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    PREFACE

  




  

    A short collection of poems, the greater part of them relating to my personal faith

  




  

    Lifting the Shroud

  




  

    Did you awaken gently,

  




  

    Slow as the morning easing out the night

  




  

    And, lifting the shroud, arise then

  




  

    In the darkness wrapped in stone?

  




  

    Or did some sudden surge

  




  

    Of unknown energy

  




  

    Explode the awesome silence

  




  

    And scatter the rags of night,

  




  

    Releasing you,

  




  

    Silently, unseen,

  




  

    Into the garden,

  




  

    Where no resounding cymbals

  




  

    Or seas of laser

  




  

    Advertised this still secret joy?

  




  

    And, after this,

  




  

    Only the dawn silence

  




  

    And herself, slow to see,

  




  

    And your gentle warning,

  




  

    “Do not hold on to me.”

  




  

    As the Leaf Falls

  




  

    As the leaf falls

  




  

    So shall I

  




  

    When autumn asks for me

  




  

    As the sunset slips away

  




  

    In quiet beauty

  




  

    I hope to leave

  




  

    A gentle glow behind

  




  

    For you to hold in memory

  




  

    As I leave

  




  

    Familiar roads and paths

  




  

    And take my opening steps in pastures new

  




  

    I know a loving guide

  




  

    Will whisper low my name and take my hand

  




  

    And lead me

  




  

    To my home

  




  

    He Who Lets the Birds Fly Free

  




  

    He who lets the birds fly free

  




  

    And fish, in infinite oceans, swim

  




  

    Sees the ant in his small domain

  




  

    And loves the microscopic brain

  




  

    That drives him, running, day by day

  




  

    Hurrying his life away

  




  

    He who gives the bird, the fish,

  




  

    The ant, the brain, the life, the day,

  




  

    Observes that all is good that's made

  




  

    In love that will not fail or fade

  




  

    And only asks that, in our love,

  




  

    We do as He does, from above

  




  

    To Him who lets the birds fly free

  




  

    And us, made in His image, walk

  




  

    Out of the darkness into light

  




  

    In our domain, I pray He might

  




  

    Bless my running,

  




  

    Bless how I strive

  




  

    To swim, to fly, to be alive

  




  

    Homeward Bound

  




  

    The winding road that leads the traveller home

  




  

    Goes down through bluebells into evening

  




  

    Where his place of rest

  




  

    Waits where the sun now sets
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