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A POEM FOR EDWENNA BY MAY SARTON

Now let us honor with violin and flute

A woman set so deeply in devotion

That three times blasted to the root

Still she grew green and poured strength out.

Still she stood fair, providing the cool shade,

Compassion, the thousand leaves of mercy,

The cherishing green hope. Still like a tree she stood,

Clear comfort in the town and all the neighborhood.

Pure as the tree is pure, young

As the tree forever young, magnanimous

And natural, sweetly serving: for her the song,

For her the flute sound and the violin be strung.

For her all love, all praise,

All honor, as for trees

In the hot summer days.
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