down.

People from all over the Earth pay you homage,

Grinding up the last long tunnel

In little trains with a cog-like rhythm

Rumbling under heated seats.

They see you swathed in mists,

They hear the wind moaning.

They accept gratefully the scant communion with you

As evening is on its way.

Perhaps, at the coming of Dawn,

You will lose your mystical mantle of mist

And stand clear,

Looking down on the Lakes,

As the sunrise breaks.

Zürich   3.9.71

Snow at Orange

The soft snow mantle irresistibly

Touched with its magic everything beneath,

And still came floating down,

And floating down.

The cold wind from Canobolas drove it on

Across the spires and chimneys of the town.

Slate after slate of Trinity’s steep roof

Was bloomed with white, and soon the reddest tiles

No longer their identity could hold

But yielded to the levelling monotone,

As still the snow came floating,

Floating down.

Down in the courtyard, cars, like huddled beasts,

Crouched there till every hood became encrusted,

And early imprints on the icy ground 

Brought thoughts of the Abominable Snowman.

Snow lodged in pockets on the weeping cherry

And in the fir trees; hid the early wattle,

And camouflaged the bright crataegus berries;

It covered all the white-edged ivy leaves

That draped the low stone wall and had appeared

Already to be prettily snow-trimmed.


The frail fantastic outlines of the elms,

Fanning across each other in the park,

Were gently framed within the lacy curtain, -

A backdrop for a Russian Fairy Tale;

And all the Motel doors, under the eaves,

Were undiminished turquoise sequences, -

The only pungent colour that escaped

A screening by the snow,

Still floating down.

Then, imperceptibly, as it began,

It stole away, like some long mystic chord

For muted strings, each note stayed by the hand 

Of the conductor, who, his baton poised,

Eliminates each tenuous sound in turn,

Until the last faint violin harmonic

Thins into nothingness.

Travelodge Motel

Orange   11/13.8.72

Rain in Rome

A steamy summer day, and the big drops fall

From leaden clouds,

Making the rambling ivy leaves twitch, in turn.

It washes whiter the statues that stand

In the Pincio, among shapely pines

Whose bird songs are suddenly silenced.

It stains darker the umber of old Roman walls,

Trickles down broken columns in the Forum,

Pricks the sleepy flow of the Tiber,

Ambling under its bridges,

Eddying round the impregnable base

Of the Castel Sant ‘Angelo.

The rain sets scurrying the itinerant jewellers,

Snatching silver necklets, rolling up the velvet

On which they were spread, on the Spanish Steps,

By the little house where Keats last slept.

It splashes and parts the petals

Of the mauve hibiscus in Via Po;

The pink-white daisies blink and curtsy

In the grass of the Villa Borghese.

The rain, age-old phenomenon of Nature,

Muffles the bells of ancient clocks

By which we set our time;

Becomes one with the music of the Fountains;

Sets rivulets flowing in the gutters

Of narrow streets, sweeping away

Unsightly litter

And the fallen flowers from the hanging baskets

Of Via Sistina.

It veils the great dome of San Pietro,

From which, looking down on the Piazza,

We see a field of bright toadstools,

Multi-coloured, as umbrellas unfold

In their hundreds and thousands.

A wet Sunday morning, and the Holy Father,

Small figure at an open window,

Is about to lift his arms to bestow

Benediction on all who would receive

His message of Peace and Goodwill.

Who would not wish, from his distant home,

To roam in the rain, when it rains in Rome?

Enfield   1.2.75

(The poem  “Rain in Rome”, was written from fragments on a page of my mini pad, Spring 1974, and recollections of summer visit, 1971. It was chosen for reading, in the annual function of the Harold Kesteven Competition. Queensland  ’83.)
Playing with Orchestra in Perth

At my high window, lost in thought I stand,

The Indian Ocean’s silent mass contained

Beyond this sparkling Western capital.

Eastward, the vast Australian continent

Of fertile hills and lonely Nullarbor,

Of Namatjira reds and white ghost gums, -

Stretches away to far Pacific shores.

The hemisphere of black nocturnal sky

Is hung with stars, unfathomable worlds

That lie in cold remoteness from the Earth.

But close at hand tall buildings gleam, and lamps

Outline the margins of the River Swan.

The traffic passes up and down the streets

Like blood through veins, - the animating force

Bespeaking, here, the dominance of Man.

And I am but a corpuscle, a speck

Still breathing in the eternal scheme of life,

So insignificant, - ephemeral;

Yet in these precious days I’ve known a world

Which but a few are called upon to share;

A world of agony and ecstasy

That only a musician feels at heart;

The plaintive oboe solo and the rise

Of cello phrases on the higher strings;

The notes of doom that throb from timpani,

The surge of brass, the vibrant violins,

And piano chords that mount to climaxes

In which one feels possessed, engulfed by sound.

Strange, as one contemplates the scope of such

A universe, so ordered and sublime,

That it should be so hard, and mean so much,

To give one quaver its due point in time.

Sheraton Hotel, Adelaide Terrace, Perth

20/23.5.75

(Rehearsing and recording my two piano concerti with the W.A.S.O., conducted by Geoffrey Simon.)  Printed in Vogue Magazine, January, 1988.

The Pietà
The mighty crowds surge in St. Peter’s Square,

The great dome rises in its splendour, there,

And on the balcony, now in full view

Stands Pope John Paul, in his regalia new.*

The tall, imposing figures of the Saints

Above Bernini’s columns tower against

A blue Italian sky, this summer day,

As people of all nations merge, to pray.

And as I scan the stately edifice

Of the Basilica, I know there is

(Now safe, behind impenetrable glass),

A sculpture that no man will e’er surpass,

Supreme concept of Michelangelo, -

The Pietà.  Not many years ago,

I stood there, gazing, and I pressed your hand

Because I knew that you would understand

How moved I was.  Your hand then closed on mine

With loving fingers; - for this was no time

To grope for words.  We could communicate

Without the need to be articulate.

Such tenderness, in marble! Mary’s face,

Looking upon her Christ, was full of grace,

Despite the anguish that she tried to hide,

In seeing His poor body, crucified.

Enfield   28.8.78

*(The Pope who, tragically, died of a heart attack after only 33 days in his high office.)

Before the Recital

God, make these hands of mine, now pressed in prayer,

Thine instruments of love, soon to release

Such torrents of fine sound into the air

That will replace the strife I’ve known, - by peace.

The silent keys, pregnant with mighty power,

Yet capable of utmost tenderness,

Await my touch. I would be, through this hour,

Thy servant, to inspire, console, or bless.

Enfield   6.4.79

(On this night I gave a recital in the Joseph Post Auditorium.)
Printed in Vogue Magazine January  1988, and in my autobiography (Complete Accord).

Russian Vignette

No sound, no other human steps, - no breeze,

No word exchanged.  We stood in silence, rapt

By the enchanted world that met our gaze.

The powdery snow crushed deeply underfoot,

Disguising once-frequented woodland ways,

And laced the tracery of winter trees

Against a pale blue sky. A palace stood

Straight from a fairy tale, with domes gold-capped,

And little door of red.  Such peace celestial

Softened the turmoil of all things terrestrial;

And here, on foreign soil, in Novgorod,

We knew there was one universal God.

Enfield  6.6.79

(For Doreen Sinclaire, whose beautiful “slides” last night enabled me to see behind the “Iron Curtain”.)

The Last Red Leaf*

Come not wind, come not rain,

Come not bird upon my stem;

I, the reddest leaf of all,

Fear the moment of my fall.

Every morning when the sun

Beams above the cottage wall,

Here I cling, a blood-red star.

All the others of my train

Lie beneath the branches bare.

Soon I shall be cold, with them;

Winter days again have come.

Come not wind, come not rain,

Come not bird upon my stem;

And you, who love your garden so,

Do not puff your frosty breath

Too close, lest I should lose my hold;

I, like you, am growing old.

Though your heart glows with my glow,

I beg you, do not linger, - go

Before you see me fall to death.

Enfield    12.6.79

(* on our liquidambar tree)
Mephisto Waltz


For Greville Rothon

Calm as a mirror lay the little bay,

Clear in the sunlight of a winter day.

The crisp wind off the snow was not now stirring

To move the boats, unpeopled, anchored there

Like instruments left in the interval

Upon a stage, awaiting human touch

To bring them back to life. Only the ducks

Broke the reflections with their merging ripples

Or long-expanding V’s, when one would make

A mid-stream passage with continuous wake.

But Nature here, on this idyllic morn

Was soon to find her mystic silence torn

By two enthusiasts whose instrument

Was not to stay unplayed! – and soon the sounds

Of Liszt were flung into the bushland peace.

Soft notes, repeated, pulsing in the bass,

The twangy fifths, as piano mocked violin,

Resounding pedalled chords, menacing leaps,

A pungent rhythmic figure, cackling laughter

In dancing semiquavers, from the treble;

Bewitching, off-beat accents, moments tender

And trembling, that displaced one’s normal breath;

A nightingale’s cadenza! – alien sound

Among the bird songs in the banksias.

Silence again, - the pause, the one-bar rest,

And then the dizzy triple beat resumed;

The waltz in final frenzy rent the air,

For Mephistopheles was lurking there.

Enfield   4.8.79

*(After a discussion and lesson in  Sydney on this work with Greville Rothon, assistant to Claudio Arrau.)

Moreton Bay Fig Tree

King of all growing things that I can see,

And casting one large circle of deep shade,

There stands in proud maturity a tree

Probing the soil, held fast by gravity.

I wonder by whose hand the seed was laid?

The sturdy trunk, with many a sinuous fold,

Not of great stature, but of massive girth,

With mighty strength its burden can uphold;

Tough leathery leaves of bronze and green and gold

On arms that radiate above the earth.

Perhaps a sticky fig was once dropped here

In passing flight of bird. When rain and sun

Conspired to make a tender shoot appear,

Searching for light, in some forgotten year,

This miracle of nature had begun.

Oh tree, - with such a regal presence, and

Invulnerable to all the whims of weather,

Brief is the interval my life has spanned,

And time runs out for me; but may you stand

As long as this old Earth still holds together.

Enfield   30.1.80

(By the northern fence of the Conservatorium, close to Government House gates.)

The Refugees

Victims of war, of famine and disease,

Shuffling along the road, the refugees

In their unwanted hordes crave for subsistence

And curse the origin of their existence.

What sort of God has called them into being,

Yet has no will to intervene, on seeing

Their wretched plight, the million men too many

For such poor soil, while rich fields have not any?

What power can send rain to this arid land

And bring forth green where now is desert sand?

What power can halt the rain to ease the flood? –

For both extremities deny them food.

The hungry child looks to its mother’s breast,

But she no longer satisfies its quest;

Its eyes, two points of light in skin and bone,

Speak poignantly a language yet unknown.

Some pause a while to rest on roadside banks,

Will snipers’ gunfire there deplete their ranks? –

Or as they stumble on in disarray,

Will there be any rice for them today,

Or will the weaker fall, with laboured breath,

Gaining the blessed oblivion of death?

Enfield   8/10.2.80

The Breaking of the Drought

How long this moving document lay hidden,

In two slim books now brown with passing time,

The rusty staples tearing pages frail!

Oh my dear Love, why did he spare me this

When first he came home to this native soil?

T’was then I could have better shared the pain,

The pangs of hunger and the barren days,

The days that turned to weeks and then to years,

While seasons came and went, - too hot the sun,

Too cold the frost that sparkled on barbed wire.

Could he have thought I’d be afraid to read,

Safe in his loving arms, what he’d endured?

And now that almost forty years are spent,

The small, packed, pencilled words, conserving space,

Are almost past recall by human sight,

And some elude the magnifying glass, -

Just ghosts recorded by a vanished hand,

Echoing body’s pain and anguished mind.

But I am granted sight, and insight still,

To piece this story, word by word together;

To suffer, now, such inconceivable

Subjection of a body to a hell

Enacted on that alien, German soil,

That marked man’s inhumanity to man.

The waiting, day by day, eroded hope,

With promise after promise unfulfilled.

The phantom of the Red Cross parcels stirred,

But like a mirage once again dissolved.

“They’re at the station now. Within a week

There’ll be a distribution of some food.”

“There’s been some theft, the store room has been raided.”

“The contents of some parcels have been slashed.”

“We lack the staff today to hand them out,

But we’ll review this in another month.”

“There’ll be one third, per week, for every man.”

“We find your tunnel, we suspend your food.”

“With Red Cross parcels coming, we reduce

Your daily bread to one ninth of a loaf.”

“Tomorrow  they’ll be issued without doubt.”

Tomorrow came. Three hundred hungry men

Were herded into cattle trucks, and propped     
Each other up, from Lübeck down to Warburg;

And there the formula was much the same –

One ladle of some soup like bitter water,
Some bread, so old and hard it snapped a knife;


Another bed board sacrificed for fuel;

Potato peels were salvaged from the waste,

And mangel-wurzel, grown to feed the cattle,

Became the staff of life for human kind.

But Red Cross Parcel Day did come at last,

And all the wholesome tastes from home were there;

Butter and milk and cheese and chocolate,

Some fruits, dried under an Australian sun,

And tea, tasting of tea instead of mint,

And soda biscuits, golden, light and flaky,

Sugar, marmalade and tins of beef.

That night of nights, while shadows on the wall

Were flickering from one small table lamp

Exuding its accustomed, friendly smell,

(The fuel hair oil, the wick pyjama cord,)

Rain drummed upon the roof and trickled down

The frosted window panes like happy tears;

And men whose spark of life was all but quenched

Regained a sense of bodily content,

Some lay awake, with prayers upon their lips,

Some saw new visions of a home to be,

Some slept already, smiling in their sleep;

And while the rain still drummed upon the roof,

And trickled down the frosted window panes,

There was a hush within the barrack room.

Midnight had passed, and nobody had spoken,

Till one voice said, for all, “The drought has broken.”

Enfield    4/7.3.80

After finding, and copying, some diaries written by my husband Marcus from the date of capture (Crete 1.6.41) to the time of moving to a third P.O.W. camp at Rothenburg on the  Fulda (about August ’42). 

Small Boy on the Plane

I watched a small boy on the floor of the plane

As the long hours of night-time drew endlessly on.

He had found the one spotlight that shone on the aisle,

And there with his books and his pencils he sat,

While his mother lay curled in a blanket, asleep.

The neat little fingers selected in turn

The blue and the red and the yellow and green

As the pictures took shape in his colouring book.

The hostess stepped carefully over the laddie,

Not wishing to shatter the world of his own

Into which his young mind had completely withdrawn.

Not a fear of our depth to the earth or the sea,

Or the height to the stars, concerned him there;

Such innocent trust in his fellow men,

In the cockpit crew, and the elements.

He coloured a train, he coloured a post-box,

He coloured some haystacks, he coloured a plane.

Did he dream of himself as a man, some day;

Driving an engine, or bringing the mail,

Or bronzed on a farm, or a Jumbo pilot?

Perhaps, in a time that I shall not know,

‘Twill be he in the cockpit, this same little Jacob,

Guiding the destiny, over the Earth,

Of thousands on missions for good or for ill;

And another small boy, through a long night flight,

Will sit with his books in a circle of light.

Started on May 11th, the first night of my flight, and finished on 20th, at Family Hotel, 35 Rue Cambon, Paris. (1980)   

Southern Cross

Here come the Pointers,

Ever so slowly rising,

Inch by inch in the black sky,

Above roof tops

And the tall silky oak

Whose silhouette wavers

As a light breeze runs by.

There is the Cross,

Ever so brightly shining,

Symbol of Divinity, in space.

The steadfast eyes

Look down on this land

That white man wrested

From a sad-eyed dark race.

Where is the Moon?

Ever so late, I am waiting

For the queen of the skies to appear;

But it’s left to the stars

To light up the night,

To light up men’s hearts

For another New Year.

Enfield   15.1.81

2 a.m.  (My 68th birthday)

Singapore Orchids

Raffles, Eastern silks, a Traveller’s Palm,

The gracious House of Jade, and Tiger Balm;

A transit airport, strong with smell of fuel,

And every light is sparkling like a jewel.

A fierce humidity bears down on all

Who take the bus ride to the terminal,

To be confronted by the tourist trade

And saunter with a crowd down the arcade

Of little shops displaying children’s toys,

Monkey alarm clocks for the sleepy boys;

And cameras and films and Asian shirts,

And, now ubiquitous, long Indian skirts,

Exotic flora make a pretty scene;

Pictures of orchids flashing on a screen.

Orchids! – this vase of little charmers bore

My thoughts away to distant Singapore.

So delicate in their variety!

Some heliotrope, some white for purity,

Some speckled with an artist’s finest blush,

Some bolder purple, one with warm red blush.

The slipper petals poke their pale tongues out,

A landing place for bees, when bees are about;

And curling menacingly through the rest,

The cheeky brown-striped ones seem there to jest,

Like spiders that will taunt, but do no harm

Among their cousins with the grace and charm.

And now in lamplight soft, against the wall

In elongated shapes that link them all,

The shadows sketch an elfin fantasy,

All colour lost, in anonymity.

Enfield   8/9.4.81

(A typical Christine thought and gift, on the date of my recital -   3.4.81)

Earth

How wonderful this planet Earth, that we

Receive the priceless gift of sight, to see!

Years pass.  We use this precious faculty

Scarce giving a thought to how it came to be,

Until, one day, some new and moving scene

Comes strikingly before us. It has been

My privilege today.  Still filled with awe

By dazzling snow-capped ranges that I saw,

Still charmed by lakes of jade, and toetoe grass

That decorates each winding mountain pass;

Still happy for the sheep so blessed to graze

In these New Zealand pastures, all their days, -

I found that mighty element, the sea,

Pounding Kaikoura’s coastline endlessly.

Long waves of green, in turn, would rise and curl,

Sweep-up the sunlight, topple, and then hurl

Themselves among the fretted rocks that draw

A thin black line along the eastern shore.

Uranus, Saturn, Jupiter and Mars,

And then there are the myriad other stars!

But here, today, I knew there could not be

A world more beautiful than Earth, to see.

I’ve stored  these new impressions in my mind,

And thanked the Lord that I have not been blind.

Christchurch – Wanganui   11-13.4.82

In the O.B.E. Chapel

A shrine of muted beauty, in white walls,

Abides within the vast crypt of St. Paul’s,

Embodiment of the concept, O.B.E.,

For those who, in a world-wide unity,

Are Members, by God’s grace; and here may kneel

In silent contemplation, so to feel

In all humility that, if deserved,

This Honour honours but the Art they served.

And so, today, I make this pilgrimage,

Glad to have lived to reach this day and age,

Grateful, through strength remaining, to have made

In safety the long flight for which I prayed.

I’ve stood before each panel, finely wrought

To symbolise each country’s work and thought.

Mounted  on elegant brackets, held aloft,

Slim candles are alight and cast a soft

And subtle glow that complements the grace

Of Wren’s white vaulting, in this hallowed place;

While chief among the special symbols are

The rose-pink altar cloth and silver star.

And, through the eastern window’s delicate glass,

There’s movement, as the shadowy figures pass

In mild autumnal sunshine, loved by Keats,

Who also walked the peaceful London streets.

I linger here, I’m loath to take my leave,

Trying, in tapestry of words, to weave

Some small memento of a treasured hour.

I feel renewed in spirit and in power,

And while within this sanctuary of art,

A peace and deep thanksgiving fill my heart.

London    27.9.83

(Written in this Chapel)

(Published in “Dome”, the magazine of the Friends of St. Paul’s Cathedral. No. 21

Winter 1983-4)

The Passing of Night

How black the blackness of this moonless night!

With eyes wide open, I might have no sight,

No shape, no feature, nothing in the room

Takes on identify, or cleaves the gloom.

I listen, and there’s not a sound to break

The brooding silence. How long will it take

For the first glimmer of a new-born day

To penetrate, to roll the dark away?

I wait, I gaze.



Is that the first faint sign

Of whitened door frame, coming into line?

And am I just imagining, or able

To see an angle of the dressing table?

Am I emerging from this eerie tomb,

And does that archway to the music room

Re-mould its curve?  May I still trust my sight,

And can it be one errant shaft of light

That finds the mirror on my bedroom wall,

And now a picture hanging in the hall,

The newly-polished handle on the door,

The lantern; now the carpet on the floor?

The crimson curtain has a rush of blood

When sun first clears the hill, with mighty flood

Of light and warmth.



I hear the first birds twitter,

And, looking through my window, see the glitter

Of dew among the lawn near garden beds

Now summer-strewn with starry balsam heads.

So night unfolds unto the morning hour,

Untimably, - as does the bud to flower.

Enfield    

9.1.84

Three Terns by the Sea

Ethereal, three terns fly high,

Filmy shapes against the sky,

Above a sea, flecked in grisaille,

As the lazy waves go by; -

Or darting, swooping, dipping low,

Against the rhythm of the flow.

A misty, mystic afternoon,

Veiling sky and sea and dune

In a silver gossamer;

Only light winds are astir.

Shapes of waves like shapes of wings,

Passing by like fairy things,

Passing by like clouds in space,

Destined for no resting place;

Hint of blue and hint of jade,

Waves in sun and waves in shade.

Far horizon, pearly-etched;

Could such vision have been sketched

With a hand and with a brush, -

Magic wand, or human touch?

Three terns, returning, circle on;

Three terns, receding, - now are gone.

Enfield

20.1.84

(In appreciation of a Christmas card, “Terns Fishing”, designed by Malcolm Warr of New Zealand (for UNICEF), and sent to me by Gwen Adamson, M.B.E.)

Tropical Sunset

The departed sun now spreads its fiery halo

Between the low and darkening ridge of cloud

And the ink-blue sky.

Gold deepens into orange, then to red,

And now to ruby, as the cloud-bank blackens,

And tropic day is merging into night.

The stately Airbus drones its southward way,

Its wings sharp-edged with a metallic glow.

They rise and fall

As gently as the motion of a bird

Borne on some kindly current of the air,

Or as a child’s breast, during easeful sleep.

I have not looked for stars, in the ink-blue sky,

Though the horizon now has lost all trace 

Of its ruby glow;

But as the engine-hum takes a new note

That signifies descent, I see the stars

That light-up my own city, - and my heart.

T.A.A. Brisbane – Sydney

19.1.84

(Finished at home, 4th Feb.)

On Philopappos Hill

City of temples, shrines and monasteries,

Survivors of the age of Pericles;

Even the warring exploits of the Turks

Could not obliterate the glory of these works,

Whose broken columns, crumbling amphitheatres,

And caryatids, with eroded features,

Still lure the archaeologist and tourist,

Knowing that here, in Athens, are the purest

Expressions of the arts of long ago:

The Temple of Nike’s Ionic portico,

The Parthenon’s majestic colonnade,

Remnants of marble lying in the shade

Of cypresses aspiring towards the sky;

Lingering colours in mosaics that lie

Embedded in old floors; a pantiled dome

Where pigeons flutter and jostle for a home;

Carving in stone on capitals and eaves,

The palmette motif, and acanthus leaves.

Temple and theatre, monument and frieze;

These may be standing after centuries;

But what are centuries, to eternity?

No more than drops of water, to the sea.

Not mine, the scholar’s mind, for history;

Man’s greatest works must perish, finally.

I look to Nature for my inspiration;

Where e’er  I turn, I see the recreation

Of creatures great and small, of flower and tree,

The Genesis in perpetuity.

I found one day, on Philopappos Hill,

A treasure that I hold in memory still;

A frail, ephemeral thing that made me tread

Lightly, not to disturb it from its bed

Of dry and fallen leaves that lay between

Grey olives and pine trees, evergreen.

I saw in detail, now that I was near,

A halo lighting up a perfect sphere

Of little parachutes, seed holding seed;

Such beauty from an oft-maligned weed,

The common dandelion; - but, like a Queen

Among all dandelions that I had seen,

She wore her shining crown. Then, as I stood,

On my steep track in that Athenian wood, 

A puff of wind sent all the seeds adrift

Each with its parachute. I saw them lift

And scatter, till they passed beyond my sight;

Such tiny entities, soon to alight

Somewhere on Grecian soil, to form a root

From which another dandelion would shoot.

No human hand could possibly restore

The geometric shape they held, before;

But nature guards her blue-print jealously,

And can repeat it to infinity,

Without the haunting fear of obsolescence;

Always the perfect yellow efflorescence

That will produce that frail, translucent ball,

The facets that will crystallise, - and fall.

I looked again, and there was just the stem,

The calyx, but no more the diadem.

The breeze had died, the April air was still,

A pappus gone, - - from Philopappos Hill.

Enfield

Feb. ‘84

(Written to deliver as Guest Speaker at the Hellenic Lyceum Club’s concert in the Sydney Opera House  1.4.84)

Pruning the Hedge

By summer’s end, the foliage was dense,

And trails of ficus overhung the fence.

‘Twas time to prune again, - to clear the dross,

To cut back straying boughs that leaned across

The drive, a favourite spinning place at night

For spiders, trapping small moths in their flight,

And folding back their sticky webs by day.

With secateurs in hand, I snipped away

Some brittle twigs of rose, whose old thorns linger

And prick with stabbing pain the ungloved finger.

I pulled the dry stuff out, left new growth free,

Sawed-off a spent branch of the old pear tree;

Untwined the wreaths of jasmine, long-since dead,

And the useless, binding honeysuckle thread.

I found a blue wren’s nest that time had frayed;

I cast out ficus fruits that had decayed.

With ruthless strokes I hacked away and placed

In the old barrow all this garden waste;

Then, with my hand outstretched again, I paused,

And put the clippers down, for something caused

A moment’s wonderment. There I could see

A few dry twigs in striking symmetry;

A ten-inch piece of delicate design

Among the tangled creepers and the vine.

A stick insect!  inanimate, so large!

I’d never seen more cunning camouflage.

My hand withdrawn, I hoped no hungry bird
Would claim the little life that I had spared.

Enfield

22/3.3.84

Rachmaninoff Prelude in D Major

I hear your song, oh stream,

A song of love,

As you wander through the placid valley.

The afternoon is mellow, as the sun wanes,

But your waters are dark and cool

For the trees at your banks enfold you,

Reflecting their bronzed greenery

In low-pitched D major harmony.

A light breeze now stirs and brings

A descant to your tune,

With modulations new,

Though like a homing bird you oft return

To the accustomed key.

But now push on, push on with tempo quickened,

Fed by the tributaries one by one

That join your swirling waters.

There is no staying your tide.

Is it light towards which you are striving?

Some red oaks struggle to your brink

Through the green gloom.

The B flats multiply; those minor 6ths

Bring pain to your spirit,

Burden your flow;

Yet a strange, mounting ecstasy

Impels you

As you surge through the wooded ways.

The cowering branches thicken overhead;

Your waters unite.

Nothing can hold you back, now,

Nothing, -

No force of man or nature

Can bend your destiny.

Tottering, at the unknown mighty precipice,

Your dark sad B flat hovers a moment,

Splinters into a cutting A sharp,

And, leaning into the long-awaited B,

Turns, on the dizzy heights, to fall

In a release of flooding, sun-drenched tears.

Your tumbled water moves on,

Moves on,

Loses it passion,

Finds heart’s ease again,

Kisses the smooth pebbles of another valley-bed;

Murmurs away,

Murmurs away.

Softly you croon your love song,

Blending with the whispered sounds

And the faint perfumes

Of the spring night.

Enfield

13/14.7.84

(I had played through the Prelude for the first time in many years, before giving a lesson to Mario Milavec, a young aspirant for A.Mus.A,  pupil of Sister Rose-Anne.)

The White Dove

I had forgotten the sound of rain,

The sight of rain, streaming past the window,

And the smell of a rain-damped path,


Damp earth, damp lawn.

The leaves shrivelled, day after day,

And the warm winds brought them down, to crackle

As one stepped under the trees; but autumn


Was not yet born.

The wisteria exposed her wiry stems,

Tangled since last spring’s rush of blooms;

The laburnum closed her soft-fingered hands,


And stood forlorn.

The parsley plants had dried and stiffened,

Sprouting seed clusters, like rusty pins,

And all the annuals withered-off,


Morn after morn.

Then I awoke, one day, - to hear,

To see, to smell the rain; and there

An intermittent arc, struggling through grey clouds,

Formed, was lost, was formed again, until

A perfect rainbow brought its age-old promise;

And across the band of colours, in slow flight,

Passed a white dove,


Radiant in the dawn.

Enfield

30/31.3.85

Someone’s Son

Whose son was he, -

That tall lad,

So strangely clad, -

Almost grotesque,

Dancing an arabesque

In front of our car

As we braked with a jar,

To save his life?

Whose son was he, -

With wiry hair,

Unkempt and fair,

With tottering gait,

And a glint of hate

In those eyes distraught,

Though we had sought

To save his life?

Whose son was he, -

That errant boy,

Once his parents’ joy?

Do they know his plight

On the streets at night? –

The toddler they hugged

And loved, now drugged,

Now doomed for life?

What bed has he, -

When night draws on

And the traffic has gone?

Will his parents receive him

And could they believe him

When he says once again

“No more cocaine;

I’ve quit for life”?

We have a son;

He is not like this.

Is the credit his,

Or ours, or what force

Has safeguarded his course?

My heart aches for the one,

That someone’s son,

Who has lost his way,

Who has fallen a prey

To the perils of life.

Enfield    20.7.85

Madonna Lily

 (Christine planted two bulbs some months ago, - to be a “surprise”. I thought I had identified the leaves, and eagerly awaited the first flower. In Australia, this variety is also called “November” lily, and is often to be seen, still, by Christmas time.  The scent “takes” me also to Ely Cathedral, where, in July 1974, some lilies were an adornment, as Marcus and I sat under the inspiring canopy of the great Lantern.)

I have found a special joy

In the coming of Christmas this year.

And what has made it appear

So special?

So joyous?
The old streamers have been hung,

The familiar carols sung;

The reddening of the Australian “Christmas Bush”

Has been timely.

The cards have poured in

With the coming of Christmas this year,

Reminders of friends far and near.

What else?

The bells? –

The bells have been rung,

The tinsel has been strung

From branch to branch of the small pine tree

In our garden.

But there is something more

That has graced my Christmas this year;

Some new scent in the atmosphere.

My lily!

Madonna lily, -

The same celestial sort

That Gabriel to Mary brought;

Six golden stamens hiding in a white

Immaculate star.

Enfield

Christmas Eve

1985

White Peacock

When did this inspiration come to God? –

The first creation of a white peacock?

If ever there was doubt about a God,

Such doubt would be dispelled in one’s first glance


At such a perfect bird.

In sanctuary, within the Wildlife Park,

Exotic in the rough Australian Bush,

He moved with grace belying his male role,

The long train sweeping, - like a royal bride


Down the Abbey aisle.

And then the wondrous moment came. When next

I looked for him, he stood, in sunlight pale,

With great fan spread in shimmering design,

A halo of a hundred facets, wrought


From finest Spanish lace.

White peacock, what will happen when you die,

For die you must?  Will one with loving hands

Lay you to rest, and gently fold your tail,

And press a cheek into your wings, and shed


Some tears among your feathers?

After visiting Bannamah Wildlife Park, on the way to Augusta. W.A.

6.10.86

(Highly Commended Award, the Poet of the People “Creature Contest” 1990 on 

2NSB-FM    Presenter – Joyce Trickett)
Sheep Truck

Beside us on the road, a shabby truck

Laden with sheep is lumbering on its way.

How close they stand, too close for easeful breathing;

No feel of grass beneath their weary feet,

Rubbing each other’s warm and woolly coats

With every jolt as northward we are bound.

What thoughts pass through their minds?



                                                       “Why on this day

Are we not following our known routine?

Shall we, by nightfall, have regained the track

That leads across the paddocks to our fold?

Or some new shelter gain, when night is cold?

How shall our growing hunger be appeased?

When shall we hear the friendly bark of Sam

The farm’s old faithful dog whose life we share?
Where are we going? We could not resist

When pushed and packed into this stuffy space.

Is this the fateful journey to our doom,

The hovering shadow, death, that snuffs the wick

Of every living thing that sees the light?

How will it come to us?  Will there be warning,

Or will some swift stroke mow us down in turn?”

Ah, you poor sheep, now rubbing lumpy fleeces,

Lumped in together in the rattling truck;

You cannot speak or understand the language

Of Mankind, - Man unkind to animals;

You are our slaves; you have been, and will be,

As long as you and Man share this sad Earth.

You have no say, no offer of contract,

No option in your daily destiny.

Perhaps release, by death, is your one road

To heavenly pastures, - grazing side by side

With all the sheep that Man has crucified.

Our coach speeds on, the sheep truck now recedes.

Our journey satisfies all human needs.

Each individual, of his own volition,

Is following some pre-determined mission.

We travel on in comfort, through the gloaming,

For me the utmost joy, - for I am homing.

Enfield

24.12.90

(After a journey from Canberra.)

A New Voice in the Garden

Oh sing again, sing on, sweet bird;

Such dulcet tones I have not heard

From any native bird before;

Such variants, in a repertoire!

What is it that has lured you here

At this autumnal time of year?

What is it that you find to ease

Your hunger, from my garden trees?

How far, I wonder, have you come

To greet my lemon-scented gum?
I see you up there, hovering,

Breast feathers ruffling, as you sing,

I would that on my piano keys

I could make sounds as pure as these.

Oh have the bushfires driven you

From the habitat that once you knew?

Have you a mate with whom you fled

In terror, when the bush burnt red

And nests fell, crackling, to the ground

Where blackened logs were strewn around?

If you could know the joy you bring,

You’d come here every day to sing,

Or better still, my little guest,

Find here a place to build your nest.
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The Final Parting

O why was I once so favoured

That my Love came home to me

From the battlefields where he laboured

To vanquish the enemy?

O why when the shells were flying

From the guns, again and again,

Was he not one who lay there dying,

Among less fortunate men?

O why, after conflict in Greece,

When his troops made another retreat,

Did the “Havoc” make passage in peace

On its way to the island of Crete?

O why through the years in prison

Did he manage somehow to survive?

Could it be that he cherished a vision

That helped him to keep alive?

O why does he not lie, obscure,

Among tombstones that stand row on row

Where the soil was once virgin and pure,

And red poppies used to grow?

O why did our God heed our prayer,

And from one side of Earth to the other

Take his hand in His Hand, in His care, -

Till he came home, still lover to lover?

And now there will be no returning,

No waiting to see him once more;

But a parting more peaceful, I’m learning,

Than the day he went off to the War.
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