Poems on Water


" Water and windmills, greenness, Islets green;--
Willows whose Trunks beside the shadows stood
Of their own higher half, and willowy swamp:--
Farmhouses that at anchor seem'd--in the inland sky
The fog-transfixing Spires--
Water, wide water, greenness and green banks,
And water seen--"

	                                                               Thirst
		


	

	 

                                 My spirit wails for water, water now! 
                                 My tongue is aching dry, my throat is hot 
                                 For water, fresh rain shaken from a bough, 
                                 Or dawn dews heavy in some leafy spot. 
                                 My hungry body's burning for a swim 
                                 In sunlit water where the air is cool, 
                                 As in Trout Valley where upon a limb 
                                 The golden finch sings sweetly to the pool. 
                                 Oh water, water, when the night is done, 
                                 When day steals gray-white through the windowpane, 
                                 Clear silver water when I wake, alone, 
                                 All impotent of parts, of fevered brain; 
                                  Pure water from a forest fountain first, 
                                  To wash me, cleanse me, and to quench my thirst! 

 

                                           Catspraise


                                              Shane Johnson 
 

                               Why does the cat want my water? 
                               Should my sweeping hand begin
                               To place itself firmly upon her head? 
                               Telling her “No, I don’t think so, get your own water.”

                               She underwent the miseries of frozen winter
                               Her life dormant as the buds under the snow
                               Slowly freezing to death she was quiet then
                               Her serenity was an application of the moment

                               I took her home and showed her water
                               The cat saw rain for the first time in my shower
                               Reverence in a Cat her pride is water

                               My cat likes the water in my glass because I gave her water to begin

                               with

                            
                               It is our communication
                               Still the hand, graciously accept the cats praise 
 

                                      The Great Grey Water


                              Edwin James Brandy (1869-1952)
 

                         Now two have met, now two have met, 
                         Who may not meet again— 
                         Two grains of sand, two blades of grass, 
                         Two threads within the skein— 
                         Beside the Great Grey Water. 

                         Two hands to touch, two hearts to touch; 
                         And, here forgathered, we 
                         Will not forget, may not forget, 
                         Where last forgathered three— 
                         Beyond the Great Grey Water. 
                         Two glasses filled, two pipes to fill— 
                         ‘To all our fortunes, brother!’ 
                         And as they clink—like so—we drink 
                         Fair passage to the other 
                         Across the Great Grey Water. 

                         For three have sailed, and one has sailed, 
                         His sins, like ours, still on him, 
                         God sleep his soul! five oceans roll 
                         Their long weight all upon him. 
                         O God! thy Great Grey Water! 

                         But I am still, and you are still, 
                         And here our chance has flung us; 
                         True comrades we, but…there were three 
                         And one is not among us 
                         Beside the Great Grey Water. 

                         A breathing space, a biding place, 
                         Soft lights and beakers beaded, 
                         Then out again and on again, 
                         Unminded and unheeded, 
                         Across the Great Grey Water. 

                        Now two have met where three have met 
                        With curses or with laughter; 
                        And so our Day shall pass away, 
                        And so our Night come after— 
                        But, ah! the Great Grey Water 
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