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			Let this homage be to their honour and this lesser path lead you home.

		


		
			About: The Love Poetry Trilogy

			The Love Poetry Trilogy is comprised of three poetry collections, each inspired by a particular piece of poetry written by stellar poets, over a century ago.

			 

			The origin of this work goes back a number of years to an occasion when I was fortunate to participate in a project that involved individual poets located around the globe. 

			 

			Each poet chose a phrase from the body of a distinguished poem written long in the past, and used that phrase as inspiration for a piece of new poetry. New and old were then hyperlinked together to create an interactive work.

			 

			Over the course of the project, three poems (and their poets) were chosen as source material for the experiment:

			 

			Amy Lowell – Madonna of the Evening Flowers (1919)

			Walt Whitman – Leaves of Grass (1855) Parts 1 and 2

			T.S. Eliot - The Love Song of J Alfred Prufrock (1915) (Epigraph, plus Stanzas 1 – 5)

			 

			To the best of my knowledge, no trace remains of the original project, but I was recently inspired to revisit and to continue an exploration of the effects these wonderful poems might have on my own work.

			 

			Each source poem commanded its own identifiable voice in my responses, and is discussed further in a later section of this book. I will say here only that in each case, I found the source poems to be concerned with love, in one form or another, and thus The Love Poetry Trilogy.
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			Walk Away Silver Heart Part 1

			For the poets who have gone before me. May they ever continue to inspire.  

For my loved ones, all.

			a small piece (free)

			All day long I have been working

			 

			all the day

			I

			am working

			 

			toil 

			required to keep fuel

			on the fire

			 

			and the table

			well laden

			 

			I do 

			what I must

			to ensure

			all is

			what it should be

			 

			yet

			through each of those hours

			I dream

			 

			inhabit

			desire

			 

			and a yearning

			 

			to be home

			to be with you

			 

			to be one

			with my own spaces and places

			well known

			 

			defined

			 

			all the day long

			I have been

			working as I know I must do

			but

			all the day long

			too

			I have nurtured

			my heart

			 

			kept a piece

			one small piece of it

			free

			and untrammelled

			by need

			 

			or other

			mundane requirement

			 

			I have placed it

			in my mind

			right there

			beside you

			 

			our backs

			warmed together

			by fire

			well nourished (now to sleep)

			Now I am tired

			 

			I have gazed

			up 

			at the sky

			all morning

			 

			placed my nose

			right in close

			to smell

			the sweet perfume

			that comes

			from blossom

			 

			in the garden

			I have studied 

			the ways that green grass

			grows

			 

			noting

			that it did not move

			at all

			like this

			in the winter 

			 

			and listening

			to birds

			has taken more time

			than anticipated

			 

			until 

			I find the day has fled 

			on wings

			while I pursued it

			on foot

			 

			I am tired now

			with

			nothing done

			 

			I am wearied

			from my thoughts

			and observations

			 

			I do believe

			I need to rest

			or

			my senses may

			explode

			 

			but this day

			 

			this wondrous day

			has brought nourishment

			for my soul

			from a confusion (of insensible things)

			I call: “Where are you?”

			 

			in the night

			 

			awakened

			from a deep dream

			that is a confusion 

			playing its dishevelment

			as though a conversation

			of insensible things

			shared 

			between rational beings

			 

			my eyes open

			staring at the darkness

			startled

			 

			I call

			where are you

			but the silence is a hollow

			swallowing sound and equilibrium

			in a single gloating

			 

			I find that I am panting

			and the feeling

			of the heart

			within my chest

			is the gallop

			of a panicked steed

			 

			I must rise

			find the light switch

			 

			I need to feel the floor

			unmoving

			beneath my feet

			as I stagger to the kitchen sink

			to find a glass of water

			 

			to find a calming

			that might last me through

			until dawn

			sough leaves and heartbeat moments (stolen)

			But there is only the oak tree rustling in the wind

			 

			I

			listen in the night

			when you are gone

			away

			 

			keep imagining

			the car wheels

			turning

			 

			the sound of gravel

			crushed

			beneath tyres

			 

			and I think that I can hear

			the purring

			of the engine

			 

			coming home

			 

			but no

			you have hardly gone

			 

			the long hours

			stretch

			before me

			 

			and the sound

			I can hear

			is only the oak tree

			rustling

			 

			as the wind

			ruffles through

			the sough leaves

			 

			I turn away

			 

			toss and roll

			 

			the bed

			beneath me

			has hardened

			 

			there is no comfort

			to be had

			from lying still

			and wondering

			 

			about you

			and the road

			 

			about the place 

			you are

			and where you’ve been

			 

			the night to come 

			and the long hours

			still 

			before me

			 

			the oak tree

			sighs

			 

			the wind

			is her accomplice

			 

			and every breath 

			she sounds

			is another moment

			taken

			 

			I will lose one more

			the same

			with every heartbeat

			(at least)

			until you get home

			been away (bearing home)

			The house is very quiet

			 

			been away

			 

			now

			here I am

			 

			I cast my eyes

			into the silence

			 

			nothing to see

			 

			the house

			is very quiet

			 

			the hum

			of a refrigerator

			the only song

			 

			I walk 

			from room to room

			to inspect the stillness

			 

			the hush

			 

			only

			an arrangement

			of teddy bears

			is present

			 

			you have left them

			to greet me

			 

			an interim

			to hold

			 

			to tide me

			over

			 

			I look around

			 

			the space is large

			 

			but the house

			seems small

			 

			diminished

			in spirit

			 

			every time

			I journey

			it is the same

			 

			only the soft fur

			of the leading bear

			can make 

			these first 

			empty moments

			feel

			like home

			morning (awaited)

			The sun shines in on your books

			 

			there is

			a lazy ray

			of sunshine

			 

			lying across the pages

			of a philosophy

			 

			a

			how to live

			guide

			 

			pick it up

			I

			place it back down

			 

			it has become

			a tedious thing

			 

			a randomness

			of ideas

			with you not here

			to share it

			 

			and the stealthy sun

			has crept away

			its beam of light

			dimmed

			to dull

			by increasing distance

			 

			the only philosophy

			I can hold 

			right now

			is getting through

			each day

			 

			and wondering

			what I should do

			to fill the surplus minutes

			every hour

			 

			until

			with one last 

			gleam of fading sun

			 

			the night

			 

			becomes

			 

			and I

			await

			the morning

			the way you wield (flashes in the light)

			On your scissors and thimble just put down

			 

			I watch

			the way you wield

			your scissors

			 

			they flash in the light

			 

			attract my eye

			 

			and I see the threads

			one by one

			trimmed even

			 

			the needle darts

			in its rhythmic 

			pattern

			 

			as the sewing machine

			whirs

			 

			the replacement

			of a button

			 

			a running repair

			to my outside pants

			 

			become works 

			of an artisan craft

			that I try to capture

			together with your scissors

			and your reels of cotton 

			on paper 

			 

			with a pencil

			 

			but . . .

			 

			you are done

			your tools

			stowed

			 

			scissors in a box

			 

			needle

			in its cushion

			 

			sewing machine

			wheeled away

			to a private corner

			 

			while I

			run hands

			through hair

			contemplating a way 

			to stitch together

			an opening line

			to describe 

			this meditation

			 

			that catches my eye

			as it flashes

			in the light

			 

			needle

			and cotton

			and scissors

			too much (to bear)

			But you are not there

			 

			the chill

			that touches

			around my shoulders

			is

			a clue

			 

			the weight

			within the silence

			is another

			 

			I make a noise

			while opening the door

			but the quiet

			dominates my sounds

			 

			I look around

			momentarily

			to find you

			 

			the hallway seems 

			a chasm

			filled up

			with emptiness

			distilled

			 

			I look around

			again

			to find you

			 

			you’re not there

			 

			you are

			somewhere away

			 

			in sydney

			this time

			 

			somewhere 

			beyond the great divide

			 

			when you said

			you would be gone

			for a few days

			it didn’t seem like

			such an age

			 

			but you 

			are in sydney

			and

			this silence

			is 

			 

			too many minutes

			 

			too many hours

			 

			too many

			days

			and

			just too much

			 

			you are coming 

			home

			on the evening flight

			 

			the house

			is waiting

			 

			and the soft plush bears

			are waiting

			 

			the silence

			is waiting

			 

			and for this 

			soft bear

			it is 

			just

			too much

			suddenly (the sun)

			Suddenly I am lonely

			 

			suddenly

			the cloud

			appears

			 

			suddenly

			the sun is gone

			 

			look around

			I look around

			at nothing

			 

			suddenly

			the sound

			is a bark

			 

			suddenly

			dogs howling

			 

			listen

			I listen hard

			to sounds

			akin to anger

			 

			and the day

			has changed

			 

			the spark

			is gone

			 

			what was sunshine

			and gold

			all at once

			is grey

			 

			suddenly

			I find . . .

			 

			myself

			 

			suddenly

			I am all

			that is here

			 

			and suddenly in emptiness

			I am lonely

			and I wonder

			what has changed

			 

			where

			are you now

			 

			did you take my day

			the sun

			away

			with you

			 

			suddenly

			 

			so

			suddenly

			here

			Where are you?

			 

			I turn

			to see you

			 

			you are not

			there

			anymore

			 

			I turn round

			and

			around again

			 

			seeking your shape

			in the shadows

			 

			in footprints

			across the floor

			 

			through the glass

			slightly speckled

			of the kitchen window

			that leads my eye

			outside

			 

			out

			to the garden

			where a shape

			that is perhaps 

			just a shift of the sun

			suggests

			something of you

			 

			but

			no

			I don’t think so

			 

			and I wonder

			where have you gone

			 

			where are you

			at this moment

			when 

			I am seeking you

			with a stray thought

			 

			an idea

			that came into my mind

			 

			I 

			have a need

			to share

			to speak

			to hear your reply

			to this whim of mine

			 

			and I am

			forlorn

			for 

			I did not see you

			depart

			 

			another sign

			of my chronic

			inattentiveness

			 

			I know

			 

			I know

			 

			I tell myself

			berating

			 

			I must pay you

			more mind

			 

			must notice where

			you are going

			what

			you are doing

			why it is

			that you flit 

			from my mind

			when I . . .

			 

			I preoccupy

			the whole of me

			with trivia

			 

			just trivia

			that I believe might be

			interesting

			 

			engaging to you

			 

			yet

			I know

			that is not so

			 

			it is not

			really

			so

			 

			and 

			all that is left

			is to wait for you

			 

			quietly . . .

			 

			attentively . . .

			 

			thoughtfully . . .

			 

			distractedly . . .

			 

			absorbedly . . .

			 

			preoccupied-ly . . .

			.

			.

			.

			 

			I am gone

			inside myself

			and my thoughts

			again

			 

			you have returned

			and I

			did not notice

			but suddenly you

			are here

			 

			listening

			to my story

			which is now gushing out

			not at all rational

			 

			you are here

			and you listen

			 

			and

			I think

			that you know

			everything

			that there is

			to know

			 

			about me

			waiting

			I go about searching

			 

			the day begins

			 

			alone

			 

			I wander

			around the house

			 

			perform

			perfunctory tasks

			 

			clean away

			the dishes

			 

			rake the grate

			and set

			the fire

			 

			but

			do not light it

			 

			this becomes a search

			for 

			new purposes

			 

			.

			.

			.

			 

			today

			 

			today

			 

			it has only been

			an hour

			or two

			 

			it will only be

			a day

			 

			but

			so long

			is a moment

			stretched in time

			 

			so very long

			is the passage

			of a cloud that moves

			relentlessly

			across the sky

			 

			from west

			to east

			 

			I would turn

			the day back

			to not so long ago

			 

			east 

			to west

			or push it

			forward 

			to the next time

			 

			I search 

			myself

			this time

			for meaning

			 

			and

			finding none

			wander empty

			 

			through room

			after room

			into day

			Then I see you

			 

			and today

			the clouds

			come low

			 

			grey

			surrounds my head

			covers

			my eyes

			 

			I walk

			in blindness

			 

			stumbling forward

			 

			touch

			replaces sight

			 

			what I feel

			is all I see

			 

			and all I touch

			is cloud

			is grey

			to my senses

			 

			I

			walking blind

			 

			in the heart

			of nothing

			 

			then 

			you

			are revealed

			 

			sun

			is stronger

			than cloud

			 

			it is you

			in the light

			 

			the night

			becomes day

			and . . .

			 

			I see you

			I think (I paint)

			With a basket of roses on your arm

			 

			I think

			of summer

			 

			leaves open

			like 

			a fluttering of flags

			to adorn

			deciduous trees

			 

			I think

			a pastel t-shirt

			 

			and think the wide brim

			of a straw sunhat

			too

			 

			barefoot

			lightly upon a path

			 

			a twirl

			with a basket full

			of picked greens

			and vegetables

			 

			I watch my thought 

			skip 

			and dance

			 

			watch 

			those leaves

			 

			I paint the straw hat

			 

			establish

			the t-shirt

			 

			dab the zucchini

			 

			you . . .

			 

			paint your green leaves

			too

			finding me (a warm place carried)

			Standing under a spire of pale blue larkspur

			 

			I

			beneath the pandorea

			 

			even

			standing at my tallest

			it towers above me

			 

			a floral wall

			of hanging bells

			in

			creamy white

			 

			you are one

			with the secateurs

			cutting where you will

			 

			your ornaments

			 

			adornments

			and pretties

			for arrangement

			 

			a vase

			 

			you seem

			to stop

			your arm stilled

			eyes fixed

			on me

			 

			I am something . . .

			something . . .

			not expected

			 

			I wait on you

			 

			your leisure

			 

			the time needed

			for a surprise

			to pass

			and you to raise me

			 

			like a talisman

			a love mote

			from the garden

			 

			a warm place

			to be carried

			close

			to where you are

			 

			where you live

			 

			the being

			of you

			 

			made more

			 

			more

			than one pandorea

			of cream

			and white

			murmuring (the lake)

			You are cool, like silver

			 

			the water stills

			as though

			it has never

			been disturbed

			 

			strange

			 

			I watch the place

			where you submerged

			 

			see reflections

			 

			it is evening

			and the moon

			is rising hugely

			on the horizon

			 

			the water shimmers

			a trail of light

			murmuring

			even in the stillness

			 

			and you arise

			cool to touch

			right before my eyes

			 

			a personification

			of the silver night

			 

			and laughing

			while the water

			streams

			 

			in rivulets 

			of moonshine

			 

			behind you

			the water shimmers

			to its own 

			murmurings

			need (goes on)

			And you smile

			 

			I become

			a thing

			of need

			 

			a hunger in the night time

			ravening

			 

			desiring

			 

			and wanting

			 

			a
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