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For the poets who have gone before
me.

May they ever continue

to inspire.

 


For my loved ones, all.
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 About A Love Poetry
Trilogy

Walk Away Silver Heart is the
first of three poetry collections written for A Love Poetry
Trilogy.

 


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 here I have worked with the
Lowell poem.

 


In my reading, Madonna of the
Evening Flowers was a love poem, written as a personal
one-to-one communication from the heart. It had two distinct moods,
reflecting initial absence of the beloved one, and then the Madonna
in her element.

 


A lovely poem to read and
contemplate.


 Madonna of the Evening
Flowers

 


All day long I have been working

Now I am tired.

I call: “Where are you?”

But there is only the oak tree rustling
in the wind.

The house is very quiet,

The sun shines in on your books,

On your scissors and thimble just put
down,

But you are not there.

Suddenly I am lonely:

Where are you?

I go about searching.

 


Then I see you,

Standing under a spire of pale blue
larkspur,

With a basket of roses on your arm.

You are cool, like silver,

And you smile.

I think the Canterbury bells are
playing little tunes,

You tell me that the peonies need
spraying,

That the columbines have overrun all
bounds,

That the pyrus japonica should be cut
back and rounded.

You tell me these things.

But I look at you, heart of silver,

White heart-flame of polished
silver,

Burning beneath the blue steeples of
the larkspur,

And I long to kneel instantly at your
feet,

While all about us peal the loud, sweet
Te Deums of the Canterbury bells.

Amy Lowell - 1919


 Walk Away Silver Heart


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
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