Frankincense and Myrrh

My heart is tuned to sorrow, and the strings
Vibrate most readily to minor chords,
Searching and sad; my mind is stuffed with words
Which voice the passion and the ache of things:
lllusions beating with their baffled wings
Against the walls of circumstance, and hoards
Of torn desires, broken joys; records
Of all a bruised life's maimed imaginings.
Now you are come! You tremble like a star
Poised where, behind earth's rim, the sun has set.
Your voice has sung across my heart, but numb
And mute, | have no tones to answer. Far
Within | kneel before you, speechless yet,
And life ablaze with beauty, | am dumb.

Dreams

| do not care to talk to you although

Your speech evokes a thousand sympathies,

And all my being's silent harmonies

Wake trembling into music. When you go

It is as if some sudden, dreadful blow

Had severed all the strings with savage ease.

No, do not talk; but let us rather seize

This intimate gift of silence which we know.

Others may guess your thoughts from what you say,
As storms are guessed from clouds where darkness broods.
To me the very essence of the day

Reveals its inner purpose and its moods;

As poplars feel the rain and then straightway
Reverse their leaves and shimmer through the woods.

The End

Throughout the echoing chambers of my brain
| hear your words in mournful cadence toll
Like some slow passing-bell which warns the soul

Of sundering darkness. Unrelenting, fain

To batter down resistance, fall again
Stroke after stroke, insistent diastole,

The bitter blows of truth, until the whole

Is hammered into fact made strangely plain.
Where shall | look for comfort? Not to you.
Our worlds are drawn apart, our spirit's suns
Divided, and the light of mine burnt dim.

Now in the haunted twilight | must do
Your will. | grasp the cup which over-runs,
And with my trembling lips | touch the rim.



