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PU.PSEUG NMUY OPBrNRU

Bulrl' opbpkli gnipin, wdqn)li, b"pp fbq Bwlsquy, sbd jhobp,
N3 puly® pk fbq hplnnbgh®- - puyg fhg w)GfwG, wju qhobp,
Gpwlibpnuiu, ghnbpnoa dhgkl hp qguid pluowiip,

Mp fbqh” hbwn dwllnup Gl pd hwun Ggwe Yp ppep---:

N i h'pf, hbpumw'Gf, npulnph'il, tfm]‘ll].l‘lL“ I“'_fl_u. dwpntl libpu,
M fbq ndmuwp pk hbpfh) Jwpyp mqb'p, Jupblwp:

Buw'n, wlinilhn bu sk ghn jbpuyupwlfp whubp.

Ingphu’ mpunnud bpp dwjlibg, 2un my bp wp-- - gl whgup:

Buw't, phadk Gbpu gl fhs-Fhy hp funggpubuu, ulpobo.
Pwjg fhlighe n®ip Phgh hbwn whnh nwlh) ghu ngbua.
Fhadny hwunm b, qopugud, hfwunlugud w) w)lybu,

bu bpgbpny Yp Yuybd pwpwbws npub opbpniu. - - :

!.L‘]]_I'.II'I'HI {'pi.lflr I'Ih'[l'rl'.l[l 'Fh{{-,, h"qhhﬁ HI'II'I.EH I.]ﬂ'l LLLELTRY T}nl“-
M Yppbymy| hwlnbpé fhg, bppwnwuwpy hd hnghl

Puwpdpugplt whwnh bp, stGfp wpunod opbpnd,
Ubibnn“i " Jbd-dwpybpne juibpdnipbw’G, hppuyfh?l. . .:
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THE GOLD SHEAF OF MY DAYS

Pale and ghostly pain, when did we first meet?
I never looked for you. That much I know.

Yet my nerves and arteries recognize

my childhood itself ripened in your company.

You, a fever for some, intoxicant for others, although
no one who breathes wishes to acknowledge your stay.
Pain, I had not even heard your name, when my soul
reluctantly introduced us. Then it was too late.

Pain, held silently inside, you sweeten, even solidify.
And it seems you do the carrying now, not L
Matured by you, strengthened, made wise,

with you I tie the gold sheaf of my days.

No longer can I ignore your hold. Your weight

was the ballast to make a youthful spirit grow.

And bearing you, the architecture of sad days piled high
toward the eternity that visionaries seek.
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