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BRUGE EIDER

Thanksfiving

It is sutumn in Ontario

And the gourds swell on The vines
With the segson's fullness.

The pumpkins and late-maturing apples
Ara now in thair prins.

In the Pields the grain

Lies in neatly bundlsd sheaths.
Another suymmer's work i1s done. -

4% nigh noon, the sun

Is gtill warm and spills

4 goft balm aver my aching

Arms and bvack.

The hlood in my veins

Passes intd sleep

And whe day's cares dissolve away.
The fields become immense spaces of emptiness
¥nieh the Divine rushes into

Anid Fills to overflowing.



The Processes of Neture

It has been some years nROW

Since I have worked.

I am very poor and sometimes

Go without food.

Nevertheless, I am happy.

Every mornirz, I go for a swim

In the cold clear siream

With no resrczsibilities, and no one
To tell me wzzt to do,

I can linger 2ll day in the woods,
Cleansing ny mind of thought

And observirg things

Just as they zare.

When I am tirsd,

I can lay down,

The grass as a maltress,

A stone for & pillow.

Happy with =izt I have

I let heaver end earth,

Follow in tzeir courses.



Caught

It has been some weeks now

Since I have written a poem.

Ky ideas are as thick

And sticky as gelatin

And my memory is all gone.

Often I.stop in the z=iddle

Of something and cennot figure out
Wnat I am doing.

Sitting at home, chaxcs thougnts
Swinm around in my brein.
Wandering on moutain-paths,

I cannot find any peszce.

¥y eyes are hard with weeping
And my body racked

With ten thousands sorrows
Fauging on moutain pesks

I search and search for the sky
But I cannot see arything

But my Self,



The Mansion

The house is empty;

The long copridor of dcors
Creaks when I walk

ind the sound of my foctfzll
Zchoes from every wall.,
Besides that sound

There is nothing

But emptiness.

I walk through one door

Into an immense

EZmpty room.

Overcome with its deprivztion
I sit down behind the &sor
ind wait for some Pressncs

To fill up the lack.

There is nothing

CHly grey walle without sny decoration
ind one window

Tarough which no light szters.
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