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188 St. George’s Road

The Expressway passes through
Where once, so long ago now,

The corner windows with the curving glass
Looked to the cross and the college spire.
I watched a royal procession go by —
Before the Great War it was —

My aunts holding me, leaning over the sill
High above the roadway;

It meant little to me then,

But O! the octagonal aquarium,
Usurping the wide window space,
Made by my uncles long before my day,
Meant more to me although
The siphons no longer worked, dry,

A miniature museum, cluttered display,
Trophies of a hundred excursions:

A sea-urchin from a fisherman’s net,

A wizened orange plucked in Algiers,
Pebbles polished from forgotten beaches,
~ An ostrich egg, cone of a cedar from Lebanon,

- A nodding bear from the Black Forest;
Most awesome of all
The great white marble fireplace
Dominating the vast room
- Laden with treasured bric-a-brac,
Evidence of transient hobbies,
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So have they, every one =
The marble, the bric-a-brac,
Lost in the highway's dust.
Yet before all was gone,

By strange chance in later years,
Scarching among kinsmen
Scattered by another war
For one billeted in the city,

By vague advice and random gossip
We were led to a familiar door
Where within drab lodging
We found him by a marble mantel
Where yonder through unwashed curved windows
Rises an old spire above grey buildings.
He too is gone,

Victim of war’s unquenchable thirst;
Brief interlude, brief sad memory.
There is an expressway now
Piercing through where once
So long ago lived part of me,

And like the strange opening of a door,
The unforgettable moment
Of curtain opening and closing,

I saw what still I see,

And to the end of time,

The ghost of other days
That have found other roads
With bourne more true
Than man has made.




